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On February 10, 1987, one of the most star

tling and controversial books of our time 

was published: Whitley Strieber's Commu

nion. In Communion, Whitley Strieber de

scribed the shattering effects of an assault 

from the unknown-what seemed to be an 

encounter with intelligent nonhuman 

beings. 

Transformation is the chronicle of his effort 

to form a relationship with the unknown 

reality he has come to call"the visitors." 

After writing Communion, Whitley Strie

ber firmly expected that his encounters with 

the "visitors" would end. They did not. 

At first he was desperate and terrified. He 

struggled frantically to push the visitors out 

of his life, to prove to himself that they were 

figments of his imagination, that they were 

anything but a reality separate from himself. 

He was finally forced to admit, because of 

their persistence and the undeniably intelli

gent structure of their encounters with him, 

that they had to be a genuine mystery, an 

intelligence of unknown nature and origin. 

Whitley began to challenge his fear of the 

visitors, to try to confront them with objec

tivity, in an effort to gain real insight into 

their impact on our lives. The more he did 

this, he found, the deeper and richer his ex

perience became. 

Do the visitors represent a force that has 

been with mankind throughout history? Has 

it played an absolutely central role in alter

ing human culture? Has a conscious force 
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Introduction 

I have been deep into the dark and found extraordinary things 
there. 

The visitors did not go away when I fmished Commu
nion . On the contrary, they came rushing into my life and 
would not stop. My experience has come to include too many 
witnesses for me to consider that it is internal to my mind. 

I believe that the vivid and startling nature of a number 
of the witnesses' experiences, and the credibility of the wit
nesses, all but proves my contention that the visitors are a 
genuine unknown and not an outcome of hallucination or 
mental illness. Even the most skeptical and vociferous of 
my critics has publicly admitted that I am not lying. Short 
of actual, physical evidence, I think that I have gone as far 
as possible to demonstrate the reality of the visitors. If they 
represent' some sort of essentially nonphysical form that we 
do not yet understand, then physical proof may never come. 
This does not mean that they should be ignored. They are 
already having a staggering but largely hidden impact on 
our society, and their presence should be taken with the ut
most seriousness. 

I do not think that we are dealing with something as 
straightforward as the arrival of a scientific team from an
other planet that is here to study us. Neither are we dealing 
with hallucinations. This is a subtle, complex group of phe
nomena, causing experience at the very limits of perception 
and understanding. It suggests to me that there may be quite 
a real world that exists between thing and thought, moving 
easily from one to the other-emerging one moment 
as a full-scale physical reality and slipping the next into the 
shadows. 



The visitors have caused me to slough off my old view 
of the world like the dismal skin that it was and seek a com
pletely new vision of this magnificent, mysterious, and 
fiercely alive universe. 

There is some evidence that the visitors have been here 
for a long time, perhaps for all of history. Involvement with 
them may be an ancient human experience. 

Abduction by nonhuman beings is a part of much folk
lore. Whether the abductors are called demons, gods, fair
ies, or aliens, the experience is always devastating to its 
victims. Because we have refused to study the subject, we 
remain ignorant, and the experience is as hard now as it was 
a thousand years ago. 

I believe that this can change. 
Like their earlier counterparts, a few of the modem ab

ductees have been driven mad, died, or disappeared. The 
great majority have simply borne their difficult, incompre
hensible, and socially unacceptable memories in silence. 

Because it is so stressful, an encounter with the visitors 
can either be destructive or it can be used as a golden door 
to inner understanding. But it has a dark side too. People 
who cannot make use of their encounters are often shat
tered. At its best the experience shocks minds to openness. 
It creates in its victims a hunger to develop and enrich their 
spirits. 

It is not a "special" experience, reserved for a lucky few. 
There is no certain way to know how many people are being 
affected, but the numbers are very large and they are 
growing. 

I am reporting on my perceptions of what the visitors 
have done to me and my own personal responses. I am not 
claiming that my observations are perfect reflections of 
exactly what happened, or even that they fit the visitors' 
motives. 

I will defend the fact that I have described my experi
ences with all the clarity I could achieve, and with complete 
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candor. They are honest descriptions of one man's behavior 
when confronted by an unknown intelligence. 

Thousands and thousands of people are waking up to the 
realization that the strange creatures and lighted objects that 
mankind has been encountering are not some trick of the 
mind but a genuine enigma. 

Precognition, apparent telepathy, out-of-the-body per
ceptions, and even physical levitation are commonplace side 
effects of contact with the visitors. I find this absolutely as
tonishing, but I cannot deny it. Thousands of letters and 
personal interviews with people who have encountered 
them-with many of them reporting one or more of these 
effects-convince me that they are a real outcome of con
tact. 

Even so, I would still hesitate to report them, simply 
because they are so bizarre. But some of them have hap
pened to me as well. 

The difficulty of the visitor experience does not make it 
a certain evil: The most critical development of the mind 
comes from the most intense effort. Fear confuses us and 
holds us back. It is our primary obstacle. Successful con
frontation with it is the breakthrough that leads to under
standing. 

Whether by accident or design, the visitors took me on 
a fabulous and terrible journey through my fears. Whatever 
my worst imagining, actual experience intensified it a hundred 
times. They took me into the red terror of death; they made 
me face even my most suppressed dread. They also com
pelled me to face my guilts, my rages, my sorrows, all that 
I have buried in myself. Whatever sin was hidden, it ended 
up lying wet and wriggling in my hands. Whatever dread 
was suppressed, it came snarling forth demanding to be 
confronted. 

The visitors are sweeping up from where we buried them 
under layers of denial and false assurance to deliver what is 
truly a message from the beyond: There is something more 
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to us and our universe, and it is rich with the potential of 
the unknown. 

It will be incredibly hard for us to achieve real relation
ship with the visitors. But also, I can tell you from experi
ence that there will be wonder. 

There will be great wonder. 

Introduction 

12  



"There was a child went forth every 
day, 

And the .first object he look 'd upon, that 
object he became 

And that object became part of him for 
the day or a certain part of the day, 

Or for many years or stretching cycles 
of years." 

-WALT WHITMAN, "There Was a 
Child Went Forth" 

SECRET JOURNEYS 

Part One 



ONE 

The Lost Boy 

The night of April 2, 1986, was cool and damp in the comer 
of upstate New York where we have our cabin. My son 
was on spring break and he, my wife, Anne, and I were 
spending an uneasy week there. It had been bought as a 
place of peace and relaxation, but had turned out to be 
something very different. 

Beginning in October of the previous year, we'd had a 
series of devastating nighttime encounters with what ap
peared to be aliens. I had been the direct victim of most of 
these encounters, and they had all but shattered me. 

But they had also fascinated me. Were we really in touch 
with nonhuman beings of some sort? That certainly ap
peared to be the case. I'd undergone an exhaustive series of 
medical and psychological tests that had proved me healthy 
and sane. I was not the victim of any disease that might 
cause hallucinations. What's more, there had been a few 
witnesses. On the night of October 4, 1985, two friends, 
Annie Gottlieb and Jacques Sandulescu, had been disturbed 
by some extremely strange lights, sounds, and sensations 
while I was under virtual attack from the visitors. In March 
1 986 a friend of my son's had seen a small flying disk move 
past our living-room window while we were eating dinner. 
She was a seven-year-old girl and totally unaware of the 
UFO phenomenon. That night I had a spectacular direct en
counter with the visitors. 

We were terrified, and we were having a very hard time 
staying in our cabin. 

The beings I was encountering weren't the wise and be
nevolent creatures that films like Close Encounters might have 
led one to expect. 



They were absolutely devastating, and they kept coming 
back. 

My wife and I had seriously considered abandoning the 
cabin. But the more we became convinced that the experi
ence might possibly be real, the more we became deter
mined not to run from it. What if they were aliens? If they 
were real, we could not in conscience tum away from them. 
They were terrifying. But we were very curious. 

Despite our fear we kept going back, but I did not sleep 
peacefully there. I would wake up in the night shaking with 
terror. 

We had told our son, Andrew, very little about what 
was happening. Our worst horror was that he would get 
dragged into the business. Were we wrong to take him back 
to the cabin? We didn't know. Society offered us little sup
port or help. Most people didn't believe that an experience 
like ours was real, let alone worth worrying about. 

We were on our own, we and the aliens-if that's what 
they were. 

We did what we thought was right. 
And then, on the night of April 2, our very worst fears 

came true. 
In the middle of the night I was disturbed by what felt 

like somebody giving me a sharp jab to my left shoulder. I 
woke up instantly and I was angry with myself. Would this 
never stop? Something had happened just the night before! 
Was I never to be left in peace? 

When I woke up on the night of April 1, I was already 
with two of the visitors. We were in a gray, curving corri
dor. This time, though, I was in bed and there was nobody 
around. I decided that this awakening must have been self
caused, a side effect of my nervousness. 

Because of what I had been going through, I had learned 
a great deal about psychological states. I assumed that I was 
having an experience well known to mental-health profes
sionals. The "night visitor" phenomenon-a so-called hyp-
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nopompic state or waking dream-sometimes begins with a 
similar sensation to what I was feeling. 

I was not, however, in a hypnopompic trance. There 
were no night visitors, and no dream images persisted after 
I opened my eyes. I was not experiencing the paralysis so 
characteristic of this condition. A typical night-visitor epi
sode begins with a sudden awakening such as I had just ex
perienced. The victim opens his eyes and usually sees entities 
standing around the bed. The victim cannot move at first, 
but the moment the paralysis breaks, the entities disappear. 

The usual experience involving night visitors described 
in scientific literature and the experience I had on April 2, 
1986, are as different from one another as a bubbling creek 
is from a black coughing cataract. 

I sat up on the side of the bed. I checked my state care
fully. There was no persistence of dream, no trance of a 
hallucinatory condition. I was simply a tired, perplexed man 
in the middle of the night. 

It was one of those magic hours of early spring, after the 
squeaky young frogs have gone to sleep and the breeze has 
stopped. A thrall hung over everything. While a few new 
houses had been built in our area in recent months, our cabin 
was still isolated because it hugged a vast tract of state land
empty, rough, beautiful land that I had learned to love very 
much. 

I got out of bed, thinking that I would go down and 
check on my son, and perhaps walk outside for a few min
utes. The air was quite chilly, so I put on some rubber-soled 
slippers and a thick terry-cloth robe. 

I walked downstairs into the most appalling experience 
of my life. 

The house was perfectly normal in every way. As I de
scended, the stairs creaked softly. Our big clock ticked its 
loud, reassuring tick. It was three-fifteen in the morning. I 
crossed the kitchen and looked U:tto my boy's bedroom. All 
was obviously well, judging from the comfortable lump of 
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bedclothes in the middle of the bed. I went in to rearrange 
the covers and gaze on my sleeping child. 

The room was warm and there was a perfectly normal 
sense of human presence. I could even hear my son breath
ing, or I thought I could. 

However, the bedclothes were empty. 
At frrst I dug down, thinking that maybe he had squirmed 

to the bottom of the bed. Then I felt around, finally pulling 
the sheets and quilt to the floor. 

The bed was a stark, white emptiness. I looked under it, 
beside it. A flash of hope went through me as I rushed into 
the bathroom. But he wasn't there either. 

I knew with a parent's awful certainty that he wasn't in 
the house. Still, I thought maybe he had been sleepwalking. 
I searched the basement. I was just sure that he was here 
somewhere, he had to be. 

But I could not find him. I felt cold and breathless. I did 
not wish to consider the idea that this had to do with what 
I was beginning to call "the visitors." At first I had called 
them "aliens," but there were too many things about them 
that suggested-if they were aliens-they knew us very well. 
I did not like the sound of the world alien . It conjured up 
an image of something so strange, so apart from us, that we 
would never come to understand its true nature, or to achieve 
a relationship with it. 

And I was desperate for understanding, desperate for re
lationship. 

As I raced through the house I was also furious at my
self. I'd contracted the visitor hysteria and somehow in
fected my child with my terror. God knew where he was, 
curled up under the car or something, terrified in the night 
because of his father's overwrought imagination. 

My impulse was to cry out, to call his name, but I kept 
quiet in hope of fmding him asleep. Then I could carry him 
gently back to bed and all would be forgotten in the 
morning. 

A few minutes later I'd searched every closet and room. 
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I had to face the fact that my seven-year-old was not in the 
house at three-twenty in the morning. There was no possi
bility that this was a hallucination. My little boy was gone, 
really gone. Incredibly and inexplicably the burglar alarm 
was off. I thought to wake Anne and call the sheriff. 

I was going upstairs to get her when I seized on a last, 
faint hope and decided to look outside. 

The previous summer we'd bought Andrew a tent from 
Sears. It was set up in the woods not far from the house. 
Maybe he had gone out there. 

But leaving the house in the dark and going through the 
woods to the tent was literally the last thing I could imagine 
him doing. Even though he'd been told little about the vis
itors, he'd had his own possible encounters, and he was very 
nervous after dark, the poor kid. I ran out the front door, 
so great was my hope of finding him. 

I hadn't grabbed a flashlight and it was very dark. I went 
to the end of the porch, thinking to walk near the road where 
the trees were thinner and there was more light. That way 
I could see, and I'd get to the tent without risking a fall. 

I jumped down off the end of the porch and started 
toward the road. Above me there was quite a broad expanse 
of sky, and as I hurried along I noticed something moving 
there. 

I stopped and looked up, confused by this suggestion of 
motion where there shouldn't be any. What I saw was ab
solutely stunning. A cold shock went through my body and 
my heart started running in my chest. In that instant I was 
swept from the real world and back into the fearsome 
strangeness that had been assaulting us. 

What I saw in the sky, apparently no more than a few 
hundred feet above treetop level, was a gigantic blackness. 
It covered easily a third of the firmament, blotting out the 
stars. It was simply immense, a featureless void. It showed 
no lights, it didn't glow-it was a black place in the sky. It 
could as easily have been a hole in the real as a disk hanging 
silently in the air. The movement I had detected was the 

The Breakthrough 

1 9  



prick of stars winking in and out as the border of the thing 
moved. 

I thought it was a cloud. Its wide, curving edge was 
very sheer, but surely that could be accounted for by some 
wind phenomenon. The cloud moved as I moved, so ex
actly in synchronization with me that it seemed oddly con
nected to me. It was as if this entire, huge object were linked 
to my motions. Of course the moon will do that behind the 
trees. But I was seeing the object not against nearer trees 
but against the more distant stars. Thus the movement either 
was actual or was violating a law of perspective. 

I didn't much care which it was; I was going to tum and 
walk away from it, then into the woods toward the tent. 

Suddenly I heard a voice, clear in the silence: "Can you 
go back upstairs by yourself or do you want us to help you?" 

It wasn't overly loud, but it shattered the quiet. I stopped, 
frightened, not sure where it had come from. On the far 
side of the road I saw three dark shapes hanging above the 
brush. They were blocky and small, as if covered by black 
or dark-blue sheets. 

That voice had been so final, so absolutely authoritative, 
and so implacable. Suddenly I realized what was happening: 
That was a gigantic unknown object up there, and my son 
must be in it. I had interrupted the visitors in the middle of 
one of their abductions. 

A fearful shuddering passed through me from head to 
toe. My whole body shook. I was losing control. A band 
of pain went around my chest; I could hear the blood 
pounding in my head. I'd never felt anything like it. I thought 
I was having a heart attack or some kind of seizure. I writhed. 
It was as if something deep within me were literally trying 
to escape from my skin. 

I was filled with an inexpressible sadness. I wanted just 
to stand there and scream. I stumbled a few more steps 
toward the object. 

Then I stopped, noticing that the stars were coming out 
all around it. It seemed to be shrinking. 
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This observation relieved me. Maybe I was, after all, 
dealing with a waking dream. Of course, that's what it was. 
It must be that: a horrible, insane waking dream. Then the 
object-which had now disappeared completely-suddenly 
reappeared as a flat, yellow disk about half the size of a dime. 
Its glow took on a faint pink tint and it darted off to the 
north, streaking like a meteor. 

I understood that it hadn't been shrinking at all. It had 
been going up very quickly and in absolute silence. 

I have never felt so helpless or so lonely as I did at that 
moment. I knew what I had suffered in the past at the hands 
of these bizarre visitors. Images of my little boy going 
through the same things tormented me. 

They repeated their question and I think that they 
may have floated a little closer to me. I was furious and 
totally impotent. I did not think that I would ever see my 
son again. And how in God's name would I explain what 
had happened to him to his mother or to the sheriff, or to 
anybody? 

There are levels of agony that are hard to describe, even 
when you have lived them. I thought to myself that I had 
two options: I could either tum around and walk back to 
the house, retaining some shred of human dignity, or do 
what I felt like doing and just fall down right there on the 
ground. 

If I did that, though, I had no doubt that I would simply 
find myself back in bed in the morning. And I would wake 
up to that empty house, empty life, our lives destroyed, our 
boy God knew where. 

I walked back. It was like ascending a gallows. My legs 
were heavy and shaky and strange. I couldn't see, and the 
ground was uneven. Sweat and tears were blinding me and 
it was a dark night. A sapling whipped at me, a stone made 
me reel. Something that is deep, that is fundamental to me, 
made me keep walking straight. I did not want to show the 
fear that I felt. Perhaps my son was in the hands of some
thing exalted, but that was not how my instincts responded. 
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I reacted as if he had been captured by wild animals. 
All I knew was that I didn't want to anger them and 

possibly place my son in even greater jeopardy. 
I went back to the house. I remember how it looked, 

dark and foreboding, a little bit as if it belonged to another 
world. The faint glow of Andrew's night-light illumi
nated the windows of his room. The house was still and 
silent. 

This familiar place now seemed strange and other
worldly. What had just happened was so weird that it had 
shattered my assumptions about the world around me. My 
own living room was an alien chamber full of bizarre arti
facts. I looked around, as if from the other side of the world
and all I saw was my familiar chair, the table and lamp 
beside it, the TV and videotape recorder, the magazine stand, 
the small bookshelf beside the stairs. 

Was this real? And what about what had just taken place 
outside-was that also real? 

I do not think that I can express how lost I was at that 
moment, or how angry and bitter and cheated I felt. How 
did conventional science explain that big, black thing in the 
sky? That thing wasn't supposed to be real. 

Then where in hell was my child? 
I had done everything possible to fend off the visitors

installed a burglar alarm and movement-sensitive lights, told 
the scientific community, appealed to the Church. 

Half a dozen solidly educated scientists and medical peo
ple had offered me professional support. Because of their 
work I could be certain that I suffered from no known dis
ease or deformity. And their counsel had been brilliant, sup
portive, and useful: Learn to live at a high level of uncertainty. 
Keep the question open. 

I also took the visitor experience to the Church, to a 
priest whose heart is full of love. 

I know that there are priests who would have thrown 
me out of their rectories, and priests who would have pro-
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claimed me the victim of demons. But I did not meet such 
priests. The priest I talked to said, "No matter what they 
are, they can only increase the glory of God." 

There was no scientist with me on April 2, 1986. There 
was no priest. And before the great power of the visitors, 
what would their counsel have gained me? I was alone with 
this and at that moment I was in hell. 

Remembering what they had wanted me to do, I marched 
upstairs like a soldier. I was perishing inside. I went over to 
the bed and sat down on it. 

I sensed that they were in the bedroom with me, but 
that didn't seem to matter. I might as well have been para
lyzed for all the control I had over myself. This was a subtle 
thing, though. On the surface I felt normal. It was just that 
I was walking across a room, going to bed, when alarms 
were screaming in my mind that something had happened 
to my child. It was as if somebody else were controlling my 
body. And yet, I did not feel as though I were struggling. 

I threw off my robe and slippers, lay down in bed, and 
felt the most wonderful sensation of warmth spread over 
my body. Helplessly, I was swept off into a dreamless, black 
sleep. 

When I woke up it was light outside. I opened my eyes. 
Birds were singing, and I could see the hazy green of new 
growth on the trees near the windows. 

At first I had the feeling that one gets upon waking from 
a nightmare and realizing that all is well. The morning seemed 
fresh and good and full of promise. 

But that lasted for only a few seconds. The night came 
flooding back, and with it the memories. I felt sure I was 
about to go downstairs to an empty house. 

I couldn't move a muscle. Beside me Anne was breath
ing softly. I felt so terrible for bringing her and our son 
back this house at the edge of hell. 

A small sound came up from downstairs. At first I 
couldn't believe my ears, then I heard the pad pad pad of my 
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son's footsteps. He was coming to our bed, just like he had 
every morning since he could escape from his crib! 

Was this true? Was it possible? 
He burst through the door with his stuffed dog Puppy 

under his arm and a wide grin on his face. 
I couldn't talk, I couldn't move. The tears were pouring 

down my face. But he didn't notice that. He dove into the 
bed and snuggled down between us and he was warm and 
real and I hugged him hard. 

Over the next few hours my old arrogance reasserted 
itself. It had to. I could not otherwise live with the total 
power of the visitors. 

They could do anything they wanted to me and my 
family. That was so unbearable that I just tuned it out. 

I was eager to tell the scientists who were working with 
me about this new experience: a waking hypnopompic state 
with extensive hallucinatory involvement. I was undoubt
edly awake when I went out and saw the device in the sky. 
But the device was a dream-thing, as were the visitors who 
had spoken to me. And as for my son's not being in bed
well, we'd deal with that one later. 

All morning he was vibrant. He was full of laughter and 
jokes and fun. He always is, actually, but his glow on this 
morning was memorable. 

By the time breakfast was over, I had decided that the 
events of the night before weren't even worth reporting. 
They'd been nothing more than a nightmare brought on by 
the state of disquiet I was in. 

It was a warm day and Anne and I took folding chairs 
out onto the deck that afternoon. We both began reading 
novels and enjoying the sun. Andrew was playing nearby 
with his toy trucks when I noticed that things were chang
ing in an odd way. As I listened, I realized that the birds 
had stopped, the insects had stopped, even a chain saw roar
ing in the distance had been shut down. I turned to Anne 
and said, "Listen. It's so quiet." She was staring at her book 
with a curious expression on her face, almost as if her eyes 
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were seeing nothing. She did not reply. My son had also 
stopped moving. He was crouching over his toy trucks and 
not making a sound. 

The quiet was a wonderful thing. There was a sense of 
what I can only describe as something very sacred nearby. 

This marvelous sensation persisted for a moment, then 
another, then seemed at once to end and to stretch into cy
cles of eternity. A shadow passed, darkening the sun. 

Then, as softly as it had departed, the life of the world 
returned. First one bird started cheeping, and then the whole 
ragged April chorus followed. The insects began. In the in
timate, swampy places behind the house the spring peepers 
started up again. The chain saw began to chatter and a moth 
Buttered past as if dancing. 

My boy made a sound like a train whistle, a long, 
high tone that seemed to reach right to the center of my 
heart. 

He grew tired of his game and came to me. 
"Whatcha reading?" 
"A book about America in the nineteenth century called 

Dream West." 
11Dream West?" 
"Yes." 
"Y'know, I've been thinking. Reality is God's dream." 
I looked at him. I was a little surprised, not so much at 

the statement but at the quiet force in his voice. Reality is 
God's dream? 

"What happens if God wakes up?" 
He stared at me for a moment with an almost quizzical 

expression on his face--then burst out laughing. 
The afternoon passed uneventfully. We drove into town 

for some groceries. 
Later Andrew said, "The unconscious mind is like the 

universe out beyond the quasars. It's a place we want to go 
to find out what's there." 

There came into my mind as the shadows of the day 
grew long the thought that my little boy could not have 
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said that. I was embarrassed at myself for underestimating 
him: He did say it. 

We were out on the deck together just after sunset. An
drew looked toward the woods. "Y'know, I had a funny 
dream last night. I dreamed I was floating in the woods and 
this huge eye was looking down at me. It was funny. It was 
like it was real but it was a dream." He looked at the shad
ows, some of them already deep. "Wasn't it a dream, Dad?" 

"What do you want to think?" 
"I want to think-a dream." 
"That sounds good to me, then." Like so many of us, 

he had chosen to protect himself from the reality of the vis
itors by calling them a dream. So be it. 

Inside, I wanted to cry. And yet, and yet . . . his thoughts 
were so beautiful, and hearing them from the lips of a child 
was one of the most ineffable experiences I have ever had. 

Reality is God's dream. And what lies beyond the qua
sars, what indeed? I stood with my little boy, and it was as 
if I could feel the old earth rolling toward night. Our woods, 
our sky, were dropping their disguise of light. The first stars 
were steady, hard points. 

I wondered what it was like at this moment beyond the 
quasars. What is there? What is really there? 

Perhaps that far place is actually close to the depths of 
the mind. Maybe at its innermost and outermost borders, 
the universe meets. The message of the visitors, then, ex
pressed through the mind of a little boy, is that all is unified 
by a common mystery. Who are we? What is this vast pro
duction of sky? Where along the deep paths of mind and 
night will we finally encounter the truth? 
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TWO 

The Golden City 

I was extremely worried about my little boy. The idea that 
what had happened to him on the night of April 2 might 
have been completely real was frightful to contemplate. I 
took him to a psychologist who interviewed him carefully 
and concluded that he was happy, healthy, and well ad
justed. Anne and I continued our policy of keeping him 
strictly isolated from talk about the visitors. 

I wondered if this was the right approach. If the visitors 
were really taking him in the night, I obviously should talk 
to him about it, offer him what support I could. But if this 
was something else, something to do with the mind that we 
didn't yet understand, then such talk would only worsen his 
confusion. 

I was left feeling that he was as vulnerable as I was, and 
that there was nothing whatsoever I could do about it. 

I felt such loneliness in those spring days. For the first 
time in my life I had begun to feel real contempt for other 
human beings. I saw amazing arrogance everywhere in the 
scientific community. Among people in the humanities, lib
erals and intellectuals I had admired, there was disdain for 
the whole phenomenon. These supposed champions of the 
common man dismissed it with contempt because it was 
part of the "folk culture." 

The universe is a mystery, and our theories about its 
nature-and our own-are really nothing more than illus
trations of our ignorance. 

I was turning away from man and day, and toward na
ture and the night. 

I was simultaneously drawn to the dark and repelled by 
it. I read other accounts of visitor experience, talked with 



other people who'd had it, struggled with the issues while 
writing Communion. And I watched the shadows like a 
frightened animal. 

During the daylight hours I felt confident that I was the 
only member of the family infected by the visitor disease, 
and that I could somehow survive it. But at night I sweated. 

I sensed that the visitors were coming closer to me and 
my family. Sometimes I could almost hear their whispering 
voices, and in my mind's eye see the grand lights of their 
ships . . . and the grim, drab rooms within. Above all I 
could see their staring eyes. Reflected in those eyes I could 
remember seeing a twisted, grimacing caricature of a human 
face. It looked like a thing in terror, that face. 

It was me. 
Those were black, black times for me. I was poised be

tween sanity and madness, teetering back and forth. I was 
desperate. Writing Communion was my anchor, my task, my 
reality. I clung to the work, sitting at my desk by day, to
tally absorbed in it. 

But the terrible times always came, the worst hours at 
the bottom of the night. Even in New York City it was 
hard. Even there a man can hear in the cool rustle of the 
wind the painful truth-that we are so small and the world 
is so vast. 

It was at such an hour that there came to me an image 
of remarkable power and beauty. It seemed a little thing at 
the time, but the memory of it has ever since provided me 
with a source of strength and comfort. 

The image of the golden city came only once, and then 
it was fleeting. 

It happened at our apartment in Manhattan, in the sec
ond week of April. 

One morning just before dawn the whole world seemed 
to get bright. My eyes opened, hollow and exhausted. I did 
not see a fire or the approach of some great light. I saw 
instead an ordinary bedroom. Anne was asleep beside me, 
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and dawn was just creeping in around the blinds. The clock 
showed a few minutes past six. 

I closed my eyes again, hoping for another hour of sleep. 
Again the light came, a great, golden magnificence that 
seemed to fill me, to absorb me and shine through me. Sud
denly I was flying in the light, and I saw huge towers pour
ing great fountains of pure white light into the relentless 
dark. 

And then I saw that I was flying over a city, a huge and 
complex city with streets and buildings and intimate street 
comers . . . and not a living, moving soul. The silence was 
absolute. The streets I glided over were empty. I crossed 
hundreds, thousands of streets, I saw buildings by the thou
sands, none very tall, some long and low, others squat and 
square, others more complex. I saw dark windows and doors 
standing open, and huge stadiums every few miles. When I 
would get near one of these I would fly low, so I couldn't 
see over the rims into the interiors. They were lit so brightly 
by gigantic banks of lights that the glare was almost unen
durable. 

I crossed miles more of buildings, then passed another 
of these strange stadiums. I rose up higher and saw others 
farther off, and the city stretched around me from horizon 
to horizon, endlessly. There was ringing in my heart an 
emotion of overwhelming power. It was as if a great mag
net had pulled me there, and was drawing me across the 
incredibly vivid landscape, rich with the details of an un
known life. 

I opened my eyes. Anne sighed. I heard the gentle purr 
of a car passing in the street. Morning was breaking softly, 
another new day, ordinary day . . . 

Then I closed my eyes again and the image of the golden 
city sprang back into the full light of vision. I wondered at 
it, how any mental image could be so endlessly varied and 
detailed, so huge. I crossed more streets. I could see down 
into some windows, gray earth floors, gray walls. But the 
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city was empty, an eerie mass of structures. 
And then I saw a building that immediately arrested my 

attention. 
I relived the loneliness of late childhood, those stabbing 

moments when one realizes that something is ending, the 
immaculate season, and rain is sweeping the path ahead. 

Here nothing was obscure and yet nothing was revealed. 
I sailed on and on over this hidden city, coming always closer 
to that building. 

One moment I would be high aloft and see it standing 
in the distance. The next I would find myself swooping down 
so close to a street that I could almost count the golden 
stones that formed it, fitted together with the cunning of 
Inca work, each glowing as if with the very light of the 
mind. Then I would rise again, passing doors and windows 
and cornices and slated roofs until I soared dizzily a few 
hundred feet in the air. Before me would be that building, 
gold and tan, long, a construction so simple and severe and 
perfect that its lines made my heart ache toward some lost 
balance or genius of the soul. 

I remembered the days of my late childhood, the para
dox of a little boy awake and alone after midnight, won
dering . . . and the raw emotions of loss that surfaced on 
the night I was taken by the visitors, December 26, 1985, 
when I saw my own happy life slipping away behind me . . . 

The building stood closer now, as exotic and bright as a 
notorious jewel. Beneath the windows on the top story was 
a thick, red line. The windows themselves were obscured 
by black horizontal louvers. 

It seemed to me that this building was directly connected 
with us, with mankind, that it was a place where the truth 
about us was known. 

As I went closer I began to resonate with the phrase "a 
place where the truth is known." I almost wanted to cry, 
looking at that building. One of our great tragedies is that 
we do not know the truth about ourselves. Is there some
body, somewhere, who does? 
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I passed closer and closer to the windows of the build
ing. Could there be figures inside? Movement? I was in a 
torment of curiosity, trying to see in. I caught a glimpse of 
a shadow behind the dark louvers, saw dust in a column of 
light, felt an emptiness in my heart as I glimpsed an empty 
comer of a room. 

I drew closer. A place where the truth is known! Closer 
and closer I went, until I felt I could reach out and touch 
one of the black louvers that covered the windows. 

Helplessly, like a blowing leaf, I rose up. The building 
receded, and then I could see the city, the great reefs of 
structure, the standing towers of light, the long, cold streets, 
the strange stadiums. Now that I was above them they proved 
to be so filled with light that I couldn't make out what was 
happening inside. Had I been able to penetrate that glare 
with my eyes, what would I have seen? Our lives, perhaps, 
being lived out on the soul's stage. 

Wider and wider spread the golden city, until it lay be
low me as a sea of light without limit. The little building 
with the red stripe on it was lost in the ocean of buildings. 

Then, quite suddenly, there was an angry buzzing noise. 
The scene resolved itsel£ I was in bed. It was morning. Anne 
was just turning off the alarm clock. 

The day had begun and it was time to dress and get 
Andrew off to school. I got up as Anne raised the blinds 
onto a more humble morning in a more humble place, New 
York City by the light of the sun. 

The day came and went, and another night. I waited like 
a man for his lover, but the image of the golden city did 
not recur, not on that night or on any other. Never since 
have I had such a vivid impression of reality in my mind. It 
was as if I were soaring over a real place; in some sense 
perhaps I was. 

I have longed for the golden city, have waited and hoped 
to see it again, but I have never returned. I have thought 
that perhaps a thing of such beauty is not meant for living 
eyes. 
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Even though I suspect that I will not in this life return, 
I will never leave the golden city, never in my heart. It stands 
within me as an answer to the rage and the helplessness and 
the confusion of the visitor experience and of my life. 

Somewhere there is a place where the truth is known. 
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THREE 

Extreme Strangeness 

Once I saw a black man sitting at a bus stop in an exclusive 
part of my hometown of San Antonio with silent tears 
pouring down his cheeks. That image has haunted me all 
my life, in childhood because it was so stark, and now be
cause it seems to contain in itself a wordless something that 
is essential and true about us, but which we cannot see quite 
clearly enough. 

The golden city was a place of deliverance, where no 
man is the wrong color or the wrong race or the wrong 
religion, and every soul is overflowing with all its rich po
tential. 

We have always had among us legends of lost cities, of 
golden cities, of the city of God, of the mansions of heaven. 

The longing that leads to visions of heaven is the same 
longing that has drawn some of us close to the visitors. 

In April 1986 I was halfway convinced that the visitors' 
appearance in my life was some sort of self-generated at
tempt to escape from the pressure of living in this hard world. 
But that was changing. Unless mental states are infectious 
in ways that are not understood, Andrew's involvement could 
not be explained in that way. He was a happy child; the 
world was not pressuring him. And he had hardly been ex
posed to the notion of the visitors at all. So why was he 
involved . . . or was he? I was literally desperate to under
stand, and I couldn't. 

At night I would go to sleep remembering the golden 
city, and in the morning wake up feeling as if something 
beautiful had been taken from me, and that would make me 
angry. 

I did not want this anger. I had seen other people who 



had become involved in the visitor experience consumed by 
anger, and not only at the visitors. They were also filled 
with rage at society's contempt for their plight and indiffer
ence to their suffering. 

It struck me as a hopeless trap. What possible use could 
be made of an experience if one allowed it to invoke only 
rage? 

I wanted very badly to make use of the presence of the 
visitors. What prevented me most was the feeling that they 
might be rising up from my own unconscious, coming like 
a poisonous, odorless gas to destroy my mind. 

But something had transpired on April 1 that seemed to 
have been entirely real. 

I had pushed it aside because it was also strange beyond 
words. Although it had been vividly real in every detail, I 
decided that it had to have come out of my imagination. 
Because of all the reading and research I was doing, I had 
developed a set of expectations about the visitors. What had 
happened on April 1 didn't fit those expectations, not at all. 
I even entertained the notion that my unconscious had played 
some sort of April Fool's joke on me. 

Later, however, something happened that cast the whole 
event in a very new light. If any jokes were played on that 
night, they were played by the visitors themselves. 

I discovered a small but telling piece of corroboration 
that forced me to reassess my assumptions about that event. 
I could no longer be certain that any part of the bizarre story 
I will tell emerged out of my own imagination. 

Maybe, in a way, its extreme strangeness is an indication 
that these events really are the output of nonhuman beings. 
What happened on the night of April 1, 1986, was logical, 
sensible, and consistent. It delivered an important message 
that entirely revised my understanding of what was happen
ing. The whole thing was also profoundly askew, totally 
different from the way a human mind would have delivered 
the same information. 

But it worked. 
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Facing the fact that this was not a dream was very hard. 
Scientists who have speculated about what it would be like 
to interact with visitors have said that it would be strange 
beyond belief. Certainly this experience qualifies. 

In late March I had been indulging myself in a fantasy 
that the visitors were going to impose a sort of benevolent 
empire in human affairs and gently lead us to a cleaner, hap
pier, more just society. These fantasies had become quite 
elaborate. 

On April 1 the visitors reacted. 
What happened was wise and full of humor and teach

ing. But it was also frightening and I did not want to be 
frightened by the visitor experience. I wanted it to work-
whatever it was. But there was this awful, creepy feeling I 
could not shake that it was just plain terrible. 

I remembered waking up while walking along a curving 
corridor. I want to stress, to make it absolutely clear, that I 
did not "wake up" into some sort of dream. I woke up into 
an absolutely vivid, living, and physical moment-in a world 
as real as this, but far more strange than any dream. 

It is important that I describe my physical sensation ex
actly. I did not feel the way I feel sitting in a chair or walk
ing down a street. My body was tingling, as if some sort of 
energy were running through it. It was a marvelous sensa
tion, and is one I still feel during some encounters. Pleasant 
as it is, though, when it is over I always have a sense of 
relief. 

Nevertheless, I stumbled as I came to consciousness, be
cause one does not expect to wake up out of a dead sleep in 
mid-stride. I found myself being led along by two dark-blue 
beings about three and a half to four feet tall. Each of them 
held one of my forefingers in his cool hand. They were no
ticeably strong, rather round or pudgy-looking, and wear
ing dark-blue coveralls that seemed to have lots of flaps and 
pockets on them. I was not dressed in the pajamas I had 
gone to sleep in, but rather in a Bowing garment of what 
was obviously soft, white paper. It stood out from my body 
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as though it carried a heavy charge of static electricity. 
My condition at this point did not seem to approximate 

a dream at all. I was simply there, in the real world, and the 
real world was the curving corridor and the two dark-blue 
beings that were leading me along. They were really very, 
very blue. The color was doubly startling because it was a 
living hue, as rich with subtle complexity as the color of 
any flesh. I blurted out the first thought that popped into 
my mind: "You're blue!" 

One of them looked back over his shoulder when I spoke. 
He had a broad, flat face that almost seemed to grimace at 
me, so wide was the mouth. He fluttered the heavy lids on 
his deep, shining eyes and said, "We used to be like your 
blacks but we decided this was better. " 

That face was as sinister as anything I had ever seen, and 
yet the feeling of twinkling good humor was so strong that 
I almost wanted to laugh. 

I felt ridiculous. I've never thought of myself as a racist, 
but that comment brought into sharp focus my own unac
knowledged attitudes about the differences between white 
and black people. 

I had marched in the civil rights movement and have not 
from my earliest days been able to bear racism. But here I 
was in the presence of a statement so innocent and so pow
erful that, even as I stumbled along, it shocked me with all 
its guileless force. At that moment the reality of my uncon
scious racism surfaced. I felt it as acute embarrassment: In 
my secret mind even the two beings leading me along were 
less than me. 

The one who had spoken turned again and groaned rue

fully. The feeling I got when he did that made me terribly 
uneasy. My inner thoughts had communicated to them so 
quickly that they seemed almost to be participating in my 
mind. But they were completely separate from me, very 
much themselves. 

When events become strange enough, the mind has no 
context, no terminology, in which to place them. Thought 
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stops. One becomes inwardly silent, recording without 
comment. 

When the Spanish conquistador Pizzaro stood in the great 
Inca city of Cuzco before the assembled crowd of its citi
zens, the sophisticated and civilized Incas were similarly struck 
dumb. I suspect that they, also, were victims of strangeness 
too extreme for their minds to grasp. 

I remember what I saw and did, though. I remember it 
exactly. 

The corridor we were in was a neutral gray-tan in color 
and curved gracefully upward and around to the left. Along 
the inner wall were large drawers outlined in dark brown, 
with a round knob in the middle of each. These drawers 
were each about four feet long and perhaps eighteen inches 
high. Above them was a shelf a foot or so deep. At its high
est point, right above my head, the arched ceiling was per
haps seven feet from the floor. 

The most interesting thing about this rather austere cor
ridor was that strong feelings seemed to be connected with 
it. I have not described a beautiful place, but that is only 
because it is hard to put into words how it affected me. 
There was something absolutely marvelous about the inter
play of angles. The perfection of shape and line seemed to 
fulfill an obscure but intense inner hunger. It was as if not 
only the two beings but also their place were in some way 
conscious. 

I was confused. The place seemed conscious? Was I ac
tually inside some kind of creature? 

I wonder if there could be a conscious machine? 
During the same month-April 198� another man had 

come face-to-face with a gigantic pulsating light in a woods 
near Pound Ridge, New York, which is within fifty miles 
of my cabin. At one point, he commented, "it seemed alive." 
There has been much speculation that UFOs may in some 
way be living creatures. At that moment I would not have 
doubted it. 

We turned and went through an arched door into a large 
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room. This room was round and had louvered windows. It 
looked something like a round version of a regimental din
ing room from the days of the British Raj in India. All that 
was missing were ceiling fans with mahogany blades and 
turbanned servants carrying gin and tonics on heavy silver 
trays. 

The room was instead filled with beings who were very 
far from black�r blue. They were, as a matter of fact, 
absolutely white, as white as sheets. Their skin had the milky 
translucency one associates with termites. They were all sit
ting at round tables, wearing uniforms whose design re
minded me a little bit of British whites. 

This was the first time I had seen the white beings. Later 
I would come to regard them with greatest awe, as the very 
engineers of transformation. Because I had never seen them 
mentioned before either in folklore or in UFO literature, I 
worried that they might be nothing more than the produc
tion of distorted perception. 

On the night of March 3, 1 988, I attended a meeting in 
Los Angeles of people who have had the visitor experience. 
To my surprise, one member of the group mentioned that 
the beings she had encountered were "translucent white" 
and powerfully transformative in impact. Like me, she also 
had trouble remembering their eyes. A few of the people 
who corresponded with me about Communion also described 
such beings, so I am not isolated in my perception of them. 

As I approached them they radiated an overwhelming 
atmosphere of absolutely rigid formality-so strong that I 
involuntarily returned to my old military-school days and 
snapped to attention. 

One of these white creatures took me by the hand. Some 
others, I noticed, were sitting disconsolately with squares of 
gauze over their eyes and chins. Only their mouths and the 
tips of their vestigial noses showed, and they seemed to be 
in pain. 

Were they demonstrating what would happen to them if 
they tried to impose an empire on us? 
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I found myself led to the center of the room, where there 
was a small tan circle in the floor. I stood in this circle, 
where I was briefly addressed by what I took to be the leader 
of the group. His air was extremely formal, even more so 
than that of the others around me. He seemed full of anger 
and contempt. He also seemed made to rule. 

He proceeded to ask me, in clipped tones, to explain why 
the British Empire had collapsed! 

Despite my surprise I wanted to talk. I found that I had 
an enormous amount of information at my fingertips. 

I talked. More, I lectured, my voice booming out in this 
almost preternaturally quiet place. I went through the var
ious expansions and contractions of the empire, finally con
tending that by 1900 it had ceased to have even the appearance 
of an economic alliance and had become a system by which 
one race exploited many others. It was founded in assump
tions of racial superiority which, while they may have been 
innocent, were so profound as to guarantee that intense sep
aration pressure would follow any general improvement in 
the educational level and standard of living of its subject 
peoples. 

They listened to this explanation with what seemed to 
me to be too much interest . They were so faultlessly atten
tive that I became embarrassed. But I ran on and on, spew
ing names and dates until I was feeling horribly awkward 
about the whole thing. My ego seemed enormous, and my 
eagerness to display my false erudition seemed the farcical 
posturing of a fool. Finally I could say no more and lapsed 
into silence. There was a moment of quiet, and then the 
room seemed to fill with excited thoughts. "Isn't he won
derful! "  "How full of facts!"  "How learned!" There was an 
ugly edge of irony to these thoughts-which I felt rather 
than heard-that was cold and hard and true. I stood there 
writhing inwardly. At last the two blue ones started 
beckoning from the doorway. My audience had ceased to 
display excessive enthusiasm and now communicated an at
mosphere of cold indifference. 
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To say that I slunk out would not be accurate. One can
not slink in a long garment without getting tangled up in 
it. If I'd been normally dressed I think I might have crawled. 
That's how ashamed of myself I felt. My "empire" fantasies 
were worse than a joke; they represented dangerously weak 
thinking. 

I was forced by my clothing to move like an arrogant 
prince-which made me feel even more like a toad. Carry
ing myself as best as I was able, I left the room. We were 
going down the curving corridor again when one of the blue 
beings looked up at me with his wide face. I saw it clearly 
this time, and it was really startlingly horrible. Awful! The 
eyes glittered as if they were shiny black membranes, with 
something moving behind them that made lumps and pits 
as it seethed within the eyeball. He smiled, showing the tips 
of his gray, spongy-looking teeth. His companion pulled 
open one of the drawers. 

In that drawer were stacks of bodies like their own, all 
encased in what looked like cellophane. Their eyes were open, 
their mouths wide as if with surprise. I did not know what 
to make of it. The oddest thing was the way the drawer 
was opened with a prideful flourish. I was being shown 
something the two of them clearly thought was wonderful. 

It was not until much later that I came to understand 
that they were beginning the long process of freeing me from 
fear of death. I think that they must normally exist in some 
other state of being and that they use bodies to enter our 
reality as we use scuba gear to penetrate the depths of 
the sea. 

I suspect that we, also, are like this, but that we have 
somehow lost touch with our fundamental reality and be
come almost glued to the physical. 

After seeing into the drawers my mind went black. I 
have no further memories from that night. 

When I woke up the next morning, though, I remem
bered everything up to that point dearly-especially that 
white-paper garment I was wearing. I recalled vividly how 
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it rustled as I moved, how it seemed to be full of some sort 
of static electricity that made it flare out around me as if I 
were whirling in a dance. 

One afternoon I was reading E. S. Hartland's The Science 
of Fairy Tales when I was amazed to come across the follow
ing story. 

A Welsh child, known as Little Gitto, disappeared for 
two full years. "One morning when his mother, who had 
long and bitterly mourned for him as dead, opened the door 
whom should she see sitting on the threshold but Gitto with 
a bundle under his arm. He was dressed and looked exactly 
as when she last saw him, for he had not grown a bit. 'Where 
have you been all this time?' asked his mother. 'Why it was 
only yesterday I went away, ' he replied; and opening the 
bundle he showed her a garment the little children, as he 
called them, had given him for dancing with them. The gar
ment was of white paper without seam. With maternal cau
tion she put it into the fire. " 

I read that story a number of times, my perplexity and 
awe growing each time I did so. 

A white-paper garment? 
Is the dance of the fairy a grand production of thought, 

a state that can actually lift the participant out of time? Where 
had I really gone on that night? What had I really done? I 
would be the first to agree that my perceptions may not 
reflect the objective reality of the experience. Strangeness is 
a great distorter of perception, and these events were very 
strange indeed. I was beginning to suspect strongly that I 
went somewhere real and had been dressed just as I remem
bered being dressed. Information was transmitted to me that 
told me two things: first, that the visitors considered my 
ideas of a sort of interstellar empire silly and possibly dan
gerous; second, that their relationship to their bodies is not 
the same as ours. 

The first piece of information enabled me to abandon a 
wasteful and ridiculous line of speculation. The second di
rected me for the first time toward a new idea, one that has 
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proved to be of critical importance to the whole future of 
my work with the visitors. 

In a very real and astonishing way they may have freed 
themselves from bondage to their bodies, and the rule of 
death. 

And so could we. 
If there was a chance that going deeper into my relation

ship with the visitors would also take me closer to under
standing this, then there was no question about what I 
would do. 

No matter the danger, no matter the fear that something 
might be working with infinite care and cunning to entice 
me, to steal me away from my own life, I would go. 
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FOUR 

The Storm Gathers 

On Saturday, April 5, 1987, we returned to the city. Out
wardly I was normal, but inside myself I was tumbling 
through absolute darkness. I remembered those empty faces 
staring up at me as the small man pulled open the drawer. 

What was going on? What did it mean? 
I twisted and turned on the hook of ignorance. One day 

I would be full of courage and eagerness, and the next quiv
ering in fear again. Because I was in such turmoil, I could 
never pause in that magic spot between the darkness and the 
light, the razor's edge of balance that would have brought 
me to terms with my experience. 

It is one thing to leave a question open and another thing 
entirely to put the heart to rest. 

I value my roles as father and husband more than any 
other aspect of myself. What I had seen happening to An
drew still worried me a lot. A psychologist had reassured 
us that he was fine, but one cannot know what is going on 
in another person's mind . . .  or in his nights. 

Above all, I did not want my little boy to be exposed to 
the spectacular suffering I had endured. I found myself 
awakening suddenly in the middle of the night and rushing 
into his bedroom. I would hold him in my arms and glare 
out at the sky as our ancestors must have glared into the 
dark from the old caves. I would hold my warm, limp, 
sleeping little boy and rage that I could not prevent the vis
itors from invading him. I cursed myself for infecting him 
and for bringing this grim level of uncertainty into Anne's 
life as well. 

His child's nonchalance and her incredible bravery and 
good humor were much-needed examples to me. She was 



so graceful and calm and full of assurance. Despite the 
strangeness of it all, she seemed to know exactly what she 
was about. If ever a person has seemed to be prepared for 
something, it appeared to me that Anne was prepared to 
meet this experience. And Andrew was so innocent of it. 

Denying the presence of the visitors, I thought, might 
be as foolish as jumping to conclusions about them. But 
how could one keep something so powerful and provoca
tive in question? How could I stand before a conscious, liv
ing reality like this and say, "I don't know?" 

A question can tear you apart. The hardest thing I have 
ever done is to keep the visitor experience in question. I 
have burned to throw myself on the mercy of blind science 
or belief, to lie to myself, to deny it all, to try to ignore it. 

But I cannot; I am not good at lying to myself. In those 
hard days, I thought that the question would drive me mad. 

In my worst moments I have always prayed, and I began 
to do that now. 

Not only did I pray, I increased using the practices I had 
learned from the works of P. D. Ouspensky, most espe
cially his book In Search of the Miraculous. Ouspensky argues 
that man is without real will because his attention is con
trolled not by his inner self but by the world around him. 
However, attention can be strengthened. 

Ouspensky's ideas offered a hint of possible power from 
within, and I had worked with them for so long-almost 
half of my life-that they seemed the very thing with which 
to meet the incredible force of the visitors. 

I redoubled my efforts, emptying my mind and feeling 
the substance of myself as a part of the wider world, work
ing on keeping my attention divided between outer life and 
deep inner sensation. 

Any power I might have over the visitor experience 
seemed to me to depend upon the strength of my attention, 
and the control I could exert over it. 

Increasingly I felt as if I were entering a struggle that 
might be even more than life-or-death. It might be a strug-
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gle for my soul, my essence, or whatever part of me might 
have reference to the eternal. 

There are worse things than death, I suspected. And I 
was beginning to get the distinct impression that one of them 
had taken an interest in me. 

So far the word demon had never been spoken among the 
scientists and doctors who were working with me. And why 
should it have been? We were beyond such things. We were 
a group of atheists and agnostics, far too sophisticated to be 
concerned with such archaic ideas as demons and angels. 

Alone at night I worried about the legendary cunning of 
demons. Why was my family so sanguine? 

At the very least, I was going stark, raving mad. But 
neither of them worried. I would watch them, alert for some 
sign of trouble. At night I would listen for the slightest 
sound--of visitor or of nightmare. 

Also in the night I wondered about the motives that might 
have brought the visitors here, and the discipline that keeps 
them to a secret plan of which we sense only the broadest 
outline. 

What I could not really grasp was the true strangeness 
of what was happening to me. It had a very definite struc
ture, but in April 1986 all was still in confusion for me. I 
was working under the assumption that the visitors were 
recent arrivals from another planet. But my exchanges with 
them didn't make sense in the context of this idea. Fortu
nately I came across Jacques Vallee's book Passport to Ma
gonia, which provided me with the idea that the core visitor 
experience has been taking place at least for many hundreds 
of years and possibly throughout history. 

Anne brought an idea at this point that has seemed to 
me to be fundamentally clarifying. She began talking of the 
subjective nature of the experience, and how it appears to 
ftow from an objective reality, but is changed by the filter 
of our perceptions . Our ability to see and understand is lit
erally distorted by the expectations that our cultures impose 
on us. More than that, the visitors appeared to her to be 
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using our distorted perceptions as a vehicle through which 
they could transmit messages of importance to the inner 
growth of the individual participant. 

It may well be that modern concepts about the nature of 
the visitors-when they are finally and completely formed
will be closer to reality than those of the past. But we must 
not allow the question to escape us, since there may always 
be much that we don't understand. 

At the moment, there is a great deal that is very enig
matic indeed. For example, one researcher, Leonard Keane, 
may have decoded the "star language" sometimes uttered 
under hypnosis by people who have had encounters. He has 
written a strikingly original and as yet unpublished manu
script-Keltic Factor Red--on the large number of visitor en
counters reported by people of Celtic background. 

He found that the alien words repeated under hypno
sis by a famous participant, Betty Andreasson, were prob
ably Gaelic. Far from being a language from the beyond, 
Gaelic is the tongue of ancient Ireland. It is still spoken by a 
few people in that country, but there is no evidence that 
Betty has ever been exposed to it. She is of Finnish/English 
origin. 

The speaking of an unknown language under hypnosis 
is called xenoglossy and can usually be attributed to uncon
scious learning of that language sometime in the speaker's 
past. Gaelic, however, is a singularly unlikely choice of lan
guage for Betty, and the question of how it came into her 
mind remains unanswered. 

At one point during her hypnosis about her extraordi
nary encounter with a visitor she called Quaazga, she was 
repeating word-for-word statements she was hearing from 
the visitors while the session was taking place--a channeling 
experience, except that the channel sounded to her like a 
radio in her head. Suddenly there was an interruption, and 
she heard a repeated statement in English along the lines of 
"base 32-base 32-signal base 32. " There followed a cou
ple of statements in the strange alien language. Mr. Keane 
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has tentatively translated these as "sound of a foolish talker, " 
and "unfruitful projection. " He also discovered that the 
hypnosis session was taking place next door to a bus depot 
that had a powerful radio transmitter. He speculates that ra
dio actually was in use, and that transmissions from the bus 
dispatcher were interrupting intrusions into Mrs. Andreas
son's mind-which themselves were nothing more than so
phisticated radio transmissions. 

Before the interruption, Mrs. Andreasson had repeated 
about a paragraph in the star language. Mr. Keane found 
that a phonetic rendering of her words corresponded almost 
exactly to their Gaelic equivalent. Reading the text and lis
tening to the tape, it is very hard to conclude that the lan
guage is anything other than Gaelic. And the translation is 
haunting. "The living descendants of the Northern peoples 
are groping in universal darkness. Their mother mourns. A 
dark occasion forebodes when weakness in high places will 
revive a high cost of living; an interval of mistakes in high 
places; an interval fit for distressing events. "  

The phonetic parallels between Mrs. Andreasson's words 
and their Gaelic equivalents are too close to dismiss. There 
is a virtual one-for-one correspondence. This is clearly dem
onstrated in the appendix on Gaelic at the end of this book. 
Additionally, Mr. Keane discovered that not only the name 
of the visitor who became involved with Mrs. Andreasson 
but the names given to many other participants by the visi
tors were translatable Gaelic. 

Quaazga, the name of the being Mrs. Andreasson en
countered, corresponds phonetically to the Gaelic Caesadh, 
which means "of the cross. "  This could be a reference to 
the patron saint of the Scots, St. Andrew, whose X-shaped 
cross is a very ancient symbol of man and is now the na
tional symbol of Scotland. It could also refer, of course, to 
Christ. Betty is a deeply Christian person, and her encoun
ter with the visitors contained much striking imagery that 
seems related to the Christian idea of rebirth. The fact that 
a visitor approaching a Christian and providing a deeply 
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Christian experience t o  that person would have a name 
translatable from an obscure language as "of the cross" is 
nothing less than astonishing to me. 

Another name with a Gaelic equivalent is Linn-Erri, which 
was claimed by a beautiful blond woman who allegedly 
communicated with an amateur radio operator in 1961.  This 
name renders to Lionmhaireacht, which is pronounced "lin
errich. " It means "abundance. " 

Another name heard by a participant, Korendor, may 
translate to Cor-Endor, which means "castle, " "circle, " or 
"mound of Endor, " which was a place of oracle. 

An entity named Aura Rhanes appeared to a participant 
in 1952. This name becomes Aerach Reann in Gaelic and 
translates roughly as "heavenly body of air. " 

Even the highly controversial George Adamski case has 
a strange Gaelic connection. One of the beings Adamski al
legedly met was named FirKon. Fir or fear when used as a 
prefix means "man, " and Conn, meaning "Head, " is the name 
of a seventh-century Irish king whose son, tradition tells us, 
was abducted by a beautiful lady in a flying craft. FirKon 
means, in Gaelic, "man of Conn. " 

One day, as Conn and his son stood on the heights of 
Usna, a strangely dressed young woman came toward them. 
She said, "I come from the Plains of the Ever Living, where 
there is neither death nor sin. " The father was astonished 
because he couldn't see or hear anybody. She then spoke t o  
him directly, and h e  did hear. She told him that she was in 
love with the boy and wanted to take him away to Moy 
Mell, the Plain of Pleasure. After a month of waiting and a 
bit of ineffectual hanky-panky on the part of the king's res
ident Druid, the young man was taken, sailing off above 
the sea in a "crystal curragh . "  He was never seen again . . . 
until, apparently, he returned a thousand years later and an
nounced himself to a man who knew nothing whatsoever 
of Gaelic or of the possible origin of the name Fir Kon! 

Mr. Keane's findings about Gaelic imply that there is 
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something going on here that we plainly do not understand. 
It almost begins to seem as if what we are witnessing now 
is the discovery of an age-old relationship between ourselves 
and something that has always been completely misunder
stood. 

I would not deny the likelihood that extraterrestrials are 
involved in the phenomenon, but I think it has dimensions 
that are just beginning to be recognized, that resonate through 
all human cultures and have been expressed in folklore in 
many different ways. 

A particularly frightening aspect of the problem uncov
ered by abduction researchers within the UFO community 
is that the visitors appear to be carrying out long-term ge
netic manipulation of humankind. 

According to the theory, the visitors often steal semen 
from men and ova from women, and have been known to 
display misshapen offspring to the horrified mothers after 
the infants have matured. Miscarriages at the end of the first 
trimester seem also sometimes to happen in the context of 
visitor contact. 

Someone close to me might have endured this very ex
perience, so I cannot discount it. In any case, the witness 
reports are too extensive to ignore. 

Lest we sneer at this scenario, assuming it to be the in
evitable outcome of fearful UFO researchers imposing a 
narrative on witnesses they have hypnotized, I would add 
that the stealing of infants by the "wee folk" and copulation 
with incubi and succubi are constant features of fairy lore 
from all over the world. 

I recently received a letter from a witness who reported 
that her two-year-old had recognized the face on the cover 
of Communion and announced, "He's bad!" The child said 
that the "man" took his toys and never gave them back. In 
addition to other visitor experiences, this correspondent re
ported that "there have been many missing toys in this 
house!" 
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One wonders why the visitors would steal human toys, 
if the idea that they are engaged in human-related breeding 
activities is so far-fetched. 

That this particular aspect of the experience reflects the 
whole truth, however, is unlikely. There is far more to this 
experience than meets the eye. 

I had a doctor construct a hypothetical abduction. Among 
his most interesting findings was that, using present medical 
technology, we could abduct our victims, extract blood, ge
netic material, semen, or practically anything else that is re
ported as being taken, and return the individual to his bed 
without leaving a single noticeable injury or painful wound. 
And we could do this with the person so profoundly drugged 
that he or she would have no memory of it at all, not even 
under hypnosis. 

What's more, only a few thousand individuals would be 
needed to obtain a detailed statistical portrait of, for ex
ample, the entire United States population. 

We could do this using small four-and five-man ships 
for the close approach. They would be unlit, radar-invisible, 
and nearly silent, emerging from motherships that would be 
left far out in space. 

The whole operation could be accomplished in at most 
a few months, and would include a detailed reading of the 
local culture into the bargain, via interception of radio and 
television communications and photography of the whole 
planet, with the images resolved to the square centimeter. 

All we really lack to accomplish this sort of study is the 
secret of quick and easy space travel. 

The visitors have not carried out a scientific study, not 
as we understand it, though they seem to have involved 
hundreds of thousands of people in the United States alone. 
They have appeared at times in craft thousands of feet in 
diameter, lit up like Mardi Gras floats. Their instruments of 
"examination" tend to be huge and obtrusive, and the ex
aminations themselves to be-as was true in my case-so 
outrageous that they are not only easy to remember, they 
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are impossible to forget. And when fear buries them in am
nesia, they can easily be accessed through hypnosis. 

Despite their apparent desire for the experiences to be 
remembered, the visitors speak in riddles or use ancient hu
man languages which, when translated, make their origins 
and purposes seem, if anything, even more obscure. 

The things that had happened on April 1 and 2 left me 
facing this dilemma. I knew that something was being done 
to me and my boy-but what? I had to know! I couldn't 
live in ignorance like this. 

I thought to myself, At least this can't get any worse. 
Then came a visit to Boulder, Colorado, and an experi

ence of shocking power. It left me feeling that the whole 
human family, not only Whitley and Anne and Andrew, 
was embarked upon a journey in a frail vessel in· rough waters 
in the dead of the night, and the wind was beginning to rise. 
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FIVE 

Lightning 

On April 6, 1986, I flew to the World Affairs Conference at 
the University of Colorado in Boulder. 

As I sat alone in the plane, I reflected on recent events. I 
realized that I was really very deeply afraid. I just couldn't 
help it. I was so at sea, had so few answers, and yet some
thing was pushing me to keep challenging the visitors. I no 
longer wanted them to go away. Far from it, I wanted a 

confrontation. 
I was beginning to act and think as if they were entirely 

real. This seemed sensible to me. If one suspects that there 
may be a panther in the woods, one does not act as if all 
were well. Just to be prudent, one accepts the possibility of 
the panther. More than that, I was going on the assumption 
that they might not be all bad or all good. If they were real, 
I could not help but think that they just might be at least as 
complex as human beings. I tried to avoid letting myself be 
influenced by science-fictional notions of aliens-good or bad. 

The journey to Boulder was important for me. I in
tended for the first time to attempt to expose my stories of 
the visitors to respected scientists and members of the aca
demic community. 

I also intended to begin a more intensive period of inner 
work with an old friend, Dora Ruffner, who had for years 
shared my interest in the ideas of P. D. Ouspensky and 
Georges Gurdjieff. We had been involved with the Gurdjieff 
Foundation in New York, and had both left at the same 
time. She had also continued her quest for greater con
sciousness, searching in some fascinating directions. Her un
derstanding of the ancient nature religions and shamanism 
held new interest for me. 



There was a specific reason for this. I have many frag
mentary memories of the visitors. One of them involved 
my sitting at a table and solving an anagram. This seems to 
have happened when I was a child. The anagram made the 
statement "We work by ancient laws. " Anne was especially 
taken with this. She felt, if it was true, it was potentially 
the most revealing piece of information we had acquired. 

I have for years had the feeling that the abandonment of 
the ideas behind our early nature religions was the outcome 
of the loss of a clear, unified, and true understanding of the 
universe. I think that ancient man, living closer to both the 
beauty and the brutality of nature, was in some ways better 
equipped to see reality. All that is left of his knowledge are 
the shattered remains of the old religions. 

An example of this is Halloween. Nowadays we cele
brate this ancient festival by letting mayhem loose in the 
streets and gorging our children on candy. Nobody remem
bers that the lost and denied world of the spirit once drew 
close to us in this season, fluttering the bonfires of the night 
and reminding us of both our mortality and our greatness. 

I wondered if the shamanic language of symbol and myth 
would offer a better insight into the visitors' motives. Dora 
was conversant in this language on a deep, almost visceral 
level and I was eager to hear her ideas. 

As I drove into Boulder from the Denver airport for the 
first time, I was struck by how the compact little city clings 
to the foothills of the Rockies, a tiny human incursion into 
that wild upsurging of the earth. Our lights and buzzing 
machines were trivialized by the tall silence of the moun
tains and the sky. 

For me the World Affairs Conference was a week of rad
ically new impressions and experiences. It annually brings 
together hundreds of academics, authors, artists, journalists, 
and scientists in rough concert, the whole affair concocted 
by a spectacular Rocky Mountain iconoclast named Howard 
Higman, who smiles over his gaggle like a mordacious old 
moon. 
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The World Affairs Conference is the kind of institution 
that could only have been developed in the United States, 
and specifically in the West. It is open, hospitable, infor
mal-and fierce. I could understand that it would be a con
genial place for the co-author of Warday and Nature's End, 
but would it welcome a writer who had endured experi
ences as spectacularly odd as those I had to relate? 

The Condon Report, which successfully discredited UFO 
research in established scientific circles, had been created at 
the University of Colorado. It remained one of the high 
fortresses of scientific conservatism, or so I imagined. 

I was extremely uneasy about going to a conference at a 
place that was a virtual shrine to belief in the established 
order of things. I visualized professors in three-piece suits 
poking me in the chest with long, bony fingers and accusing 
me of degrading the intellectual content of the culture. 

The conference, however, was not like that. Had I dared 
to talk, it would have opened its mind to me-which it did 
the next year, after the publication of Communion had spilled 
my secret. 

The World Affairs Conference is a rarity in that it cher
ishes openness of mind and has a flair for drama. It is cer
tainly among the best intellectual conferences in the world, 
unique for its eclecticism and singular freedom from preju
dice. 

So frightened was I that the conference would spit me 
out if I mentioned the visitors, that I just couldn't bring 
myself to do it. 

I did experiment a little. I opened the subject with an 
astronaut who was in attendance. He managed to be polite, 
but I realized that he was in a hopeless position. He could 
not possibly maintain his credibility with the planetary
sciences community if he showed a whisper of interest in 
what happened to me, even if such a whisper was there. 

Author Mark Kramer, who is a very careful and rigor
ous intellectual and a true gentleman, listened with interest. 
When he began to perceive that what I was telling him sug-
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gested that revision of our fundamental understanding of the 
world would be in order were the visitors found to be ex
ternal to us, he began to feel strongly that my perceptions 
had to be seated in the mind. He remained concerned and 
friendly, although there were people at the conference who 
were more comfortable with the problems my story pre
sented. 

Dr. John Gliedman's training as a psychologist enabled 
him to view my recitation of experiences with detachment 
and good humor. 

National Public Radio reporter Margot Adler initially 
found the darker implications of my story deeply disturb
ing, which created a strain in our friendship. Hers was the 
first reaction I encountered that proceeded from the notion 
that some psychic influences might be good and others just 
plain evil. It would not be the last. 

I found it almost impossible to deal with this notion. 
The impact of the visitors was so strong in my life that the 
idea that they might be evil was too much for me to bear. 
And yet, when I thought of the way they looked and what 
they had done, I could not dismiss it. I was frightened that 
they might be nothing more than the ugly, cold, inhumane 
monsters they seemed. 

My responses to the visitors were always visceral. I would 
wake up and glare into the night like an uneasy animal. I 
would vacillate between dread and longing . . . usually 
longing for them during the day and dreading them at night. 

Never, in those bleak April days, could I have imagined 
the subtlety of the plan that they were carrying out. Nor 
could I have seen the magnificent brilliance of the mind be
hind it. 

My instinct to seek out Dora Ruffner proved useful, for 
it was she who pointed out that what was happening to me 
could be taken to be initiatory in nature, a journey into the 
darkness where the secrets of the spirit are kept. This jour
ney is among the most ancient of human spiritual traditions. 
Whether or not taking me on it was a motive of the visitors, 
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I could still make use of what they were doing to explore 
the depths of my own soul. 

I sweated in Boulder, facing the conferees during the day 
and thoughts of the visitors when darkness came. 

On the night of April 9, Dora and I meditated together 
for about an hour, and the experience was a very powerful 
one for me. I had a most vivid impression of her as a living, 
acutely conscious mind. 

Earlier that evening John Gliedman, Mark Kramer, and 
I-who had been having a lot of fun spooking ourselves 
with wild visitor theories-had left a party to find that the 
sky seemed to be glowing with a sort of magenta irides
cence. We were quite taken by this phenomenon, as it seemed 
auroral in origin but was emanating from the south. 

We were also uneasy and laughing much too hard about 
everything. 

Thus, after the long conversations about mind control 
and visitors capable of lodging themselves in the uncon
scious, the strange lights in the sky, and the powerful med
itation with Dora, I could certainly be forgiven a spectacular 
dream. 

If what happened was indeed a dream, then it was a dra
matic departure from every other dreaming experience I have 
ever had. I do not even want to call it a dream but a vision, 
a radical grasping of light. And that, still, feels less than 
true. What seems true is that some immense thing drew close 
to me and somehow placed thoughts in my mind via the 
medium of huge lights shining down from the sky. 

That is what seems true. I wish that I could assert it, offer 
some final proof. But I cannot. I must thus present my ex
perience in the crippled context of dream, though I do not 
believe that is what it was . 

I went to sleep at the Boulderado Hotel at about mid
night. At two-thirty I was awakened by a glow in the room. 
I opened my eyes and to my amazement saw huge search
light beams playing down across the small view from my 
window. 

Transformation 

56 



I started to go to the window, but before I reached it 
there was a terrific crack of thunder. That explained it: I'd 
been awakened by a thunderstorm. My sleep-heavy mind 
had transformed lightning flashes into searchlight beams 
probing from some eerie vessel of heaven. 

I stood in the middle of the room watching :ind listen
ing, wishing that I could get up the nerve to go to the win
dow. One of the beams swept past right outside, bathing 
everything in blue light. It came back again, and for a mo
ment the light itself seemed like a living, conscious thing. I 
had the sensation that it was using my eyes to gain entrance 
to my mind. 

The next moment I felt a powerful need to lie down. 
Storm or not, I fell back on the bed and sank instantly into 
a state of apparent sleep. And a drama began to play itself 
out in my mind. 

I was aware that what I was observing had a very un
usual texture. It was not as steady as life, but seemed more 
real. Colors, sounds, all were heightened. It is hard to de
scribe the effect, except to say that by comparison my or
dinary waking perception seemed like clouded water. 

The experience transported me to a marshy place that 
had a large, wide, flat complex of buildings associated with 
it. I was aware that these buildings were some sort of nu
clear installation. I came closer to a large, flat building. There 
were thick masses of pipes running along the wall. My vi
sion was so restricted that I couldn't tell where I was, whether 
indoors or out. 

Suddenly a big pipe fell apart and a great deal of water 
gushed out. Moments later the whole place started to ex
plode. 

"Stop," I screamed. "Somebody, make it stop!" Smoke 
burst out of the burning building and began to rise in a 
stately, dangerous column. There were screams and moans. 
A tall, blond man explained things to me that I could barely 
hear, then jumped into an ancient black sedan and went 
roaring off toward the burning plant. 

The Breakthrough 

57 



The next thing I knew I appeared to be in my own cabin 
in upstate New York. I had just been awakened by a loud 
crashing. I sat up in bed, confused. What was that noise? It 
came again, a great, cracking report from down in the woods. 

This was followed by silence. I looked out the window. 
It was a peaceful, moonlit night. For a moment I thought 

that everything was all right. Then there was a flash, fol
lowed by a huge crash and the swish of a falling tree. I 
looked up at the sky and saw gigantic boulders sailing in 
perfect silence off the edge of the moon. A realization came 
over me: The moon is exploding. Then I thought, Oh, this is 
the end of the world. 

It was so shocking and unexpected that it would come 
this way-not by atomic war or environmental collapse or 
any of the things I had feared, but rather in this distant, 
mechanical manner. We were not to be victims of ourselves 
or even of some earthly catastrophe, but rather of a secret 
imbalance of the spheres. 

In my dream I took Anne and Andrew to a certain place 
I know in the forest. We hugged each other as the crashes 
got louder and the flashes of moon-generated meteors got 
brighter, and I sang the Malvina Reynolds song "Morning
town Ride. " For us this was how the world ended. And so 
did the vision. 

The next morning I woke up to streets silvered by rain 
and air cleaned to glass by a predawn thunderstorm. At first 
I wanted to believe that the thunderstorm had simply touched 
off a vivid nightmare. 

But that wasn't the answer, and I knew it perfectly well. 
I remembered what I had seen. 

I went through the day of conference activities like a 
zombie, participating but not really there. Again and again 
I saw those enormous boulders sailing over the rim of the 
moon, flickering as they tumbled through space. To have 
been seen, they would have been huge-miles across. A 
rain of such things would cause incredible damage. The ex-
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plosion of the moon would end the world, no question 
about it. 

And that was only the second part of the experience. 
The first part seemed to involve an exploding nuclear plant 
of some kind. There was no familiar concrete reactor con
tainment, though. Maybe it was a government bomb facil
ity, I thought. There is a large and notorious federal facility 
at Rocky Aats, but pictures of the buildings there looked 
nothing like the ones in my dream. 

The vision was so intense and had shaken me so badly 
that I related it in detail to Dr. Gliedman that same day, 
April 1 0. 

I could not imagine what the first part of it meant, and 
finally decided that jt must have to do with my fear of an
other nuclear catastrophe along the lines of Three-Mile Is
land. 

As for the second part of the episode, I was less con
fused. I presumed that what had happened was that my mind 
had decided that the visitor experience amounted to an inner 
change so drastic as to be a sort of apocalypse. 

Contact with the visitors is almost universally associated 
with catastrophic predictions. People are told of impending 
wars, of earthquakes, of meteors directed toward the earth, 
of polar shifts and the coming of new ages of ice or heat. I 
myself had been shown graphic depictions of the death of 
the atmosphere, not to mention the entire planet simply ex
ploding. 

Whenever a fundamental change of mind takes place
and I think that this is happening now-there is a great in
crease in catastrophic fear. The world of ancient Rome was 
filled with portents of the end. As people became exposed 
to the revolutionary ideas of Christianity, they began to feel 
that the end of their social order was near. This translated 
into fear that the world was physically coming to an end. 
Early Christians, like some modem UFO cultists, expected 
the end of the world momentarily. 
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The Roman world did end, but it was not destroyed by 
a natural catastrophe. What overthrew Rome was a catastro
phe of mind. The rise of Christianity so altered the Roman 
spirit that the classical world collapsed. Roman government 
and science were buried, and it took the West a thousand 
years to reconstruct what was lost. 

It is possible that many of our catastrophic fears are re
lated to one of two levels of deep change that we already 
sense on an instinctive level. The first level is the reality of 
the visitors themselves. The appearance of a nonhuman in
telligence would potentially be even more devastating to es
tablished world views than Christianity was to Rome. The 
second level is the message that the visitors could be 
bringing. 

Thus there really is very little possibility that "nothing" 
is happening. Something is-something great. And one of 
the ways the human mind has of announcing this is with an 
array of warnings about disasters in the physical world. 

Most of these predictions undoubtedly reflect the inner 
apocalypse related to our current change of mind. But is 
that true of all of them? Are there any apocalyptic prophe
cies that make sense? 

While there is no way to verify or even speculate about 
most of them, there are a few that deserve closer considera
tion. It is obvious that the warnings I reported in Commu
nion about the atmosphere are a serious business. But I should 
point out that the problem was known to science and to 
me-at least in general terms-before I had the visitor ex
perience, so its mention in Communion cannot be classed as 
a pure prediction. Nevertheless,  it is indisputable that I re
alized the seriousness of the ozone crisis long before most 
others. As I reported in Communion, my realization was based 
on a strange image that had entered my mind of a tremen
dously complicated map of the earth's atmosphere. While I 
did not fully understand it, its mere presence in my mind 
suggested dire things to me. Like the image of the golden 
city, it was vividly real. I have not been able to find any 
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reference in medical literature to a similar state, except per
haps as a description of photographic, or eidetic, memory. 
But what was I remembering? I had never seen such a map 
before, with layers and layers of colors moving and bleed
ing into one another. I could not imagine how a mind could 
sustain something so complex and so detailed for days and 
days. 

Because of the map, I have followed the story of the 
deterioration of our atmosphere with great care. On January 
1, 1988, The New York Times reported that the thinning of 
the ozone layer worldwide was far greater than expected. 
When the declines will let in enough ultraviolet light to cause 
destruction of crops on a wide scale and suppression of an
imal and human immune systems is unknown, but both of 
these effects are associated with ultraviolet overdose. 

Another surprisingly credible prediction came to me from 
a very unexpected source. Some months after the Boulder 
conference, I was given, by an individual associated with 
the hierarchy of the Catholic Church, the alleged contents 
of a letter opened by Pope John XXIII in 1960 that con
tained a final prediction from Our Lady of Fatima. The world 
has speculated for years about that letter. When it was opened 
the intention was to make the contents public. But cardinals 
were seen leaving the pope's office with "stricken" expres
sions on their faces afterward, and the wording of the letter 
has remained a closely guarded secret. The Church has re
cently denied that the letter existed! 

The Lady, believed by Catholics to be the Blessed Vir
gin, appeared in 1917 in Fatima, Portugal, to three children. 
Over a period of months this developed into the best
documented miraculous apparition in history, its spectacular 
culmination being witnessed by thousands of people, and 
causing strange auroral effects over a wide area. These ef
fects were seen even by people who were not in the crowd 
that perceived the main event, which was the appearance of 
a massive disk that was taken to be the sun dancing in 
the sky. 
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The Fatima events were extensively witnessed and doc
umented, and their reality cannot be denied except by an 

irrational refusal to face the unknown. The cause of those 
events is, however, a mystery. The Church concluded that 
the vision of a lady seen by the three children was the Blessed 
Virgin Mary. 

She never called herself the Blessed Virgin, but she de
scribed herself as coming "from Heaven. "  One is reminded 
of the beautiful maiden who came to the son of the ancient 
Irish Conn and said that she was from "the Plains of Plea
sure. " Like that apparition, the Lady of Fatima could only 
be seen by the witnesses to whom she directed her at
tention. 

But other witnesses saw many manifestations surround
ing her appearance. On September 13 thousands of people 
observed a globe of light coming down the valley to the 
place of the apparition, the Cova de Ira. As had been seen a 
month earlier, a white cloud formed and white "petals" be
gan to fall from the sky. They evaporated as they reached 
the ground. 

On October 13 seventy thousand people witnessed a 
brilliant silver disk appearing out of the sun, turning on its 
own axis and casting beams of colored light in every direc
tion. Shafts of red light colored the clouds, the earth, the 
trees, and the people. Then there were shafts of violet, yel
low, and other colors. These shafts appeared to be sectored, 
as though the disk were revolving. The disk rushed toward 
the crowd in a zigzag motion that is typical of modem UFOs. 
Auroral effects were seen as far as thirty miles from the site 
of the miracle, even by skeptics and outright scoffers, so it 
would be very hard to maintain that the manifestations did 
not have some sort of objective source. Two witnesses who 
observed the disk through binoculars reported seeing a lad
der with beings on it. 

According to my information, the last of the Fatima pre
dictions involves, among other things, an inundation of 
coastal areas of the earth, taking place between 1 994 and 
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1997. This is actually a much more serious contender than 
most of the catastrophic predictions, and it is additionally 
backed by the fact that another Fatima prediction was con
firmed. 

On July 13, 1917, the Lady said, "When you shall see a 
night illuminated by an unknown light, know that it is the 
great sign that God gives you that He is going to punish the 
world for its crimes by means of war. . . . " This remark 
was first revealed in 1 927. 

On January 25, 1 938 (according to The New York Times 
of the next morning), there was indeed a peculiar auroral 
effect over most of Europe, sufficiently strange to cause 
considerable comment in the press at the time. The Times 
reported that "the people of London watched two magnifi
cent arcs rising in the east and west, from which radiated 
pulsating beams like searchlights in dark red, greenish blue 
and purple. " According to scientists, a similarly intense au
roral effect had not been seen in Europe since 1709. And the 
1 938 event was and remains unique for its colors and the 
general structure of the display. There is no doubt that it 
was an auroral phenomenon, however, since a large explo
sion had been recorded on the sun some days earlier and 
there was a magnetic storm in progress at the time. 

Three months later Germany annexed Austria, begin
ning the direct series of events that led to World War II. 

It is a matter of scientific fact that the oceans are rising. 
This is because a long-term atmospheric warming trend is 
causing less ice to form, and causing polar ice to decline 
generally. About twenty thousand cubic miles of polar ice 
have melted in the past forty years, according to scientists, 
although there remain questions about whether this is di
rectly related to the buildup of atmospheric gases from the 
burning of coal and oil. 

It should be remembered that the earth has spent more 
than 80 percent of its total geologic history without polar 
caps. Geologically, it is a warmer planet than it has been 
during the entire history of mankind. Man's pouring of car-
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bon dioxide into the atmosphere has intenrified a warming 
trend that was probably already present in nature. 

Could it be that the warming trend will proceed so dra
matically that there will be a disastrous polar melt before 
the end of the century? I couldn't find a single scientist who 
thought that this was even remotely possible. The consen
sus was, "Give us another couple of hundred years before 
you need a canoe to navigate lower Manhattan. "  

However, I wonder if such confidence may not b e  mis
placed. 

In November 1 987 an iceberg twice the size of Rhode 
Island broke off the Ross Ice Shelf, suggesting that it is in
deed far more unstable than scientific observers understand. 
This was only one of a series of events in what The Times 
on February 9, 1 988, called "an extraordinary two years of 
glacial breakup. " Should this continue, it will not be long 
before substantial imbalances in the ice pack could result. 

In July 1 987 the Caribbean Sea heated up to as much as 
two degrees above normal, causing extensive bleaching of 
corals. The corals were not killed, but the heating was very, 
very unusual and cannot be explained as a normal natural 
phenomenon. 

While there are no statistics on overall ocean tempera
tures, the combination of the appearance of such huge ice
bergs in the Antarctic and the heating of the Caribbean 
suggests that general heating may be under way, and that 
neither its mechanism nor its overall strength is known. Sci
ence was surprised by both events. 

If one of the Antarctic ice shelves were to slip into the 
sea, a substantial problem would be created, and inunda
tions could certainly be one result. Three things are clear: 
First, some unpredicted and unexpected warming events are 
taking place; second, nobody knows their consequences; third, 
science is not prepared to deal with them, given the present 
state of knowledge. 

If the deeply Catholic children who transmitted her mes-
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sage understood it correctly, the Lady of Fatima counseled 
prayer as the antidote to the disasters she foretold. 

On April 25, 1 986, Chernobyl exploded. At once I re
lated this disaster to the first part of my April 9 dream. I 
called Dr. Gliedman and discussed it with him again. Either 
the dream was a coincidence or it was indeed precognitive. 
What was most worrisome was that if it was precognitive, 
then what about the second part? Did the Chernobyl disas
ter mean my dream was also predicting that the moon was 
going to explode? 

Was this the one "true" catastrophe? Or were we about 
to enter a whole era of upheaval? 

I was relieved when I saw the first television footage of 
Chernobyl: It looked nothing like the plant I had dreamed 
about. Then I found that those early pictures had been of 
another, similarly designed nuclear-power plant in Italy. 
When I saw Chernobyl I realized that I had indeed had a 
precognitive vision. 

I became frightened by what was transpiring. If the first 
part of the vision was true, then what of the second? 

I have read enough about the geology of the moon to 
know that it is almost totally lacking in volcanic potential. 
The moon is exactly what it seems to be-a cold hunk of 
stone. There have been sporadic reports of very low-scale 
activity at the bottoms of a few craters, nothing more than 
flashes of light related to discharges of gas. But there is ab
solutely no indication that even the remotest possibility ex
ists that the moon might experience a volcanic eruption, let 
alone an explosion so violent that it would cause debris to 
impact the earth. 

I asked some planetologists what · would happen if the 
moon did explode. The general feeling was that it would be 
a terminal catastrophe. Not only would the earth be show
ered with debris, its orbit would also be altered-not a lot, 
but enough to cause severe shifts in climate. The absence of 
the moon would have a multitude of effects, ranging from 
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a reduction in air circulation to the confusion of tides and 
ocean currents. Marine life, weather, growing patterns of 
plants, all would be affected negatively by the destruction 
of the moon. According to an article in the journal of Petro
leum Geology, it is possible that the moon is responsible for 
the creation of the earth's magnetic field, which it generates 
by causing tidal friction within the core of the earth. If the 
magnetic field should disappear, life on earth would then be 
exposed to substantially greater solar radiation. Earthly life 
may be dependent on the gentle tug from her sister planet. 

To blow up the moon, however, would take enormous 
force. It would take ten thousand million hundred megaton 
bombs just to deflect it from its orbit. This is an almost 
inconceivable amount of energy, certainly more than man
kind possesses, ever has possessed, or will possess in the 
foreseeable future. Unless somebody unpleasant has a really 
big bomb or there is something about the moon we've 
overlooked, it isn't going to explode. 

So the second part of my dream was yet another apoca
lyptic fear, to be added to the "earth-exploding" image that 
came to me during hypnosis concerning my visitor experi
ence of October 4, 1985. In that scenario I saw the earth 
explode violently, for no apparent reason. I will never for
get the great columns of smoke spurting out from the planet, 
as if it were extending claws into space. 

Still, there could be a physical event behind these vi
sions. Taken together, the two of them could predict a very 
different sort of catastrophe, but one with similar effects. 
They could, for example, be a reflection of the destruction 
caused to both the earth and the moon by the impact of a 
cloud of debris or even a large asteroid. 

It should be noted that on August 16, 1 987, Reuters ran 
a wire-service story that was not generally picked up by 
news media. It is worth repeating here. Soviet scientist 
Alexander Voytsekhovsky said that the asteroid known as 
1 983TV, discovered in 1983, would collide with the earth 
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in 21 1 5, 127 years from now. The only way that the planet 
will survive such a blow would be for us to deflect the as

teroid or demolish it. 
The Russian scientist attributed the discovery of the 

problem to British scientists, but I was unable to identify 
them, and my letter to the Russian was not answered. I can
not confirm the accuracy of this story. For all I know, it 
may even have been a hoax perpetrated on the occasion of 
the 1987 Harmonic Convergence, which took place on 
August 16. 

There are many other possible meanings that attach to 
the idea of the moon exploding. In some systems of thought, 
such as that of G. I. Gurdjieff, the moon is a symbol of the 
farthest end of creation. Sleeping souls are described as being 
"food for the moon, " meaning that their fate will be to go 
the way of nature rather than springing free at death from 
its cycles. The moon is also a symbol of dreaming and hyp
nosis, of the force of confusion that holds men in bondage. 
The moon has been associated with sleep, dreaming, and 
unconsciousness. 

My vision of an explosion of the moon then becomes an 
expression of a revolutionary new potential. It could sug
gest that the destruction of the "moon" within us will en
able us at last to see reality clearly. 

Older ideas of the moon place her as the Mother God
dess. It is not known how completely life depends upon 
tidal forces, but it has been speculated that life as we know 
it could not exist without lunar influence. This would in
deed make the moon a sort of cosmic "mother. " The Egyp
tians identified the moon with Thoth, the awakener of 
sleeping minds, and it is the face of Thoth that has given 
the West the notion of the "man in the moon. " Plutarch 
wrote a fascinating essay, "On the Face of the Moon, " in 
which the Good are supposed to inhabit the realm of the 
moon, but to present a terrifying appearance to all who ap
proach them, lest searchers see the real beauty of the place 
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and be tempted to suicide in order to reach heaven more 
quickly. 

It is impossible to conclude even from all this that the 
visitors are warning about the fate and future of the earth. I 
do think, however, that the warnings I have received about 
the atmosphere and the possible prediction of inundation 
should be heeded, if only because they appear to be coming 
true. 

It could be that my vision of the moon exploding was 
about a change of being so profound that it will at once 
wake man up from his ages-long hypnosis and at the same 
time eject him from the mothering womb of the earth-moon 
planetary system. 

The coming of cosmic visitors would be such an event. 
The World Affairs Conference ended and I flew back to 

New York. After a couple of days in the city I returned 
gratefully home to our cabin. I would sit on the deck 
watching the old moon rolling through the sky. I could un
derstand the Elizabethan idea of the music of the spheres, 
the melody of nights and days. 

I thought of classical Rome ending and reflected that our 
world, also, is ending. The moment that the first atomic 
bomb sailed down the air toward the teeming streets of Hi
roshima, the world view of modem man began to disinte
grate. We cannot have faith in societies and institutions that 
threaten us with species suicide. 

We are silent, unconscious rebels. The mind-set that un
leashed that bomb is about to be replaced by something new, 
a warmer, more intuitive, more free mind, one that will 
soar as the eagle soars above the fears of our days, escaping 
at last from the ashes of the careworn past. 

But will it soar over real ashes, also? 
Mankind suffers from low self-esteem. We tend to think 

of ourselves as failures. Sometimes doomsaying is done with 
such relish that one senses the Jeremiahs of apocalypse are 
hoping the end will come. 
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I cannot accept such notions. There persists in me the 
hope and expectation that we will prevail, and that one day 
a healthy human species will live in balance with the world 
that created us. 

But it is likely to be a near thing. 
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SIX 

The White Angel 

Spring passed swiftly, growing toward the long, warm 
summer of 1986. Communion had been rejected by my cur
rent publisher and was being sent from house to house, 
gaining in the process a number of absolutely contemptuous 
rejections. I was feeling pretty low, beginning to think I'd 
written a worthwhile book that was too heretical to be pub
lished. 

In the last week of May, Anne went to Dallas to see 
some friends. Andrew and I would be bachelors for 
seven days. 

On Friday, May 30, we felt compelled to go to the cabin 
even though we'd planned to stay in the city for the week
end. When he got home from school Andrew told me that 
he was desperate to go upstate but he didn't know why. I 
wanted to say no, because I knew already that the visitors 
could induce people to come to isolated spots. There were 
cases of whole groups of people being drawn to certain 
roadsides or even out into fields at night. 

But I kept seeing an image of the cabin in my mind, 
kept imagining its peace and the fun of renting an old movie 
and watching it while we shared a bowl of popcorn. 

I didn't want to risk a repeat of April 2, when the visi
tors may have taken my boy. But we both wanted badly to 
go to the cabin. 

We set out--only to find that the traffic was close to 
impossible. An hour after we left the house we were still in 
Greenwich Village, and there seemed almost no hope of even 
reaching the Lincoln Tunnel. 

We decided to tum back and spend the weekend going 
to museums and movies. We were on our way back to the 



garage when we looked at one another-and turned around 
once again. This was no benign desire. We had to get to 
that cabin. It took us from four-thirty until ten that night 
to accomplish what was normally a shorter drive, but we 
made it. 

When we arrived we turned on the lights to cheer the 
place up, but we'd had supper on the road and we were 
exhausted. We soon went to bed. 

The next morning I woke up feeling a sense of oppres
sion. There had been a disturbance in the night, but when I 
tried to think about it, all I saw was a sort of red haze in 
my mind. 

A red haze? What in the world was this? In recent months 
my mind had been full of a number of things, but never a 
red haze. When I stopped trying to remember the previous 
night, the haze would vanish. 

Why did I even "think" a haze? It was really like a sort 
of sign in my mind, an alarm. It kept me returning to that 
night again and again. I wanted to get that strange redness 
out of my head. How could such a thing be there? 

The next day I felt the same kind of exhausted upset that 
had followed earlier visitor encounters, but I dismissed it as 
imagination. That was, of course, a double error. First, it 
proceeded from the assumption that the imagination is a trivial 
part of mind, when in fact it is probably at its core. Second, 
I was supposing that imagination and intellect were op
posed, when in fact they are as intertwined as the double 
helix. 

I did not try to break through the red haze with hypno
sis.  Instead I simply lived my life as always and hoped for 
the best. I wished that Anne were with me. She had become 
absolutely essential to my ability to cope with the visitors. 
Her objectivity, her careful and intelligent skepticism, her 
insight, were critical to me. 

More than anyone, she insisted that the question remain 
open. And she did this without for a moment doubting the 
validity of my experiences. Thus she helped me to fmd per-
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spective when it otherwise would certainly have eluded me. 
But I didn't have her help now. The feeling that some

thing was being actively imposed on my mind by an outside 
hand was terribly distressing. The redness was so strange. 
Why did it appear every time I thought about that night? 
What had happened to me? 

For me, Anne's week in Dallas crept by. From what she 
said on the phone it was obvious that she was having a lot 
of fun, but I missed her and wanted her with me. Andrew 
and I drove back to the city on Sunday. On Monday I needed 
her worse than ever. On Tuesday I was desperate. By 
Thursday I thought I was going to lose my mind. 

The red haze assaulted me every time I tried to think 
about the previous Friday night. I really became quite des
perate because it felt like my mind was being controlled and 
I couldn't do anything about it. The haze wasn't like some
thing from my imagination. Rather, it seemed like the kind 
of thing that might result from a posthypnotic suggestion. 

Finally Friday came. Soon there would be somebody to 
talk to, somebody who cared and could listen with calm 
objectivity. 

About fifteen minutes before she walked in the door, 
something incredible happened. The red haze lifted and vivid 
memories poured into my mind. 

I began to recall what had happened on the night of May 
30. The first thing that came back to mind was a voice, soft 
and hypnotic, saying to me, "You're not gonna remember 
any of this until Anne gets back. " And then the bedroom 
light was flipped on and a small being dressed in white came 
walking quickly across the room. 

The clothing was featureless except for a dark belt of 
some kind. I remember nothing at all of the size or facial 
features of this person, being, visitor, or whatever it was. 
All I do remember is an impression of unusual whiteness 
and light-blue eyes. What shape these eyes were I do not 
know. The cover illustration on this book is only a guess. 

This being sat down on the bedside. She seemed almost 
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angelic to me, so pure and so full of knowledge. As she bent 
close to me I felt all the tension go out of my muscles. The 
sensation was exactly as if they had turned into oatmeal. My 
breathing did not stop, but it seemed to become distant, as 

if I were observing the breathing of a body that was not my 
own, rather than feeling something. 

The being looked directly into my eyes and said, "I want 
to talk to you about your death. "  When we made eye con
tact I saw only blueness-the blue of heaven. It was like 
entering another world. 

What happened to me next is hard to describe. An ex
plosion went through my body. And then there was the 
dread. It was as cold as steel around my throat. I wanted to 
jump away, to run, to scream, to do anything to get away 
from that terrible, beautiful blue and those terrible words. 

The being obviously sensed this. The blueness sort of 
snapped and I could see again. The being moved its arm 
slightly, a gesture that I recall with absolute vividness be
cause of the impact it had on me. 

I will never forget the next moment. Superficially it didn't 
seem like much: The edge of the white sleeve touched the 
middle and forefmgers of my left hand, which had been lying 
along the outside of the quilt. This touch was so incredibly 
soft that it filled me with a peace unlike any I had ever felt 
before. In that instant it seemed to me that all the rich hours 
of childhood, the afternoons dreaming in the tops of trees, 
the joy of a thousand perfect mornings combined together 
to offer me a kind of sustenance that I did not know I needed, 
but once felt seemed essential. 

That sleeve was like an edge of heaven. 
I have wondered whether angels and demons might be 

the same beings in different costumes, or, said in a more 
"modern" manner, negative and positive manifestations of 
the same essential energy of the universe. 

The being then said, "Your metabolism has been al
tered. If you continue to eat sweets, you cannot hope to live 
long, and if you eat chocolate you will die. " 
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I remembered that these words had been delivered like 
whips, lashing into my mind. But they were about eating 
sweets, which I could not take too seriously. 

The next statement had more consequence. 
"In three months' time you will take one of two jour

neys on behalf of your mother. If you take one journey, you 
will die. If you take the other, you will live. " 

I described this encounter to Anne, but omitted the part 
about sweets because I didn't really intend to stop eating 
them, and I didn't want her to put any pressure on me about 
the matter. 

Little did I know what would come from the being's 
remarks. 

I called my mother. She was fine. In late April my 
grandmother had died, but she'd suffered from a long illness 
and the death was almost a blessing. Mother had passed that 
milestone in her life with grace. She was physically well and 
happy enough. , 

I carefully marked the date on our calendar when the 
visitor's prediction would be tested. The prediction had taken 
place on Friday, May 30. So Saturday, August 30, was the 
crucial day. All right. I would remember that warning. 

Saturday, June 7, we again went to the country. Noth
ing unusual happened at all. But Sunday morning when we 
woke up Anne gave me such a strange look that I asked her 
if anything was wrong. 

"I had a nightmare last night. It was incredibly vivid. I 
dreamed that you were eating a chocolate bar, and you just 
dropped dead. There was no warning at all. All of a sudden 
you were dead. " 

What was this? I hadn't mentioned the warning about 
sweets to Anne. So how was it that she had come up with 
such a dream? 

I did not want to be controlled by the visitors. I didn't 
want to take orders from them. But this dream-where had 
it come from? I asked her more about it. 

"It was weird. Extremely vivid. I just saw your face, 
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like you were on television. You unwrapped a chocolate bar 
and bit into it. And you dropped like a wet rag. I remember 
your eyes. They were dead. " 

This was very puzzling to me. I was upset and nervous. 
The visitor experience was so powerful and yet so very, 
very strange. I could not fathom why sweets, of all things, 
would suddenly become an issue. 

I remembered that on the night of December 26, 1985, 
when I was taken by the visitors, I had been made to take a 
white substance that was very bitter. That could have changed 
me, for all I knew. Or perhaps it did no more than what it 
seemed to me it was intended to do, which was to make me 
forget. 

Having somebody come into my home in the night, take 
me, and change my metabolism so that I couldn't eat sweets 
anymore was outrageous. Lunatic. 

I found myself afraid to eat chocolate, and I was furious. 
How dare they do this to me. I suspected that it was just 
another mind game, another way of imposing themselves 
on me. 

Angrily and regretfully, I stopped eating chocolate. I dis
covered to my consternation that I was addicted to it. I really 
had a lot of trouble. I sweated, I paced the floors. I was in 
the ridiculous position of dreaming of candy bars. 

I did not care to take instructions from anybody whose 
origin in the unknown might tempt me to give up respon
sibility for myself. My free will was too valuable to me to 
let some wiser other, whether imagined or real, take it 
from me. 

When I began to struggle with this demand-with the 
issue--of sacrifice, my relationship with the visitors changed 
again. It deepened, but I didn't know that. The very idea of 
relationship was still tentative with me. Mostly, they terri
fied me. One does not want to develop a relationship with 
a hungry panther. 

Perhaps because I just didn't think of the visitors as a 
particularly helpful influence in my life, my interest in fol-
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lowing their advice about sweets didn't last long. Finally, 
one afternoon at an especially good coffee shop, I saw a 
magnificent, fresh Sacher torte being cut. I ordered a slice 
and defiantly ate it and absolutely nothing happened to me. 
I did not drop dead. I didn't even get sick. In fact, I left the 
place feeling marvelous. 

As the days passed and my forty-first birthday came 
closer, I found that the warning of the white angel haunted 
me. "I want to talk to you about your death. " The words 
had been said almost with melody, as though a child were 
singing them. One imagines the angel of death as great and 
dark. What if instead she comes as a creature of innocence 
so profound that she does not and cannot know the fear that 
fills the hearts of those she visits? 

But she did know. That was why she moved her arm, 
allowing me to come into contact with the edge of her gar
ment, which in this world of ours was the very flesh of 
ecstasy. It was the first time the visitors had ever reassured 
me about anything. 

What I felt when I was touching that sleeve was not 
merely the softness of some spectacularly cunning weave of 
cloth or paper, but rather the way the soul feels within it
self, where death was defeated long ago and there is no fear. 

Had the angel of death visited me? Or was this my way 
of grafting a meaningful structure on an otherwise incom
prehensible experience? 

Confrontation with death, the demand for sacrifice-these 
were ancient tools of initiation into the old mystery reli
gions. It seemed that Dora Ruffner had been right on this 
point-at least as far as my experience was concerned. She 
had suggested that the visitor experience was initiatory in 
nature-a journey into the underworld. 

In three months' time I would supposedly have an initi
atory experience of overwhelming power. Like the sha
manic aspirants of old, I would be forced to confront death. 
I would take one of two journeys on behalf of my mother. 
I would survive only one of the journeys. 
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As far as the other was concerned-well, I didn't want 
to think about that. 

What I did think about, long and hard, was the question 
of what was happening to me. The issue was not only 
whether the visitors were real but just how well their pre
dictive powers worked. 

People would tell me that I was experiencing paranormal 
phenomena, or they would tell me that it was all in my 
mind. It wasn't all self-generated, and the very word para
nonnal is meaningless to me. There is only a continuum of 
phenomena expressing manifestations in the physical world. 
Some unknown phenomenon or group of phenomena was 
causing the perceptions that I was having. 

I refused to accept the idea that the visitor phenomenon 
was "paranormal"-which is to say, inaccessible to under
standing. 

I thought of the gods of old, all the visitations and ap
paritions that have, taken together, formed almost the whole 
of our religious experience. They have taught us everything 
we believe, in virtually every religious tradition. 

That being in white sitting on the edge of my bed and 
talking to me about death might have been a representative 
of the most powerful of all the forces that have shaped us. 

An angel in my bedroom. 
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SEVEN 

Transfigured Night 

On my birthday, June 13, there was a small party; Anne 
and Andrew and I were present, and John Gliedman and 
Margot Adler came over for dinner. Andrew gave me an 
antique radio, a 1937 RCA. We turned it on during the party 
and played WNEW, which is a New York radio station that 
broadcasts swing-era music. 

By now I was thinking in terms of relationship with the 
visitors. Rejecting them or further denying their presence in 
my life just wasn't sufficient. I kept thinking of the wisdom 
and the humor that I had encountered on April 1 ,  and of 
what my boy had said after his apparent experience, and I 
could not tum away from them anymore. 

It was during June 1 986 that I made the inner commit
ment to try to meet them halfway instead of being totally 
passive. 

Little did I know how hard-how incredibly hard-that 
was going to be. 

Our little party concluded with a cake. Andrew went to 
bed afterward, and discussion turned to the visitor experi
ence. 

To say that John and Margot were concerned about 
Communion would be putting it mildly. As a psychologist, 
John was fascinated and rather excited by the window into 
a very unusual aspect of human behavior that it provided. 
Margot wanted to dismiss it, and would have had she not 
sensed that I wasn't lying. 

She and John had read the book to try to help me avoid 
falling into the trap of assuming that I was dealing with 
visitors from another planet. If I was going to go ahead with 
the mad scheme of publishing Communion, they were both, 



like Anne, eager to see that I left things in question. 
As the conversation continued, I noticed that a physical 

change was coming over me. There was a pronounced tin
gling. It felt pleasant and I was not at all concerned about 
it. Vaguely, I was aware that I'd felt it before. I did not 
think about it enough to realize what I later remembered: 
This sensation was most strongly present when I was with 
the visitors. As I passed near the old radio, however, some
thing strange happened. The lighted dial flared brightly and 
the sound suddenly went up to high volume. Then the radio 
turned itself off. It did not simply become silent; the knob 
clicked off. 

John Gliedman was close enough to me to observe most 
of this. He shouted with amazement, and we all then laughed, 
assuming that this had been a classic example of the very 
sort of misunderstood natural phenomenon that we had just 
been discussing around the table. 

When we took the radio for repair, we found that the 
switch had broken, preventing it from being turned off and 
on. The failure was not electronic but physical. The knob 
had indeed turned itself off-so hard that the mechanism of 
the switch snapped. 

My tingling continued after the party was over, but there 
were no further strange manifestations until later that night. 
I usually stay up quite late, and on this night, as I had noth
ing to read, I decided to look for an old film on television. 
I turned on the set with the remote control and began shift
ing through the channels. Suddenly I noticed something 
strange on a public-access cable channel. I watched the con
torted bodies for a moment, unsure of what I was seeing. 
Then it dawned on me that I was looking at a gruesome act 
of sexual perversity involving torture. 

I think I heard someone speak aloud in my right ear, 
words to the effect of "We don't like that! " Then I felt what 
I can only describe as a sort of soft, quick inner convulsion 
and the television went off. 

It did not just turn itself off via the remote control; it 
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went completely off and could only be turned on again by 
resetting the main switch. In order for the :;et to go off in 
this way either it had to have been unplugged or the switch 
physically turned. There was no power failure involved, as 
the lights in the room didn't even flicker. The set had never 
done this before, and hasn't done it since. 

Unlike the radio, the television was not broken. 
If a haunted television set was a mystery, it was nothing 

compared to what would take place in a few weeks. 
On July 5 we were again at the cabin. There were a 

number of guests present for the Fourth of July weekend. 
Andrew had just been taken to camp that morning. 

In the middle of the night I was awakened by a war
bling, whirring sound that passed directly over the house 
and came to rest in the front yard. I then heard a soft, 
mournful cry from the yard. It came from just outside An
drew's room. 

There followed a period of disorientation that resulted 
from my attempt to look out the window and see what had 
caused the sound. Rather than looking out the front win
dow as I had intended, I found myself walking to a side 
window. I saw two large wolves with glowing eyes stand
ing in the garden. They looked at me with suspicion and 
fear in their faces, and moved off into the shadowy woods 
on the far side of the road. I had the odd thought that they 
had been "let out. " During the night I dreamed about them 
ranging the deep woods. 

Instead of becoming excited about them while I was 
awake I had gone off to bed again, forgetting the noise in 
the front yard. I remember being vaguely happy that there 
were wolves in the Catskills again. 

The next morning, though, I realized that there are no 
wolves within five hundred miles of my cabin. 

Wolves matter to me, and seeing wolves in a range where 
they have been extinct for hundreds of years certainly drew 
my attention away from events in the front yard. 

What had happened? It is possible to suggest that a visi-

Transfonnation 

80 



tor craft had landed and that a clever form of mind control 
playing on my interest in wolves was used to prevent me 
from looking at it. 

But is that the only possible conclusion? By no means. 
On January 26, 1988, I received a letter from a reader de
tailing childhood encounters with a small man who had a 
large head and leathery skin and "wore blue overalls. " This 
was, of course, familiar to me from many of my own ob
servations. As a child the woman also had a nightmare of 
"a large white owl" at her window. In addition, she dreamed 
about "a pack of white wolves that glowed in the dark. " 
She presented both these dreams in the context of visitor 
experience. She could not have known about my wolf vi
sion, as nothing about it had yet been published or even 
much discussed. As she had read Communion, she was aware 
that owl imagery is associated with the visitors. 

Amazingly, she confronted this familiar array of images 
in a house not ten miles from my cabin. I have not received 
another letter describing wolf imagery, nor have I ever heard 
of it occurring in other cases. I thought that it was my own 
personal perception. Now I fmd somebody else sharing it, 
also in the context of apparent visitor experience. And at 
the time the dreams took place she was living in the imme
diate vicinity of my present home. 

To dismiss this as mere coincidence strikes me as an un
fortunate failure of curiosity. 

One is tempted to speculate that there may be a parallel 
reality that sometimes bleeds over into this one, or even that 
its inhabitants may possess a technology that enables them 
to shift between the worlds-and presumably to bring their 
animals with them . . .  unless what she and I saw were the 
lost wolves of the Catskills, roaming yet their beloved hills. 

The next morning one of my houseguests, who had 
awakened apparently in response to my movements in the 
room above him, told me he had seen a distinct pink light 
coming in through the closed bedroom shades. He had 
thought that this light was strange, but before he could check 
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further he had suddenly lapsed into deep sleep. 
I suspect that something very real came to the house, 

made its moumfui cry for reasons not understood, did 
whatever it wished to do, and left. 

Then came the night of July 18.  Because Andrew was 
away it had been a quiet time at the house, which was usu
ally filled with the sounds of children. During the day I'd 
had the strong and disturbing feeling that I was about to be 
taken away. This feeling was so strong, it possessed my 
thoughts for the whole day. I could practically feel the vis
itors around me. I went so far as to write Anne a note tell
ing her not to worry if she found me absent when she got 
up in the morning. 

That evening we went to a movie, Roman Polanski's 
Pirates. Afterward we went home and to bed without inci
dent. 

Anne fell asleep after a few minutes of reading a book. I 
was absorbed in joseph Campbell's Occidental Mythology and 
stayed awake for some time longer. At about eleven-thirty 
I turned off my light, pulled up the covers, and closed my 
eyes. 

Almost at once I became aware of a rustling sound around 
me. It was a small sound, as if the sheets were still settling. 
When the sound didn't stop I thought maybe a mouse had 
gotten in and was crawling on the bed, so I opened my 
eyes. At that point I had not been asleep, I do not think, 
even for a moment. 

I was disoriented by what I saw. The first thing I was 
aware of was that I could see my hands straight out in front 
of me, as if they were pointed up at the ceiling. The arms 
of my pajamas were still extended to my wrists. 

The ceiling had changed remarkably. It is a raw pine 
ceiling, slightly angled toward its peak, following the cant 
of the roof. Now, however, it appeared flat. The boards 
were no longer one-by-fours; they were at least eight inches 
wide. And there was what looked like a huge, rectangular 
appliance hanging from it. 

Transformation 

82 



I was completely confused. One moment I had been lying 
in bed. I'd heard a rustling noise, opened my eyes, and found 
myself in a situation so totally different from what I had 
expected that I was simply silenced. 

I lay there staring blankly at the scene before me. After 
a moment I realized that the big rectangular object had a 
woman stuck to it. I had the horrible feeling that the whole 
thing, woman and all, was about to come off the ceiling and 
fall on me. 

Then I realized that there was a quilt on it, and sheets. 
Our quilt, our sheets. Beside the woman there was an empty 
place. 

The scene resolved itsel£ It was our bed; the woman 
was Anne. Beside the bed was a table, and on the table were 
my lamp, radio, and book. 

I understood that I was no longer in bed. But what in 
heaven's name had happened? Was the bed now on the ceil
ing? Or-

Suddenly I comprehended that I was on the ceiling. I 
had somehow been pulled up against the ceiling. 

Immediately I started trying to call Anne, to wake her 
up. But all I could manage was a sort of whisper. My vocal 
cords wouldn't work. I hissed and gasped, but she is a heavy 
sleeper and she just lay there like a stone. 

Then I began to be lifted higher. I would rise up, seem
ingly right into the ceiling, and a light of appalling bright
ness would come down into the periphery of my vision. 

Once I went up, twice, a third time. Each time it was as 
if the wood around me became like a sort of warm wind, 
and this overwhelmingly bright light would seem almost to 
come down and consume me from behind and above. 

The light seemed thick, the density of water. But it was 
so incredibly bright. It felt like the truth must feel in the 
heart, an overwhelming, wonderful, painful brilliance. 

I also had an impression that there were people near me, 
but I could not see them. I was struggling, but I seemed to 
be restrained in some manner. I couldn't move my arms, 
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legs, or torso. The only motor control I had was over my 
face, and that was limited. 

A short time later I went spiraling down to the bed, 
moving through the air quickly and landing softly. As al
ways seemed to be the case with these experiences, instead 
of waking my wife and telling her excitedly what was hap
pening, I fell asleep instantly. I recall a normal night's sleep, 
uninterrupted. 

I had not been unconscious when this took place. I had 
not been asleep. There was no amnesia and no confusion. I 
was aware of the fact that I had risen up to the ceiling, re
mained there for a period of time, and then floated back 
down to the bed. But surely that was impossible. Things 
like that don't happen. I am certainly not going to make an 
argument that they do happen. What I can say for certain is 
that I have reported exactly what I perceived. 

Even the next morning I did not feel normally heavy. 
The mere act of walking fast produced in me the impression 
that I might just take off again. 

When I told Anne about it, I found that it had yet an
other dimension. We discovered that when she asked me 
questions, I would hear a voice, very distinct, beside my 
right ear, which would give answers. 

I will reproduce the initial dialogue, as I remember it. 
Anne: "Why did you come here?" 
Voice: "We saw a glow. " 
Anne: "Why are you doing this to Whitley?" 
Voice: "It is time. " 
Anne: "Where are you from?" 
Voice: "Everywhere. " 
Anne: "What is the earth?" 
Voice: "It's a school. " 
After this the voice changed dramatically. No longer was 

it a distinct sound, heard as if it were coming from a small 
speaker just to the right of my head. It became much more 
thoughtlike. I suspect that it was very much like what some 
people hear when they channel. 
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It has been about seventeen hundred years since chan
neled voices were a commonplace experience in our civili
zation. During the whole classical period they were an 
accepted part of life. The oracles at Delphi and many other 
places in the ancient world were channels answering ques
tions in trance. 

Among intellectuals of the classical era, contact with the 
Logos was eagerly sought, as this voice was believed to em
body truth in its absolute form. It was through contact with 
the Logos that the classical world developed the philosoph
ical underpinnings that animated it and gave it meaning. And 
the Logos was often quite literally a voice that one heard in 
one's head. 

With the rise of Christianity the voice died, to be resus
citated occasionally in the form of miracles, such as the voices 
heard by Joan of Arc, and the voice of Mary at Lourdes and 
Fatima. Other, more private guides, such as Philemon, to 
whom C. G. Jung turned during his meditations, have played 
a role in modern culture. 

So the voice I was hearing, as also the voices heard by 
modern channels, was possessed by an ancient and lofty hu
man heritage. 

I point this out to stress the fact that even at this apogee 
of perceptual strangeness, I was still well within the tradi
tion of human experience. 

As far as the levitation itself is concerned, that also has a 
long history among human beings. Recently, physical levi
tation has been associated with a number of UFO contact 
cases, most notably that of the anonymous French physician 
"Dr. X," a well-known medical official in southern France. 
Dr. X encountered two UFOs on the night of November 
1 ,  1 968, at his home. He experienced the healing of two 
injuries, had a triangular rash appear on his abdomen, as did 
his eighteen-month-old son, and afterward had numerous 
experiences of telepathy, instances of affecting clocks and
like me--electrical circuits, and at least one episode of 
levitation. To this day Dr. X periodically experiences an erup-
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tion of the triangular rash. It has been thoroughly examined 
by dermatologists and its origin remains unknown. 

Except for the rash, his symptoms and mine were vir
tually identical. 

In January 1988 I met another person who has had the 
visitor experience and lives in my neighborhood in Manhat
tan. We talked over lunch about our experiences. When she 
finally felt comfortable with me, she told me the thing she con
siders strangest about her encounters. "I levitated, " she said 
with a defiant expression. "I'm sure I did. " 

Two months later, a woman had a levitation experience 
strikingly similar to mine. She, also, was not asleep when it 
started. She was lifted up to the ceiling of her bedroom and 
turned until her feet were facing out the window. She then 
experienced a blank hour. When she regained consciousness 
she was returning to the bed. She frantically tried to wake 
up her spouse but could not do so. Her next clear memory 
is of the morning. About a week before this happened her 
husband and I had had dinner together. I had been struck 
by the combination of fascination and fear that he exhibited 
toward the visitors. Somehow I was not surprised when he 
and his wife became involved. And I had learned not to 
reject testimony of levitation. 

The visitors may represent a force of great power, op
erating at a level of scientific knowledge well beyond our 
own understanding. 

I also found that instances of levitation were not con
fined to people who have remembered visitor encounters. A 
very pious young man, St. Joseph of Cupertino (1603-1660), 
had a habit of levitating, especially during mass. He was a 
religious extremist, given in his adolescence to the wearing 
of hair shirts and self-flagellation. In 1 625 he became a Fran
ciscan and soon started to fly. 

Once he drifted over the altar during mass, and was set 
afire as he glided through the candles. So distressing was 
this event to his superiors, it was thirty-five years before 
they dared let him appear at a public mass again. His later 
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encounters with altar candles were less traumatic: After that 
first disaster they no longer set him afire even though he 
sometimes drifted through their flames. He once flew up 
into an olive tree and had to be rescued, as he could not fly 
down again. 

His levitations were witnessed by many people, among 
them Pope Urban VIII. He died quietly at an advanced age. 
The Church has thoughtfully made him the patron saint of 
airline travelers. 

St. Teresa of Avila was also a levitator. She described 
her experience as "a great force" lifting her up. She did not 
care for levitation and used to ask her fellow nuns to hold 
her down during the attacks . . . but as often as not she 
ascended before anybody could get to her. 

In all, more than a hundred Catholic saints have been 
associated with levitation reports. From my experience it 
would seem that sinners can also rise on occasion. 

During the nineteenth century a controversial medium, 
Daniel Douglas Home, astonished many men of science with 
his remarkable feats of levitation, even at one point drifting 
out one window and in through another in full view of many 
witnesses-but none of them saw him while he was outside 
the window. Maybe he "levitated' his way along a ledge. 
His levitations produced an absolute storm of controversy. 
The British satirical magazine Punch lampooned them. Some 
scientists suggested that they were hallucinations, others that 
they were fakes. It should be noted that Mr. Home levitated 
before the emperor and empress of France, but insisted on 
doing so in total darkness. The imperial couple was con
vinced by the fact that the empress reached up and felt Mr. 
Home's shoe about a foot above her head. Mr. Home would 
have had to take further steps to convince me. 

My levitation seemed totally real to me. It was real. It 
had to be real. And yet, it was levitation. How could it have 
been real? 

I suspect that whatever happened to me on that night, I 
was once again in the presence of this amazing and con-
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founding force that has produced every unexplained appari
tion from the visions of Apollo that haunted the woods 
around Delphi to the massive UFO that was seen by Japan 
Air Lines pilot Kenjyu Terauchi and his crew near Anchor
age on the night of November 17, 1 986. 

This force levitated me in order to continue its work of 
shattering my belief in the accepted paradigm of reality. And 
it succeeded very well. 

Something was done to me--something that was caused 
by a very real natural force, be it the higher technology of 
visitors or some other cause. As such, mine was not a 
"paranormal" experience but simply an unusual one, pro
ceeding as all experience must from the continuum of pos
sibilities that define our world. 

The morning after my levitation I had a strong feeling 
of the presence of the visitors. While the "radiolike" voice 
was answering Anne's questions, it really felt as though they 
were in the same room with us. Even after the voice stopped, 
Anne continued to ask questions. The answers now came 
sort of like wind whispering in my mind, a soft, breathy 
whisper. 

We went for a drive into town to get some groceries. 
All the way there and back Anne questioned me. As I drove 
through that sparkling summer morning a whole, hidden 
life unfolded in my mind. I vividly remembered being part 
of a "children's circle" where I would go frequently. I vi
sualized it as meeting in a round, underground room. Often 
I brought tremendous feelings of guilt to the circle, because 
I had ensnared the other children. But they invariably com
forted me. 

I can remember the sharp, darting faces of the visitors as 
they spoke word after word, observing my emotional re
sponse to each one. I had been somehow altered for the pur
pose of the "experiment, "  so that all of the resonance of 
each word expressed itself fully in my heart when I heard it 
spoken. Thus the word love rang with longing thoughts of 
my mother and father and sister, of my grandparents and 
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my friends, of my dog Candy and our cats, and of the smells 
and sights of our house. And the word fire conjured terrible 
images of being burned, of being trapped in burning rooms, 
of hearth fires and death fires, on and on . . . 

I thought that perhaps a record had been made of me 
during those sessions. Looking back on them, they seem 
like a remarkably effective test of my personality and re
sponses. They also married me in a deep way to words . To 
me words have always been potent talismans, not just bland 
carriers of information. Maybe my awe for words stems from 
this experience. Maybe also, my writing career stems from 
it-and thus the books I have written about the visitors. 

We returned to the house in the afternoon and put our 
groceries away. I felt a mixture of elation and relief. For the 
first time, really, I'd had some clear and extensive memories 
from childhood. I'd imagined that I might have had a few 
brief episodes of contact, but it was now beginning to seem 
as if I'd lived a virtual double life. 

I wondered if what I was remembering was something 
special, exclusive to me and a few others, or if it was my 
way of understanding a much more universal human expe
rience. 

We ate dinner on the deck beside the pool, and lay on 
the warm boards watching the first stars come out. 

I reflected that I had been given the liberty to imagine 
things I'd thought beyond imagination, to think in entirely 
new ways about the nature of our lives and our world. 

The night of stars and shadows had been transfigured. 
No longer did I see constellations and planets in their serene 
orbits. I saw mind sailing free, and thought perhaps that the 
human brain has not generated its mind-stuff at all, but cap
tured it as Prometheus did the fire from some higher source. 

Perhaps the visitors are that source. 
If so, then we can assume that they know more, by far, 

than we do. They know, for example, one thing that we 
cannot know, not just yet: the true nature of the plan they 
are· unfolding in our lives. 

The Breakthrough 

89 



EIGHT 

Long-Ago Summers 

As the days passed, I remembered a few more things about 
my past. When I was being hypnotized by Dr. Donald Klein 
on March 5, 1 986, I had spontaneously regressed from a 
memory of being with the visitors on December 26, 1 985, 
to being with identical creatures in the summer of 1957. The 
doctor told me that victims of child abuse sometimes spon
taneously shift from one memory of an assault to another, 
earlier one committed by the same individual and long for
gotten. The trigger appears to be that the same abuser is 
involved both times. 

I knew nothing whatsoever about this effect when I re
gressed. I was as surprised by my sudden shift to that long
ago summer as was the doctor. It took place because the 
being I had encountered on December 26, 1 985, and the one 
I saw twenty-eight years earlier were identical. 

What had my past been like? What had really happened? 
I began to try to answer these questions, but it wasn't 

easy. It has been a quarter of a century and more since those 
young summers, and I never expected to want to recapture 
them by days and hours. 

After that hypnosis session I tried to put the past back 
together, and thought that I had been relatively successful. 
I reported on the results in Communion . 

I could not know or imagine what had really happened. 
At that time it was simply beyond my capacity to under
stand the depth or extent of my involvement with the visi
tors . The memory of the children's circle, which clarified 
itself after Communion was finished, hinted that there was 
more than I had realized. It was no more than the briefest 



of recollections, but it was as distinct and clear as any other 
real memory. 

I sat in a circle of ten or twelve children during these 
gatherings. We met in a round room. I would usually feel 
very guilty and apologetic to the other kids. Some of them 
were very, very frightened. 

Maddeningly, I could remember nothing else about the 
circle. Not a word that might have been spoken. Not a ges
ture. I didn't recall the presence of visitors. 

The exercise of trying to remember was incredibly frus
trating. My mind was filled with a mixture of real memo
ries of ordinary life, fragmentary memories of the visitors, 
and screen memories that masked frightening experiences. 
It would have helped to be able to tell the difference be
tween the real memories and the false ones, but I had no 
standard by which to judge. 

Memory is a strange and poorly understood phenome
non. The mind seems to load conscious memories on top of 
one another. As they get older, some of them sink deep into 
the dark formative matter of self and others disappear alto
gether. During certain types of brain surgery, incredibly vivid 
memories from a person's distant past can be evoked, im
plying that at some level the whole of life is captured as if 
in amber. 

The memory can play spectacular tricks. I once read of 
a woman who under hypnosis related vividly detailed past
life memories which were eventually traced to an obscure 
historical novel. This novel had been in her aunt's library 
when she was a child. She had done no more than page 
through it years before the hypnosis-and somehow cap
tured its contents at a powerfully absorptive unconscious level 
of memory. 

The mind is also good at covering traumatic or incom
prehensible memories with amnesia. Victims of rape and 
abuse must often be hypnotized to enable their minds to 
release memories too fearful for them to address voluntar
ily. Sometimes, when a traumatic event is repeated many 
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times or is of such a long duration that amnesia will not 
cover it adequately, the mind will resort to imposing a false 
"memory" over the real one. This is what I have called a 
screen memory. It is a familiar problem to those who inves
tigate cases of child abuse. 

I suspected that I had a lot of screen memories, but I had 
no way to tell the difference between what was real and 
what was not. What was the flavor of a screen memory? 
How would the feel of such a memory differ from a real 
one? Or would they be indistinguishable? 

I searched and searched for some bit of memory, some 
witness statement, some fragment of knowledge, that would 
put my past into focus. 

Was my whole life a screen memory? I halfway believed 
that I had been with the visitors nightly for years. That was 
certainly how I felt. 

But there was one incident that could determine for me 
the way a screen memory differed from a real one. 

In Communion I reported, contrary to my earlier assump
tions, that I had not been present on the campus of the Uni
versity of Texas on August 1 ,  1 966, when mass-murderer 
Charles Whitman opened fire and killed fourteen students 
from the Library Tower. For years I'd remembered being 
there but hadn't been able to find witnesses who could place 
me. At the time I was writing Communion I concluded that 
this must be another screen memory. 

Since it was my intention to be as honest as possible in 
Communion, I carefully reported that I hadn't been there even 
though the memory was so realistic that I had actually given 
interviews describing the event in detail. I could have sim
ply hidden the discrepancy, but I felt that candor was abso
lutely essential to Communion. 

The fact that my memories of the Whitman incident were 
so vivid interested and concerned me. If screen memories 
could be this vivid, then I was lost. I would never be able 
to understand my past. 

I became obsessed with finding out where I was during 
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the Whitman incident. If I hadn't been on campus, then where 
had I been? 

I carried out an extensive investigation. I found that I 
was not registered in summer school on the Austin campus 
of the University of Texas, where the incident had taken 
place. Since I lived in San Antonio at the time, l needed a 
motive to place myself in Austin. Had I gone up to see 
friends? To take a test? That was possible; I was enrolled in 
a couple of courses by mail. 

I discovered a reason for going to Austin on August 1 .  
I t  was the hundredth anniversary of Sholtz's, a popular UT 
gathering place. Like hundreds of other students, I could 
have been up for the centenary celebration. 

If so, though, I thought that I would have been seen by 
somebody. I couldn't find a soul who could place me on the 
campus. However, I remembered seeing one friend, James 
Bryce, standing in the doorway of the student union during 
the sniper attack. He stepped back just as I ran forward and 
threw myself down beside a low wall. I asked Jim where he 
had been during the incident. He reported that he was in the 
student union and had spent a short time in the doorway. 
He hadn't seen me. 

But I had managed to remember the exact location of 
another person who was there. Thus I must have myself 
been present. It is not surprising that others who were there 
did not remember me, in view of what I did right after the 
police brought Whitman's body out of the Library Tower. 

Nobody could place me on the campus because I hadn't 
been there long enough to encounter friends. I'd driven up, 
parked, and was walking past the student union when the 
attack started. The experience was terribly traumatic to me. 
I'd seen people go down, heard the wounded shrieking, seen 
others get shot when they tried to help. It was a nightmare. 
After the incident was over I left in a state of shock. I went 
back to where my car was parked, got in it, and drove all 
the way back to San Antonio. I remember hanging my head 
out the window of the car at seventy miles an hour and 

The Breakthrough 

93 



screaming myself hoarse. Later I sat on the enclosed porch 
at my grandmother's house and stared at news reports of 
the incident. 

Not until I really struggled with my memories did I re
call all these details. 

The actual events of the shooting have always been ex
tremely clear. They were never cloaked by amnesia or cov
ered by a screen memory. My recollections were and are 
vivid. I could be sure that this was a real event, accurately 
recalled. 

I had other memories, though, that were not nearly as 
vivid. In fact, some of them were full of bizarre contradic
tions. With the Whitman incident as a benchmark in reality, 
I hoped to be able to differentiate between the true and the 
false ones. 

My first suspicious recollection dates from the summer 
of 1947, when I was two. 

I had been on the porch at my grandparents' country 
home north of San Antonio. This was a large house on a 
hill, with a huge porch that faced east into a broad and 
peaceful view. It was built in 1906 by my great-grand
mother, who had designed its enormous rooms and tall 
windows and sited it so that it nearly always enjoyed a breeze, 
even in the fierce Texas summers. It was truly a place of 
peace, although at the age of two I doubt that I was aware 
of it on that level. 

My memories of the incident I am about to relate are 
spotty. There is no sense of narrative or continuity. My 
mother, however, also remembered it in part and I used her 
recollections to fill narrative gaps. 

It was late afternoon, about five-thirty or six. The fam
ily was on the porch. My grandparents and parents were 
having drinks, and my sister and I were playing on the floor 
in front of them. The porch was wooden, and ended in an 
unprotected three-and-a-half-foot drop to the front yard. 

I remember that they all suddenly got up and filed into 
the house, leaving me alone on the porch. 
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I was afraid and felt lonely. But then somebody called 
to me and I looked across the front yard and saw what I 
perceived to be a group of big gray monkeys coming up 
over the brow of the hill. There was a huge disk in the 
afternoon sky that looked to me like the moon. 

The next thing I remember is seeing my grandfather 
standing motionless in the window with his head bowed as 
if in concentration. My mother said that they went in to 
listen to the news. I have confirmed that they could have 
picked up a broadcast from any one of a number of San 
Antonio radio stations. 

But why would they all suddenly go inside, taking my 
four-year-old sister but leaving me to the risk of falling off 
the porch? My parents were conscientious people. It is very, 
very strange that they did that. 

I ran down the porch, trying desperately to get my 
mother's attention. Then it is black. 

My mother says that they all came back outside to find 
me sitting in my grandfather's chair saying that I had seen 
the moon come up over the valley. She reports that there 
was no moon. My grandfather's highball glass was empty, 
and they assumed that I had drunk it. But my mother did 
not remember my subsequent behavior. Had I seemed drunk? 
Slept, perhaps, until the next morning? 

My grandfather made his drinks with a shot and a half 
of bourbon. I consulted a pediatrician about what this much 
alcohol would do to a two-year-old. His conclusion was that 
the child would be "frankly inebriated, " displaying erratic 
behavior, an inability to walk, probable nausea, and a defi
nite tendency to sleep. He also felt that such a large quantity 
of alcohol could pose a health hazard for the child. Mother 
did not report any dramatic aftereffects. 

It is strange that the sequence of memory would include 
both gray figures and a disk. Could it be that this was an 
early visitor experience? I had no way of knowing. It was 
incredibly frustrating to attempt to grapple with a memory 
like that, not knowing what it actually meant. 
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If I'd been having these encounters throughout my life, 
then what had I become? Why were my visitors so secre
tive, hiding themselves behind my consciousness? I could 
only conclude that they were using me and did not want me 
to know why. 

Frankly, I found this idea deeply disturbing. What were 
the visitors' motives? Communion had become a number-one 
best-seller. What if they were dangerous? Then I was terri
bly dangerous because I was playing a role in acclimatizing 
people to them. And if they were benevolent? Then the ag
onizingly difficult task of bearing witness to their reality 
would tum out to be worthwhile. 

My desperation increased as I searched across the years 
of my past, seeking answers. 

I did not use hypnosis because Dr. Klein and I both 
thought that it had, for me, become an unreliable tool. I 
could no longer tell whether my mind was filling in the 
blanks in memory with imagination. The mind fights to 
preserve amnesia around things it doesn't want to remember. 
The early hypnosis sessions, when everything was fresh, were 
probably accurate. Now, though, I just couldn't be sure. 

I returned in my mind to the children's circle. What had 
it been? Where had it taken place? My first thoughts about 
it came from the fall of 195 1 . I remember that distinctly, 
because in October I contacted a mysterious disease that 
rendered me susceptible to every conceivable form of cold 
and flu. I was out of school for three months, and it was 
during those months that thoughts of the children's circle 
began to recur in my mind. 

I was tested for everything from mononucleosis to a 
gamma globulin deficiency. This last test had to be per
formed at the army's Brooke General Hospital because none 
of the local civilian hospitals were equipped to do it. 

An immune-system deficiency was found, but it faded 
as inexplicably as it had come. I was eventually returned to 
school and the episode was forgotten. 

I could remember convincing certain children to come 
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to the circle and then seeing them in extreme terror. I re
member a boy screaming and screaming. But there were no 
details-no times, no places, no dates. I do remember a few 
specific people who were in the circle, but so far none of 
them have come forward. I feel conscience-bound not to 
approach them in any way lest I prejudice their memories. 
If they do remember, I hope that they will one day make 
their experiences known. 

A woman approached Canadian documentarist David 
Cherniack in June 1987 with a story of being in a children's 
circle. I spoke to her, but could never be entirely certain that 
our memories coincided. According to her story, she had 
seen me while she was in the company of a number of other 
young children. I would have been about seventeen when 
this happened, and she around five. She remembered hold
ing my hand and looking up at me. I do have a fragmentary 
memory from sometime in my late teens of helping a group 
of children in a gray, vaulted room. One of them was a 
little girl and she did hold my hand, but I cannot confirm 
that this woman was that child, or even that my memory is 
related to the visitor experience. 

In addition to the memories I reported in Communion, I 
have recalled a number of other strange incidents. 

In the early summer of 1955 I was walking home at night 
when I saw a huge light come down out of the sky. It 
dropped down to a point just above the kitchen porch of 
our old house on Elizabeth Road in San Antonio. I was 
standing a few feet away, struck with awe and fear. It hurt 
my eyes. At the time I thought that it was something alive, 
a being of fire. I remember every detail of that experience-
the June bugs pounding on the screen door, my chest heav
ing from the scary run I had just made from a neighbor's 
house, the light rushing like a living thing into my eyes. 

I remember it all so well. But what happened next? There 
is only another blank. 

In the summer of 1956 my father, my sister, and I went 
to Port Aransas, Texas, to spend a few days at the beach. 
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My mother did not care for the coast and remained in San 
Antonio. I believe we stayed at the Tarpon Inn. 

One day my father chartered a boat and had the captain 
take us out into the gulf. I suppose that my father intended 
to fish. I remember getting on the boat and eating peaches 
from a bag Dad had brought. A storm suddenly blew up. 
There were terrific waves. Then I remember being back in 
the hotel. I have no intervening memories at all. My sister 
also remembered the incident, and wrote me as follows: 

"I don't recall much happening on the actual fishing trip, 
except a sudden storm, with wind and high, rough waves. 
I don't recall any rain with the storm, nor do I recall our 
having to shelter from it, so I am inclined to think that there 
was no rain associated with that storm. What I find even 
stranger is that I can see myself, Dad and the boat captain 
on the boat and on the dock but I don't see you anywhere. 
After the boat was docked an emotion seemed to pass be
tween Dad and the boat captain, an emotion that said to me, 
'This will never be spoken of by either of us. ' For that rea
son, " she continued, "I knew that I could never ask Dad 
anything about what had happened. " 

So, where was I? How is it that I disappeared from a 
boat in the middle of a storm miles out to sea but didn't 
drown? 

San Antonio reporter Ed Conroy began an exhaustive 
investigation of my past in 1987. He interviewed dozens of 
people who had known me when I was a little boy back in 
the fifties. Among them was a neighbor who had been one 
of my closest friends. He remembered what I had been like 
after returning from a train trip to Madison, Wisconsin, in 
the summer of 1957. During hypnosis on March 5, 1 986, I 
had spontaneously recalled this trip. On it I'd had a spectac
ular visitor experience that involved seeing a room full of 
American soldiers in battle dress, all lying on tables and being 
touched by a tall, thin being with huge black eyes and a 
copper rod in her hand. This was reported in detail in 
Communion. 
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In a taped interview my childhood friend told Mr. Con
roy that I had talked excitedly about "seeing soldiers" after 
my trip. My friend had not read Communion at the time of 
making that statement. 

He and I had been together in my front yard in the sum
mer of 1956 when we had seen a huge fireball shoot across 
the sky. A moment later an old black sedan went racing 
down the street in the direction that the fireball had fallen. 

Mine is not the only case involving fireballs or black se
dans. They are both common to many visitor experiences. 

A classic example of this phenomenon was related by 
Mary Sue Weathers, the mother of Patrick Weathers, who has 
had a number of visitor experiences. When Patrick was a child 
in 1 957 or 1958, Mary Sue was driving him along a road near 
Meridian, Mississippi, when a fireball suddenly came down 
out of the sky and nearly hit the windshield of the car. 
They were engulfed in a flash of light, and then, as Patrick 
relates, "The thing went back up into the sky. " Mrs. Weathers 
reported the encounter to the police, and was told that it 
must have been a meteor, even though the incident took 
place in daylight and the object didn't behave like a meteor. 

My sister encountered a huge moving light on a summer 
night in 1967. She was driving home from a dance near 
Comfort, Texas, when she saw something she described as 
"a swiftly moving light" that looked to her "like a very 
large meteorite. " She continued, "It went in an arc from 
right to left across the road, into some trees. It was quite a 
distance off the road, but close enough for me to feel that I 
should have heard something hit the ground. I had the car 
window down and I slowed almost to a stop, however I 
heard and saw nothing more. A short distance down the 
road, an owl flew across and into the car lights. Interest
ingly enough, it also came from the right to the left. " 

Like deer and other large-eyed animals, owls seem to be 
a familiar motif in repressed visitor experiences. 

Right after New Year's Day in january 1987 my nearest 
neighbors in upstate New York heard a strange howling 
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sound and saw a light hanging over our house. They went 
outside and observed this for a short time. Then the light 
went out and the howling stopped. Inside the house we no
ticed nothing, but I was having powerful visitor experiences 
during the ten-day period before and after this took place. 

A few weeks later some other neighbors saw a huge fire
ball pass over their house and dip down into a meadow 
overlooked by their large living-room window. The fireball 
went to the center of the meadow and disappeared. My house 
lies just behind the woods that border this meadow. One of 
these same neighbors saw a bright light hanging over the 
woods on December 20, 1987, at two o'clock in the morn
ing. As she watched, it darted away to the north. 

·Fireballs and strange lights haunt people who have the 
visitor experience. 

The more I studied my past, the more I became con
vinced that the visitors had always been a part of my life. 

Another old acquaintance, David Nigrelle, also remem
bered what I was like when I returned from Madison. At 
the time I told him something that he describes as being 
"beyond science fiction. "  It disturbed him so much, he pretty 
well broke off the friendship. He remembered me saying 
something about "a being. "  

Mr. Conroy also interviewed Lanette Glasscock, the 
mother of one of my childhood friends. 

Lanette remembered that I had often talked about being 
kidnapped by spacemen, and that this had so frightened me, 
on occasion she'd had to take me home from sleepovers. 

It took me some time, but I finally recalled one such 
sleepover. What had frightened me was the clock in La
nette's son's room. It was in the shape of an owl or a cat 
and it had big eyes that moved back and forth. I remember 
looking at that face, and thinking how it looked like some
thing else-what, I did not know. I got sick with terror and 
demanded to be taken home. I know now that the visitors 
have large, staring eyes. Is that why the clock scared me so 
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much? Apparently I told Lanette that I wanted to go home 
because I was afraid of spacemen. 

My fear of being taken by spacemen also predates by a 
number of years any mention of such a possibility in media 
that would have been available to me. In the mid-fifties I 
had access to ordinary newsmagazines, newspapers, and, at 
school, Our Little Messenger. 

The classic case of the abduction of Betty and Barney 
Hill did not appear in Look magazine until 1966, by which 
time I had already suppressed and largely forgotten my own 
fears, so much so that I do not remember even noticing the 
article. I have since discovered that it was prominently fea
tured in the October 4 and 1 8, 1966, issues. By that time I 
was twenty-one and I did not remember a thing about the 
"spacemen" of my childhood, nor was I interested enough 
in such things even to read a prominently featured magazine 
article about them. 

I journeyed back into the past, seeking out old friends, 
trying with increasing desperation to understand what had 
happened. 

Friends wrote or answered telephone queries with state
ments like, "You were really a little scary. You talked about 
aliens all the time. " One wrote that his mother remembered 
me as "a strange child" full of peculiar ideas about space
men. 

He continued "I want to suggest that you have--either 
intentionally or not-misperceived your past. " He went on 
to say, "I remember that you were always fascinated with 
the unusual and 'unreal. ' One of my most dramatic memo
ries of you was your recounting a set of experiences which 
I believe you attributed to your uncle. You reported that 
your uncle was driving near Lubbock when a large flying 
machine of some sort descended onto the highway in front 
of him, causing his car's engine to stall. " He added, "My 
mother remembers you as a very odd kid who was always 
into strange things and talking about strange and obscure 
stuff. . . .  " 
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He also wrote, "Perhaps a lot of us in those days were 
beginning to pick up on science fiction images as the potent 
conveyors of mythic intuition. "  He sometimes imagined 
himself a space alien, other times a religious mystic. Far from 
being rare among the children in my neighborhood, I was 
participating in what appears to have been a general pattern 
of "alien" mythologizing. 

Did it come from exposure to science fiction, or was it 
real? Perhaps there was an entirely real experience of a quite 
incomprehensible kind taking place, which we were inter
preting through the science-fiction mythology that was 
available to us. Had we lived a few hundred years earlier, 
would we have been frightened of gnomes and fairy mounds 
instead of aliens and spaceships? 

I discovered that the "uncle" that my friend remembered 
as driving near Lubbock was not an uncle but the late Leon 
Glasscock. His son and I had, with Mr. Glasscock's help, 
gone so far as to write to an organization called the National 
Investigations Committee on Aerial Phenomena in 1957 or 
1958 seeking to report the incident. 

There also returns a series of dreams that I've had since 
I was about twelve. I have a name for these dreams: I call 
them "the dark neighborhood. " They are all the same, and 
they go like this: It is the late fifties. I wake up in the middle 
of the night. My body is filled with tingling energy, and I 
get out of bed, throw on some jeans and a T -shirt, and go 
downstairs. The house is dark, full of the thrill of the night. 
I go out to the storeroom, get my bike, and ride out into 
the darkness of Elizabeth Road. 

The streets are empty, the houses dark and silent. I ride 
with almost preternatural speed up Elizabeth and across El
don, then down Terrell Road to Broadway. As I go down 
the hill I am sailing beneath the blinking stoplights like a 
ghost, until I am again in the darkness of the side streets, 
pumping along Patterson A venue until I reach a certain spot, 
a curve in the road. There I stop and take my bike onto a 
path. 
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This path leads into a substantial wilderness area in the 
center of north San Antonio called the Olmos Basin. Most 
of the basin is a flood plain. It is totally uninhabited, a place 
abandoned at that hour of the night. 

I ride down the path. My front wheel bounces on stones. 
Suddenly I am surrounded by total, absolute blackness. 

I generally wake up from the dream of the dark neigh
borhood in a sweat. I cannot remember anything about what 
goes on in the dark part, except that it frightens me terribly. 

Back in my adolescence I was drawn to the basin for 
another reason. I remembered a specific spot on a creek where 
there was an oak tree and the ruin of an old mill . . . it was 
a spot that I identified with the greatest peace and tranquill
ity I have ever known. 

I used to try to take girls to that spot, but I could never 
find it. On discussing the place with others, I discovered 
that my brother remembered it too, and with the same as
sociations, but he could not find it either. 

In the fall of 1987 a man who also had some memories 
of the past in San Antonio wrote me a letter saying that he 
had some interesting things to discuss. 

Upon talking to him in the company of Ed Conroy I 
discovered that he'd seen an unidentified object flying over 
the Cambridge Elementary School in Alamo Heights, which 
is a bedroom suburb bordering Terrell Hills, where I lived. 
He had seen this object in 1957. His impression was that it 
was heading toward the Olmos Basin. 

As it passed overhead making a sound and looking as if 
it were rocket-powered, he "heard" three thoughts. The first 
one was: "We are being observed. " The second followed at 
once: "We must not be seen. " And then a third came: "We 
must leave. " The device sped away. 

There was a large UFO observed over north San Anto
nio on November 7, 1957, according to the San Antonio Ex
press of November 8. The reporters who observed it were 
adamant that it was no ordinary device, neither a plane nor 
a balloon. 
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For a subtle reason, the account offered by my corre
spondent was given added credibility. He was unaware that 
the dialogue he repeated had a tripartite structure familar to 
me from my own experience and study of the visitors. It 
was sometimes as if they actually spoke according to the 
ancient law of three forces. According to this law the uni
verse if fundamentally divided into a positive and a negative 
force, and the reconciliation of these forces expresses change 
into the world. This simple law is a truth of nature. It is 
friction between opposing forces that causes the light and 
heat upon which all life is dependent. 

I doubt that the witness was aware of the hidden struc
ture in the dialogue he reported. It is not likely that he would 
have happened to invent it in just that way. The first state
ment, "We are being observed, " was a positive expression 
of a fact. The next, "We must not be seen, " expressed its 
negative implications. The third, "We must leave, " recon
ciled the two into a creative action. 

He also went on to say that he'd had the feeling in those 
days that there was something going on in the Olmos Basin, 
perhaps even something alien living there. He also remem
bered the spot with the creek and the ruined mill. Unlike 
me and my brother, he was able to find it and took Ed 
Conroy to see it. 

My correspondent's testimony made me wonder about 
the dream of the dark neighborhood. Perhaps there had been 
nights when I actually rode that sleeping neighborhood, rac
ing along real streets on a very real bicycle-toward a ren
dezvous in the Olmos Basin with the visitors . . . and, just 
maybe, with the other meJllbers of the children's circle. 

Throughout all of Western folklore there are stories of 
people flying to meetings with supernatural beings. The ex
perience was a commonplace of witchcraft, and was be
lieved among the ancients to involve the journey to a meeting 
with the god Dionysus. 

Does it really happen? 
Is there someone waiting for us in the night and forest? 
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"Every angel is terrible . . .  

If the dangerous archangel 
took one step now 

down toward us 

from behind the stars 
our heartbeats 

rising like thunder 
would kill us. " 

-RAINER MARIA RILKE 
"Second Elegy" 

LIFE IN THE DARK 

Part Two 



NINE 

The Lost Land 

While it was easy to find people from my childhood who 
remembered me talking about aliens, by the time I was in 
college I spoke about such things only infrequently. I had 
some discussions with friends about the possibility of extra
terrestrial life, but nobody remembered me talking about 
being taken by visitors. 

A number of unusual events occurred, especially in 1967, 
but I was by then very far from blaming spacemen. 

By 1968, when I was living in London, even talk of outer 
space had ceased. I have reviewed my unpublished writings, 
dating from about 1964 onward, and there isn't in the whole 
body of work-which consists of eight full-length novels, 
forty or fifty short stories, and hundreds of poems-a single 
direct mention of UFOs. Because of the existence of this 
material and the witness testimony from earlier in my life, 
it is possible to conclude that my childhood was full of alien
abduction fears, but that these had receded so completely by 
the age of twenty that they didn't provide the theme for any 
of my creative output. They were, however, present in a 

deeply symbolized form. Indeed, these fears are as implicit 
in much of my unpublished work as they are overt in books 
like The Wolfen, The Hunger, and Catmagic, which all con
tain references to intelligent and predatory nonhuman beings. 

The first real narrative I was able to construct from my 
adulthood came from an incident that took place in 1968. I 
described the events that led up to it in Communion . 
Throughout 1986 and into 1987 my memories of this inci
dent gradually increased until I was able to fill in a good bit 
more detail. The memories were startling. 

In 1968 I was living in London. During the summer I 



spent between two and six weeks on the Continent, and 
have been unable to account for most of that time. As re
ported in Communion, I crossed to the continent on a ferry 
and took the train south to Italy. On the trip I met a young 
woman. I remember her name and her nationality but I have 
not been able to trace her. We went first to Florence and 
then to Rome. In Rome something happened that terrified 
me. My screen memory is that I got lost in the catacombs 
under the Vatican. 

Whatever happened, I literally rushed back to my pen
sione and threw my things into my suitcase. Something I 
saw in the room horrified me. I have tried to recall what it 
was, but all I have been able to find out for certain is that I 
told a friend at the time that I had seen "a dried owl" some
where in the room. If that is indeed what I saw, I am not 
surprised that I ran! 

I made an unsuccessful attempt to extract more of this 
memory via hypnosis, but my feeling is that the material 
that emerged was not correct. 

I know now that owl imagery is persistently connected 
to the visitor experience. Seeing an owl is a characteristic 
screen memory, reported by many people. My sister and I 
have both seen owls in unexpected contexts, and there was 
a period of time in my childhood when we were haunted 
by a very weird owl. More recently, a man had a frighten
ing confrontation with an owllike apparition in a house near 
mine in upstate New York, a confrontation that I will re
cord on later in this book. I commented on the long magical 
history of the owl in Communion, recalling that it was both 
connected with wisdom and was the symbol of the goddess 
Athena, and of the "eye goddesses" of the Middle East who 
preceeded her. It was especially important to the ancient 
mother-city of Marl. 

I rushed off to Rome's Termini station, where I jumped 
on the next train out. As it happened it was going north, 
and I stayed aboard as far as Strasbourg. There I left it and 
hopped another train, again choosing it because it was just 
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starting to leave the station. This one took me all the way 
across southern France to Port Bou, where I got a Spanish 
train bound for Barcelona. I remained there in a back room 
in a hotel on the Ramblas. I only went out at night. 

In Communion I reported that the rest of this memory 
was "a jumbled mess. "  After much thought I believe that I 
can now reconstruct it in some detail. 

I was hiding in my little back room one night when a 
woman arrived with what she described as a ticket on 
Egyptair. This was not as impossible as it sounds; in 1 968 
Nasser had organized an enormous number of student flights, 
and Egyptair had many European destinations on its sched
ules. These usually turned out to be almost total fiction, as 
most of the flights weren't actually running. 

I took the ticket, but I have no memory of going to the 
airport. My next dear memory is of the interior of the plane, 
which I had entered through a door in the floor. During the 
flight I became nauseated. Someone I perceived to be a nurse 
or stewardess dropped three drops of a clear liquid out of 
an eyedropper onto my tongue. 

The air in the plane smelled nasty, and there was a con
tinuous bone-rattling hum and a great deal of sharp jolting 
around. I can remember a large blond man in a white uni
form sitting beside me. He described himself as my "coach" 
and he read aloud from what looked like a book made of 
limp cloth. 

I left the plane through the hatch in the floor and was 
taken out across a broad expanse of concrete by four men 
in dark-blue uniforms. They were small, considerably shorter 
than me. At the time this did not seem at all unusual. In 
appearance they were identical to the men I encountered on 
April 1 ,  1986, and who carried me from my room on De
cember 26, 1985. I now know that they have also been seen 
by many other participants, and are in fact one of the most 
commonly encountered types. They are usually much more 
friendly than the beings with the large, slanted eyes, and 
they sometimes display a considerable sense of humor. 
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In retrospect, I wonder how I ever could have just dis
missed these memories as "a jumbled mess. "  They are ab
solutely fantastic, and now that I have looked at them clearly 
and calmly they do not seem to be jumbled at all. 

Who was the "coach"? What stewardesses give you drops 
on your tongue, and what plane smells like a sulfurous privy? 
And since when do passengers enter and leave a plane by a 
hatch in the floor? 

I returned to London sometime later. It could have been 
days or weeks. I wound up standing in front of the St. James 
hotel at dawn, absolutely exhausted. I have no really clear 
idea about how I got there. 

Friends who knew me during that period reported only 
that I was gone for a good stretch of the summer. There 
aren't any records, so I can't be sure how much time 
passed. 

In 1972 a number of vivid thoughts surfaced that I now 
realize were connected to that summer. They involved a 
journey to a great desert. This desert had a tan sky that was 
so bright it was difficult to look at. It never really got dark 
there. 

The little men took me into an oasislike setting that was 
bordered by tall, very thin trees and crossed by a narrow 
lane. Over this lane there stood an enormously high arch. 
One of the men with me-who seemed very jolly and gay
said that the arch was to commemorate "the achievements 
of the scholars. "  Ahead I saw a completely tumbledown 
building. It was on a cliff at the edge of the oasis and was 
so old that it seemed almost to have blended with the stones 
themselves. Beyond and below it I could see the tremen
dous desert. 

I was told that the building was a university "a mil
lion years old. " I was really very excited to go inside. We 
approached the building and I said, "Is it in ruins?" The 
reply was, "No, but the scholars aren't much good at 
maintenance. "  There was an imposing entrance, but I 
was taken around to a side door that was reached by 
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clambering over sharp volcanic rocks. These stones were 
fearsome, and for years afterward I had a recurring dream 
of climbing through them and trying very hard not to cut 
myself. 

As we approached the door we encountered two taller, 
thin men with gigantic, black, almond-shaped eyes . They 
were not nearly as friendly as the small men in blue. In fact, 
when they stared at me I felt naked. It was hard t.o be in 
their presence. One of them said, "He isn't ready yet. " This 
deflated me. Things had been going so well; I'd felt very 
much approved. Now there was a sense of desperation. Why 
wasn't I ready? I wanted to go in . 

The two tall beings left. One of my guides announced, 
"They said you weren't ready, but now they're gone. " So 
in we went. I found an absolutely featureless corridor made 
of what seemed to be dark-green stone. The floors were 
dusty and felt like packed earth. There were doorways, and 
light shone across the floor from each. I was taken into the 
first room. Its floor was etched with a circle, and there was 
a large window looking out over the desert. 

When I went into the circle I wanted at once to dance. 
There was no music, but when I danced I felt a sensation 
that I cannot describe. The best way to characterize it would 
be to call it a movement that led at once to great loneliness 
and great excitement. When I danced I found myself for 
moments inside other people and other lives. I was walking 
up a narrow, curved road. A portly redheaded man was 
running toward me. He was wearing a white toga, and my 
impression was that I was seeing something happening in 
ancient Rome. 

The dance took on great passion and intensity. Round 
and round I went, sailing through armies of lives, places 
familiar and unfamiliar. It was as if my soul had hungered 
for this. I sailed round and round and round, going faster 
and faster. I don't know how long I danced, but it was glo
rious. 

Reluctantly, I left the university and was taken to an-
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other building. This building was a three-story adobe struc
ture down the lane from the university. In it there was a 
room for me to live in. It was unfurnished. I slept on the 
floor. Once I woke up to hear somebody talking loudly in 
English. Two men appeared, both of them normal-looking. 
They were wearing khaki clothes that looked military. I had 
the impression that they were Americans. One of them had 
a Bell & Howell movie camera, which he pointed at me. 
They were standing outside the door to the room behind a 
white tape. The one without the camera said, "Why are they 
keeping you outside of the enclosure?" I replied that I didn't 
know, and he looked absolutely furious. 

Next I was with a woman who was so pale that even 
her lips were without color. She handed me a piece of fruit 
that looked like a giant fig. She told me to eat it. I said that 
I didn't care to eat it. She replied that I had to. 

Feeling very dubious, I bit into it. At once there was a 
terrible bitterness, and it seemed like my head was going to 
split open. 

I was aware of a group of people, some with tears in 
their eyes, watching me from behind the line of white tape 
as I went off on my own. I found that the grass was very 
soft and fine, and I sat in it for a time. Then I started to 
return to the university, but one of the tall beings who'd 
said I wasn't ready was there. He waved me away and I 
thought it better not to go. I went instead to an area of 
shacks made of what looked like adobe and dried tree 
branches. They were very rough and simple. In them I would 
find things like a single wooden bowl, or a discarded blue 
uniform. Some of the small men were there, and I was so 
surprised at the simplicity of their dwellings that they laughed 
aloud at me. 

There isn't any more than that. 
Among my masses of old poems I found one that seemed 

strangely related to this memory. It was written in the sum
mer of 1968, shortly after I returned to London from the 
strange trip. It was entitled "Barcelona. " In part it reads: 
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We seem to see so many things, 
The ships that never were, 
The fairies at their ebat . . . 

Once upon a midnight we danced in circles 
beneath the waning moon, 
the blood-red moon of the Mediterranean 

We flew when we danced
We danced a long time ago . 

I remember so well dancing that lost wild dance, a jour
ney across the essence of time. It feels as if the best of my 
life has been lived in secret, and is lost somewhere down a 
labyrinth. All I have left are confused memories, flickers and 
flashes, and a few snatches of verse to suggest the wonderful 
journeys I have taken and the magical things I have seen. I 
hope and pray that it will one day be given to me to re
member. 

I have, however, discovered a few most interesting things 
about the 1968 memories. In December 1987 I was given 
proofs of Jacques Vallee's new book, Dimensions: A Case
book of Alien Contact, in order to write a foreword. I was 
fascinated to see that the traditional journey to Magonia, or 
"the land of the fairy, "  often started with three drops of 
liquid being placed on the traveler's head or face. Vallee 
mentions that a young woman who was taken had her right 
eye soaked in "a green dew, " whereupon she could see many 
wonderful things. Another had "three drops of precious dew" 
dripped on her left eyelid before making such a journey. 

The "nurse" gave me drops on my tongue. I have al
ways known that. The screen memory was that she was a 
stewardess and I was on an airplane. A stewardess would 
have given an airsick passenger a Dramamine tablet, if any
thing. It would also have been the only time I have ever 
been airsick in a passenger plane. 

In addition, the journey back from the world of the dead 
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has in many traditions, such as the Greek, been preceded by 
the eating or drinking of a bitter substance that induces am
nesia-the ancient Greeks called it "the milk of forgetful
ness. " 

I was made to eat a bitter fruit just before leaving that 
strange, lost land. Before I returned home during my ab
duction of December 26, 1985, I was forced to swallow a 

milky substance that left a horrid taste in my mouth. On 
May 20, 1950, a French woman was abducted. Shortly be
fore being returned she experienced a "sickening, metallic, 
bitter taste . . . " 

Were these drugs that made us forget? And if so, then 
what is the drug that induces the voyage to Magonia? Is it 
a powerful hallucinogen, or something that acclimatizes the 
body so that it can slip across space-time to another world? 

I had to live with the fire of the question inside me. My 
mind drifted back to that tumbledown university on a des
ert cliff so far away. Across many summer nights my mind 
retreated, to the light of other skies. I will never forget the 
moment I entered that door and saw the glow of that distant 
sun falling across the floor. I remember the dust rising from 
my footfalls in that sacred and mysterious place. Was I in 
an annex to the golden city, some ancient corner where the 
very light shines with truth? 

Was it really so far away, or is that place part of the 
memory and heart of every human being? 
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TEN 

Secret Knowledge 

I recognized that I was going to have to face an unpleasant 
reality. No matter how hard I tried, I was never going to 
be able to sort out my past. It seemed as if I had indeed led 
a double life. But I could never know the details. 

What is hideous about this is that I have always thought 
I had a very reliable memory. It has been one of my most 
useful tools. Books like Warday are based on detailed and 
meticulous research committed to memory and then woven 
into the fictional narrative. I have always felt profoundly in 
control of my understanding of who I am and where I come 
from. 

I am not the only mystery walking this earth. Every one 
of us is a mystery. We do not really know who we are, not 
one of us. Every past is full of contradictions. Still, I was 
avid with curiosity, and I kept feeling that there must be 
some small, perfect breakthrough that would open the for
tress of remembrance. But the breakthrough did not come. 

I returned to the present, sadly conceding yesterday to 
its own devices. In any case, there was another important 
field of endeavor, that of the memories that began with Oc
tober 1985. I had them well organized. In January 1986, when 
I realized that what was happening could be important, I 
began to keep a detailed daily journal. 

Ironically, just when I had given up on the past, the 
present proceeded to give me a fascinating possible insight 
into the events of 1968. 

In early August 1986 an unusual houseguest arrived at 
our cabin. Unfortunately, I was asked to disguise this per
son's identity. This noted documentary filmmaker came to 
visit us in the company of a mutual friend. We had a small 



houseparty: the filmmaker and his friend; Dr. john Glied
man, and our family. 

The filmmaker had been in the area, heard from the friend 
of my experiences, and wanted to meet to compare notes. 
At his request, he remains anonymous. 

In the early eighties the filmmaker had a very unusual 
encounter with a man who identified himself as a member 
of the air force. Their meeting was held at an air-force base 
in connection with a documentary the filmmaker was pre
paring. He was allowed to read a briefing paper concerning 
crashed disks and retrieval of the bodies of nonhuman beings. 
The filmmaker was specifically informed that he was being 
shown this paper at the direction of superior officers. 

The document and the agent's statements had naturally 
been of great interest to the filmmaker. The whole experi
ence had left him with a lot of unsatisfied curiosity. 

The typed pages which he had read were titled "Briefing 
Paper for the President of the United States. "  There was no 
specific president mentioned, and he didn't remember a spe
cific date. He was not allowed to take notes on the spot, but 
he recorded his recollections later in detail. The controver
sial document surfaced in 1987, and the filmmaker's mem
ory proved to be accurate. 

The paper described a series of crashed UFO disks at 
Aztec and Roswell, New Mexico, at Kingman, Arizona, and 
a crash in Mexico. Nonhuman bodies had allegedly been 
taken from the craft and had been examined in laboratories. 
The creatures were described as about four feet tall, gray
skinned, and hairless, and having large heads compared to 
their smaller, thin bodies. Their faces were flat without ears 
or nose, and had a slit for a mouth. They had large eyes. 
Because of their skin color they were referred to as "grays. "  

The paper also described direct contact between govern
ment officials and a survivor of one of these crashes. This 
being was called Ebe, an acronym for "extraterrestrial bio
logical entity. "  The officials were told that the gray beings 
had carried out a long-term intervention in human affairs, rna-
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nipulating mankind's biological, sociocultural, and religious 
evolution. The being had eventually died of unknown causes. 

The paper outlined the government's efforts since the 
1940s to ascertain the origin, nature, and motives of the 
beings, and, presumably, to gain some sort of control over 
the situation, or at least some insight into it. 

The agent told the filmmaker that he was being shown 
the document and given the information because the gov
ernment intended to release to him several thousand feet of 
film taken between 1947 and 1964 showing crashed disks 
and extraterrestrial bodies as historic footage to be placed in 
his documentary. 

He never received the footage. Had he been shown a real 
document, or was he the victim of some sort of complicated 
disinformation scheme? When the promised footage didn't 
materialize, the company he was working for became disil
lusioned and dropped its plans for the documentary, which 
he believes was the real outcome desired by the air force. 

Over the years he did more investigation. He came to 
my house to find out if there were correlations between what 
I knew about the visitors from personal experience and what 
he had read in the alleged briefing paper and been told by 
the agent and other sources. 

When I first started grappling with the visitor experi
ence, I would have dismissed a story like this out of hand. 
Crashed disks? Government cover-up? Plain nonsense. But 
I have run across some information that strongly suggests 
otherwise. In Communion I reported that a prominent scien
tist and defense consultant, Dr. Robert Sauerbacher, had 
written a letter to a UFO researcher that said, among other 
things, "materials reported to have come from flying saucer 
crashes were extremely light and very tough. " He went on 
to say, "I still do not know why the high order of classifi
cation has been given. . . . " Dr. Sauerbacher died in 1986 
after a long and distinguished career. He was the author of 
a dictionary of electronics and engineering that is considered 
a fundamental contribution to science; a consultant for the 
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navy, the air force and the Defense Department; the former 
dean of the graduate school of the Georgia Institute of Tech
nology; and a director of the General Sciences Corporation. 

The filmmaker had also heard this story, and knew some 
of the people who had met Dr. Sauerbacher. One of these 
was Stanton Friedman, a noted UFO researcher. I got in 
touch with Mr. Friedman in the fall of 1987. 

He directed me to some extraordinary information col
lected by himself and researcher William Moore about an 
event that seems to have taken place in Roswell, New Mex
ico, on July 2, 1947. The air force originally announced that 
a flying disk had crashed on a ranch near that town, and 
that it had been collected by a Major Jesse Marcel, a crack 
intelligence officer attached at that time to the 509th Bomber 
Group, the world's only atomic bomber wing. 

Major Marcel had in 1 979 contributed a videotaped 
statement to a documentary entitled Flying Saucers Are Real. 
In his statement, the major was absolutely unequivocal. "One 
thing I was certain of, "  he said, "being familiar with all air 
activities, was that it was not a weather balloon, not an air
craft, or a missile. . . . A lot of the little members had little 
symbols which we were calling hieroglyphics because they 
couldn't be read . . . .  It [the metal] was not any thicker 
than the tinfoil in a pack of cigarettes, yet when I tried to 
bend it, it would not bend. . . . " Major Marcel added, "The 
reason that this story has remained hidden from the public 
for over thirty years is that General Rainey released a cover 
story at that point. "  (The general claimed that the debris 
had been identified as coming from a crashed weather bal
loon.) The major's statement was made after he had retired 
from the air force with an honorable discharge a few years 
before he died. 

Also through Mr. Friedman I met Major Marcel's son, 
Dr. Jesse Marcel. He has a successful medical practice in a 
western state. Dr. Marcel remembered the crashed-disk in
cident vividly. He was eleven years old at the time. One 
day his father brought home some unusual little I-shaped 
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objects. They were very light and were covered with strange 
violet symbols. Major Marcel explained to his son that they 
were from a flying disk. 

Friedman and Moore have documented interviews with 
dozens of people connected with the incident that took place 
at Roswell. Many of these people were direct firsthand wit
nesses. The two researchers have all but proved their case, 
and yet the press remains highly skeptical. 

I believe that I discovered why this is. The New York 
Times reported on February 28, 1960, that Admiral Roscoe 
Hillenkoetter, the former director of Central Intelligence, had 
said, "Through official secrecy and ridicule, many citizens 
are led to believe that the unknown flying objects are non
sense. " He continued, "To hide the facts, the Air Force has 
silenced it personnel. " 

Given "official secrecy and ridicule, " the press has been 
put in a hopeless position. Who are they to believe, ordinary 
citizens with wild stories or government officials and highly 
educated scientists? 

More than that, I suspect that the government itself may 
be in a position at least as difficult. CIA Director Hillen
koetter actually joined a UFO organization, the National In
vestigations Committee on Aerial Phenomena (NICAP) . He 
resigned from this committee in 1962, saying that he be
lieved the air force had done all it could and the only alter
native was to "wait for some action by the UFOs. " 

Whether or not the visitors somehow compelled the 
United States government to keep their secret, the fact re
mains that they themselves could easily make their presence 
known at a moment's notice. But they remain hidden. 

This means that the individual citizen is left alone, ig
norant and entirely helpless when they appear in his home. 
It also means that he can, if he is able and inclined, rise to 
the challenge, and acquire in the process knowledge and 
strength that will be deeply his own, and his to keep. No 
ordinary social institution, no matter how well intentioned, 
can make such an offer. 
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It would seem to me that CIA Director Hillenkoetter's 
UFOs are taking action. And that action-fantastically-is 
to come into contact with us not as a society but as single 
individuals, and not in our ordinary state of mind but in a 
profoundly different state where we are at once more vul
nerable and perhaps on a deep level more capable of under
standing. 

Both the ftlmmaker and I felt that the briefing paper had 
been some sort of trick to confuse his attempt to get at the 
truth, that it had been a clever mix of fact and fiction. By 
comparing his recollection of its contents with my own 
memories, we hoped to separate the truth from the lies. 

He and I spent about eight hours talking together, com
paring notes. Some of his information coincided with things 
I remembered. 

He described what he had been told about the "planet" 
of the grays: a desert, with a glowing tan sky and ado belike 
buildings. This was startlingly familiar to me. My experi
ence in 1 968 had involved a place of tan skies and adobe 
structures. Outside the immediate area of the buildings it 
was a harsh, ugly desert as well. I also remembered that it 
never really got dark there. Because the planet of the grays 
was orbiting a binary star system, it also was said to be 
perpetually light. 

I could not believe that I had actually been to another 
planet orbiting some unimaginably distant star and returned 
in a single summer. I could easily think, however, that I had 
been taken on a very realistic simulation of such a journey 
using a combination of hallucinogenic drugs and hypnosis. 
After all, my trip really began when the mysterious "nurses" 
placed three drops of liquid on my tongue. 

We also found that some of the beings I had seen in my 
various experiences and the ones described in the paper were 
quite similar. Since Communion had not yet been published, 
the filmmaker had no idea of what I had seen. And yet he 
described the small, gray beings and their home perfectly, 
using his data from the brieftng paper and other research. In 
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late 1987 the briefing paper itself emerged, released by re
searchers William Moore and Stanton Friedman. Its con
tents were very much as the filmmaker recalled them. The 
paper was declared a fraud by a number of authorities. One 
who took the trouble to research its authenticity was Dr. 
Roger W. Wescott, a recognized expert in linguistics with a 
very high reputation indeed. In a letter dated April 7, 1988, 
concerning the paper and some other documents allegedly au
thored by Admiral Hillenkoetter, Dr. Wescott commented: 
"There is no telling reason to regard any of these documents 
as fraudulent or to believe that they were written by anyone 
other than Hillenkoetter himself. " He added: "This state
ment holds for the controversial Presidential Briefing Paper 
of November 1 8, 1952. " Coming from a forensic expert in 
linguistics and style of Dr. Wescott's stature, this is stun
ning support for the authenticity of this incredible document. 

According to the filmmaker's information there are two 
basic types of visitor. In addition to the small beings with 
large, black eyes there are taller ones, fair-complected and 
more humanoid, who generally do not induce the same sort 
of fear in people that the grays elicit. 

I had seen these two types of visitor as well as others, 
including the small men in the blue uniforms I have previ
ously discussed and the white beings who have had such a 
powerful transformative effect on me. 

The best description of the gray beings came to me from 
a correspondent whose experience was unusual in that it 
started during the day. Although she ended up with hours 
of lost time, when she first saw the beings it was broad 
daylight and she was fully conscious. 

"Two of these beings,"  she wrote, "looked the same and 
one was taller and thinner. The two short fat ones were 
about four to four and a half feet tall with broad faces and 
black enormous eyes but only a hint of where a mouth and 
nose might have been, almost like a pencil drawing. . . . I 
instinctively knew these were workers and were male. The 
other one was female and about five feet tall. She . . . had 
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a very elongated face. Dark piercing huge eyes and once 
again just a hint of where a nose and mouth may have been. " 

After our long conversation, the filmmaker and I felt 
frustrated. We had, we felt, made some progress, but it was 
only in the direction of informed conjecture. The descrip
tion above, however, is very exact, and other things about 
my correspondent 's experience suggest strongly that it was 
entirely real and has been accurately reported. 

As evening fell the filmmaker and I finished our conver
sation and went down to dinner. Since early morning it had 
been rainy and dense with clouds, and it was now drizzling 
quietly. 

I was disappointed because I had wanted our guests to 
see the magnificent night sky at the cabin. 

After dinner we were going to watch an old movie on 
the tape machine when I suddenly heard a voice quite clearly, 
like a radio near my left ear. It said, "Go outside. " 

I went out on the deck, and beheld a beautiful and awe
some sight. 

The clouds were leaving the sky, opening like the door 
of a great observatory. I called the others, and together we 
watched as the whole cloud mass slid from north to south 
as if being pushed by a giant ruler. This was literally like a 
door opening. The line of clouds was perfectly straight. 

We stood there watching the stars. Later we went into 
the hot tub. John Gliedman, who is an amateur astronomer, 
observed a dim star make some odd manuevers. It came in 
from the west and stopped in the constellation Lyra. After 
remaining for a considerable period of time near Vega it 
suddenly vanished. To him this was completely inexplicable. 

An hour later the clouds came back. The next morning 
the houseguests left. 

Things got very quiet at the cabin. My eagerness to learn 
about the visitors faded into uneasy fear. I was alone again. 
The visitors seemed more real to me than they ever had 
before. 

I felt totally vulnerable. 
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ELEVEN 

The Terror of the Real 

Two days after the guests left I decided to take action on 
my own behalf. There was only one logical thing to do: 
confront my fear. 

I knew how to go about it. I just didn't want to contem
plate what I had to do! 

When night fell in the country the woods seemed to rise 
up around the house and clutch it with avid fingers. There 
was often a powerful feeling of presence. People would hear 
footsteps on our decks or porch, see lights shining in the 
windows, hear strange whistling noises in the sky above the 
cabin. 

The one thing I could not imagine doing-the worst 
thing-was going outdoors at night. I could barely stand to 
go near the windows, let alone leave the house. I sweated 
out each night behind a wall of security devices. 

I could not dispel my fear. I 'd already determined that 
not one human soul knows a single certain thing about the 
visitors. Nobody. And the more knowledge an individual 
claimed, the more inwardly afraid he would usually tum 
out to be. 

I couldn't get any reassurance from the visitors. I couldn't 
get even the breath of a promise--let alone a guarantee-
that they wouldn't hurt me. 

What I had to do was to challenge the whole situation
my fear and the visitors themselves. I could deliver my 
challenge by the simple process of going out into the woods 
alone in the dead of the night. 

On the night of Friday, August 22, 1986, I attempted to 
walk out alone. 

It was ten-thirty. I had purposely waited until Anne and 



Andrew were asleep. I went to the side door. It opens onto 
the deck that overlooks our pool. The water was gleaming 
softly with light reflected from the house. Beyond there is a 
low hill, and behind that the woods. 

The trees were silent. The quiet that settles over that 
place at night is amazing in winter, but this was summer 
and I was somewhat reassured by the singing of the cicadas 
and the crickets. 

I looked toward the dark path that leads into the woods. 
Dimly I remembered being carried down that very path, 
struggling, trying to shout. 

Slowly, I walked along the deck. I could barely manage 
to move. My mind was whirling with images of them, faces 
and hands and whispery, gabbling voices. 

The part of my mind that needs to understand soon be
came full of questions and fear. 

The visitors were goblins. Soul-eaters. And I was going 
into the dark to tempt them. 

I stopped at the gate that leads from the deck into the 
backyard. My hand pulled, but not hard enough. I didn't 
open it. 

And I wasn't going to. The truth was that I couldn't go 
into my own yard at night, let alone along the path to the 
woods. 

I stood there for a long time, staring into the night. To 
be frank, the intensity of my fear was greater than I had 
imagined possible. My throat was cracking dry. I was queasy. 
I was shaking so hard I almost couldn't control mysel£ 

I'd never witnessed such terror in myself. My mind was 
frightened, but some other, deeper part of me was literally 
beside itself. The visitors brought terror to the blood and 
muscle of me, to the reptile that crouches at the bottom of 
every human being. 

Why? Did my unconscious know something about them 
that my conscious mind was just beginning to admit? 

Finally I turned around and went back into the house. 
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So much for a walk in the woods. I hadn't even made it off 
the deck! 

The next night came, and again I got stuck at the gate, 
unable to make myself go through it. The eyes of the visi
tors were so startlingly, amazingly conscious. No wonder I 
dreaded facing them. 

As the days passed I told some of the scientists I was 
working with of my attempts to go out at night. It was 
interesting that not one of these men, not even the most 
skeptical, thought this was a good idea. My most brutal 
critic said, "My God. That's the most terrifying thing I've 
ever heard in my life. " Another one added, "If you're walk
ing in those woods and you see something that looks like 
the Wolfen-no matter how ephemeral it is-get the hell 
out of there. " 

So much for scientific objectivity. Understand, these were 
men who claimed to be sure that there was a prosaic expla
nation for what was happening to me. 

If the mind is not afraid, then the heart is afraid, and if 
the heart gains courage, then the blood is afraid. In my case, 
everything was afraid. 

And I had good reasons. All of the what if's connected 
with the visitors arrayed themselves against me. If I made 
the least gesture of assent, I worried that they would come 
and steal me away. Or perhaps they would kill me and eat 
my soul. 

I wondered what my scientist friend had really meant 
when he cautioned me against my own Wolfen. 

I reviewed my writings. Except for Communion and one 
recent short story there is nothing that relates directly to the 
UFO phenomenon. But the whole corpus of my work seems 
to reflect some sort of attempt to cope with an enormous, 
hidden, and frightful reality. 

My early poetry is full of references to being lost in time 
and dancing by night, to a very different view of life than 
fits convention: "God is wild; I am tame. . . . Night falls 
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and an age ends . . . .  We call and are answered through the 
thick foliage, by voices too strange to be our own. . . . " 

The Wolfen were gray, hid in the cracks of life, and used 
their immense intelligence to hunt down human beings as 
their natural and proper prey. 

Then there was Miriam Blaylock, the vampire in The 
Hunger. She drank blood, and extracted from it the stuff of 
souls. They were the source of her immortality. And when 
her human consorts died, their souls remained forever trapped 
in their bodies, for all eternity. Like the Wolfen, a part of 
nature, Miriam describes herself as belonging to "the justice 
of the earth. " 

Black Magic is a novel about secret psychic research and 
mind control. 

And Night Church: Again the issue was a force that could 
consume the soul. 

Was the force I had written about again and again my 
mind's way of dealing with suppressed horror of very real 
visitors? Only in Catmagic had the force emerged in any
thing like a positive light, and in that book the "fairy" had 
been responsible for manipulating and controlling human 
society in such a way that the flowering of souls would be 
the outcome. 

I gave up my attempt to walk in the woods-and I hadn't 
even left the deck. 

The next morning, of course, I had no trouble at all. · I  
walked freely in the sun. Blue bachelor's buttons danced along 
the sunny paths. The deeper woods were fragrant with pine. 
Tall hickory and maple trees hung over the little brook that 
borders my property. I could see fingerling trout lurking 
under stones. The water sounded happy and young and 
confident. 

All of a sudden I felt exhausted. Abruptly I sat down in 
the middle of the path. I was ready to cry but I did not. I 
watched a bumblebee amid some clover. 

And then I got up and I told myself that I would go into 
the woods that night. I would do it without fail. 
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At eleven, I once again went outside. I was in a state of 
preternatural awareness . Slowly, like a nervous rabbit, I 
crossed the deck. 

I thought to myself that I was being a real fool. You 
don't tempt a tiger. 

I kept on, though. I concentrated on putting one foot in 
front of the other. 

I reached the gate. 
I could smell the grass, hear the rustling summer leaves. 

My legs felt like pillars of stone. I was freezing cold. My 
heart was thundering; I could hardly breathe. 

To help myself I did what I had learned in my years of 
meditation and inner work. I took my attention and placed 
it firmly in my center of gravity, just below the navel. 

Then I walked down the steps and out into the yard. 
Every puff of breeze, every crack of twig, set me to vibrat
ing in an ecstasy of dread. I barely managed a circuit around 
the edge of the grass. 

Going into the woods was again impossible. 
When I returned to the house I poured myself a brandy. 

I needed it to calm down, and I felt as though just venturing 
beyond the gate called for celebration. 

The night I slept pretty well, better than I had in some 
weeks. 

The next day was one of quiet and contemplation for 
me. Again I walked through the sunlit woods, thinking about 
the difference between dark and light. During the day there 
was no question of fear. It was at night that I grew afraid. 

The mind peoples the shadows of the night with de
mons. 

At about eleven on the night of August 27, I again went 
outside. It was as hard as it had been before. 

I had once again waited until Anne had gone to bed. She 
and I had discussed these midnight walks, and she had agreed 
that I had to face them, even if there was an element of 
danger. She understood my need to confront what fright
ened me. 
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I tried to walk up the low hill that leads into the woods. 
When I got to the top of the hill and stared down into that 
darkness I was almost paralyzed. I could hear the little brook 
running, and the faint rustle of an occasional falling leaf. I 
could not walk into the shadows, not even down the same 
path I had walked a few hours before in sunlight. 

Once more I went around the edge of the yard. At its 
far end the land drops off into a tangle of brush, and when 
I got to that point I looked back at the house. The lights 
were warm, the line of the roof lonely and stark. The cool 
stars swam above. A meteor streaked across the heavens. I 
assumed it was part of the Perseid meteor shower, which 
comes annually in August. 

I returned to the house, took a shower, and then went 
downstairs to do some reading. Dr. Gliedman had given 
me his essay "Quantum Entanglements: On Atomic Physics 
and the Nature of Reality, " and I had been reading it. I sat 
in a chair by a window and picked up the manuscript. A 
glow came around the house, but it was so brief that I 
ignored it. 

It became very quiet. I was awake and alert, perfectly 
normal in every way. Anne and Andrew were asleep. My 
cats were sitting on the couch nearby. 

The cats both got restless. The Burmese sat up. The Si
amese began pacing along the back of the couch. 

In his book Catwatching, Desmond Morris reports that 
research has shown that cats are sensitive to earthquakes, 
volcanic eruptions, and severe electrical storms. It is not 
known if they are sensitive to vibrations or to a buildup of 
static electricity. It has also been demonstrated that they are 
extraordinarily sensitive to the earth's magnetic field. 

The Burmese was crouched, staring up at the back wall 
of the room. The Siamese was walking slowly along with 
his entire tail stiff and puffed up like the tail of a raccoon. 

I called to him and he looked at me with fear in his eyes. 
It was quite uncharacteristic of this bold, friendly cat. 

The cats' fear didn't make sense to me at all. I decided 
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that there must be some animal outside, perhaps a deer. I 
returned to Dr. Gliedman's essay. 

I read the following sentence: "The mind is not the play
wright of reality. "  

At that moment there came a knocking on the side of 
the house. This was a substantial noise, very regular and 
sharp. The knocks were so exactly spaced that they sounded 
like they were being produced by a machine. Both cats were 
riveted with terror. They stared at the wall. The knocks 
went on, nine of them in three groups of three, followed by 
a tenth lighter double-knock that communicated an impres
sion of finality. 

These knocks were coming from just below the line of 
the roof, at a spot approximately eighteen feet above the 
gravel driveway. Below the point of origin of the knocks 
were two open windows. Had anybody been out on the 
driveway with a ladder I would certainly have heard their 
movements on the gravel. 

In addition, to get a ladder to that point they would have 
activated the movement-sensitive lights. But it was dark be
yond the windows. 

It would be next to impossible to stand on the sharply 
angled roof that covers the living room of the cabin. While 
the angle of the roof above the upstairs bedroom is almost 
fiat, this roof is extremely steep. What's more, I would cer
tainly have heard anybody crawling around on the roo£ There 
would have been creaks and groans from the boards, and 
there is no question but that I would have noticed the sounds, 
given the profound silence of the country night. 

I am absolutely dead certain about the reality of the 
knocks. They were not made by the house settling. Noth
ing but an intentional act could have produced such loud, 
evenly spaced sounds. They were not a prank being played 
by neighbors. In the summer of 1986 I had not yet told my 
neighbors about the visitors. What's more, the prank expla
nation was hopelessly impractical. 

To reach the place from which I heard the knocks it would 
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have taken at least a twelve-foot ladder and a long stick. A 
ladder that size weighs a lot, even an aluminum one. The 
people carrying it would have had to go down my driveway 
without turning on the motion-sensitive lights, and they 
would have had to place the ladder in gravel without being 
heard by a man sitting a few feet away from an open win
dow. I ascertained by experiment later that this was not 
possible. 

I cannot emphasize enough that there was and is no way 
to explain the knocks, except as something done by the vis
itors. They were not like the vague tappings associated with 
spiritualism. These were hard and strong and totally real, 
and their spacing, in three groups of three followed by the 
lighter double-knock, was precise and regular. 

The cats were beside themselves with fear. The Siamese 
was walking stiff-legged on the dining-room table. The 
Burmese was staring at the wall, her eyes wide. 

Then they both darted away. The Siamese went to my 
son's room. The Burmese hid on a shelf of linen in the bath
room. When we got up the next morning she was still 
hiding there. She did not even come out for water until 
nine-twenty the next night, when she suddenly rushed out 
and into the cat box. 

The moment the knocks ended I had glanced at the clock 
on the videotape recorder. It read 1 1 :35. The cat remained 
in hiding for nearly twenty-two hours after hearing the sound. 

There was something about the sound that had a signif
icance for her that it did for me. There must have been. 
Unlike Coe, the Siamese, Sadie is not a fearless cat, but she 
had never hidden like that before. 

To me, the knocks were an absolutely clear indication 
that something entirely and physically real was present and 
that it was taking an interest in me. 

This is exactly what people who are afraid of the idea of 
visitors don't want to hear. But I am not lying, I am not 
confused, I am not mentally ill, and I do not have organic 
brain disease. In any case, a manifestation like the knocks 
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cannot be put down to disease. Such a thing is not a symp
tom. My cats would not have reacted to something happen
ing in my mind. I am reporting a true event. It was the first 
definite, physical indication I had while in a state of com
pletely normal consciousness that the visitors were part of 
this world. 

They were responding to my attempts to develop the 
relationship and accept my fear by making their physical 
reality more plain. 

The stunning event of August 27, 1986, strengthened my 
wavering resolve to keep the matter where it belongs, which 
is in question. It is an awfully serious business, and it cannot 
be removed from question except as we learn more facts. 
Should we decide to believe something about this that is not 
true, we will ruin it for ourselves. We will form yet another 
mythology around the visitors, as I suspect we have been 
doing throughout our history. 

The moment after the nine knocks I thought to go out
side. I also thought, You're not ready yet. You just go up 
to bed. 

The next morning I thought that was exactly what I had 
done. But there was something wrong. While the knocks 
were taking place I was unquestionably in a normal state of 
mind. As soon as I began to move from the chair, though, 
I feel that I may have entered another state. 

Unfortunately, I did not remember that something may 
have happened after the knocks until weeks later. On the 
morning after, my immediate thought was that I had failed 
miserably. The visitors had come, had knocked-and I'd just 
sat there, too scared even to open the door! 

I therefore don't know whether I concocted the subse
quent memories to make myself feel better, or if they were 
hidden by a more prosaic screen memory. 

One day I glanced at the clock on our videotape machine 
and suddenly remembered seeing it when it said 2: 18  A.M. 
An instant later I recalled that I'd seen it reading that time 
as I went upstairs on the night of the nine knocks. But they 
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had come at 1 1 :35. I thought I'd gone upstairs a few min
utes later. 

Had I lost nearly three hours of time on that night? 
It seemed to me that I had two completely different sets 

of memories superimposed on one another, both covering 
the same time period. I could remember sitting in the chair 
for a moment, putting down the essay, and then going up 
to bed thinking that I wasn't ready yet to see the visitors 
face-to-face. 

I also vividly recalled going to the door, struggling to 
open it, and fmally getting it open. 

I went out onto the deck and looked around. There was 
nothing. I started to look up but noticed movement beside 
my right leg and looked down instead. There was some
thing gleaming at waist level: three sets of large, black eyes 
barely visible in the dim light. 

The next thing that happened was that my deck and pool 
dissolved into a magnificent vision. In this vision I was 
standing before a field of yellow flowers that rose up a low 
hill. The sky was black and full of stars so large and bright 
that it seemed as if I could reach up and touch them. 

Even though the sky was dark the flowers were bathed 
in bright sunlight. As I watched I felt a wind blowing around 
me from behind. Suddenly children of all ages and sizes were 
running past me and out into the field, running and laugh
ing through the sunlit flowers and up the low hill. They ran 
in a dense column, laughing and waving, and I felt an an
guish to join them. 

They ran up the hill and right into the sky, a glowing 
column of children, and when they reached the top of the 
sky they exploded into new stars. 

A voice said to me, "This is the field where the sins of 
the world are buried. "  I wanted to go out to it but I could 
not, and that was painful, but I was filled with joy just to 
know that it was there. 

Both the memory of going upstairs and the one of this 
vision covered the same time period. Frankly, the second 
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memory sequence seemed more real, although it was far more 
extraordinary than the first. 

Later I told my brother about this experience, and he 
said "The odd thing is that I've had a private fantasy of a 

field of yellow flowers all of my life. When I'm relaxing I 
often imagine that field. " 

The following spring we were to make a lovely discov
ery at the house. After an absence of three or four weeks 
we returned to find that there actually was a field of yellow 
flowers where I had seen one the previous August. 

It turned out that the landscape architect had planted the 
area with bulbs in October-without, of course, knowing 
of my vision. I had not even known that she had done the 
planting, let alone what kind of bulbs she had used. 

By coincidence she had chosen yellow daffodils. 
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TWELVE 

Fire of the Question 

In the days after I heard the nine knocks I was shattered, 
overwhelmed. I remembered their eerie precision-three 
groups of three perfectly measured, exactly spaced sounds, 
each precisely as loud as the one previous. And then there 
had been a soft double-knock, completely different in tone 
from the others. It had communicated a distinct sense of 
finality, and seemed by its lightness of tone not to be a part 
of the group. The nine knocks were a sort of communica
tion. The tenth was punctuation. 

I tried everything to duplicate those knocks. We tossed 
stones at the house from a distance. I clambered up on the 
roof and tried to lie down and do it with a stick. In those 
days there wasn't even a gutter in which to brace one's foot. 
I tested the sensitivity limits of the automatic lights. There 
was no way to get to the windows without turning them 
on. I had people creep up to the house with ladders. No 
matter how quiet they were, I heard them easily. And once 
they did get up to the spot where the knocks had come 
from, nobody could even begin to duplicate what I can only 
describe as the terrible accuracy of those sounds. 

I had people tap from different locations on the wall, 
thinking that perhaps I had misread taps that had actually 
been produced from lower down. But it was easy to tell 
where the knocks had come from. I even called the Audu
bon Society to find out if there was any species of bird that 
might peck the side of a house at night. No woodpecker 
makes sounds like that. What about squirrels, rats, mice, 
coons? All as unlikely as an insomniac woodpecker, because 
of the extraordinary precision of the sounds. 

I also experimented a little with the cats. At exactly 1 1  :35 



a few nights later, using a ladder that I had placed in the 
afternoon, I went up and repeated the knocks as best I could. 
Sadie hardly glanced up. Coe didn't notice at all. My knocks 
were as loud as the ones the visitors had made. But the cats 
remained indifferent. 

I finally sat myself down and told myself to face facts. 
The knocks had been real, physical events. They had been 
made by something that was part of the physical world. 
Whatever it was must have been observing me carefully, 
watching me try to overcome my fears. It had responded to 
my struggle. 

This went beyond everything I had imagined or antici
pated. If only I hadn't hesitated in the moment after the 
knocks, would I have met the visitors in full and normal 
consciousness? What would have happened if I'd gotten up 
and gone outside at once? 

Thoughts like that tormented me. 
The nine knocks made me struggle even harder to un

derstand. And I did not understand. But I had a few ideas. 
It was as if I had discovered an unknown world that has 

always been around us, that may be an even greater reality. 
I remembered that in the golden city there had been all of 
those strange stadiums, lit with amazingly bright lights. I'd 
had the impression that they were jammed with observers, 
that the streets and buildings were empty because the inhab
itants were all in them. But there had been no sound and I 
had been unable to rise high enough to see within. When I 
finally rose above the city, the light in the stadiums was so 
bright I still couldn't see. 

What was happening down inside them? Had I been able 
to look, would I have seen our lives there, our struggles 
being enacted before silent angelic audiences? 

During this time the nature of my fear changed. Previ
ously it had contained an element of the abstract about it. 
Somewhere inside myself I had been assuming that I would 
be able to wake up even from the worst, most fearful visitor 
experience. 
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I realized that they must have been aware of my at
tempts to walk in the woods. I felt more than watched; I 
felt entered and observed from within. 

The fear of kidnapping resurfaced. I twisted and turned 
on the horns of the dilemma. How could I protect my fam
ily? What would I do if they actually took Andrew-or me, 
or Anne, or all of us? 

The sense of helplessness was appalling. Who could I 
call? The police, the FBI? Like this whole society, these or
ganizations are victims of the process of denial and ridicule 
described by CIA Director Hillenkoetter. Officially they ig
nore the visitors. Unofficially, they laugh. 

There was no hope of help at all. Even the most well 
meaning of our friends and supporters could not really un
derstand the situation we were in. 

I and my family were facing the hardest, most terrifying 
and remarkable thing, and we were facing it by ourselves. 
Or, more accurately, I was facing it. My wife and son were 
insulated from the full impact of the thing, because it wasn't 
happening to them directly. 

It would have been beyond my ability to endure this had 
there not been something about the nine knocks that offered 
me the promise of new understanding. 

I will not lie and say that I overcame my fear. I did not 
overcome my fear. They were physically real. This meant 
that all of my clever speculation went by the boards. What 
was I to do? Where was I to turn? The strength of religion, 
the power of intellect, sheer physical courage, all blew away 
like so much dust. 

During the seconds that the knocks were taking place I 
had not been particularly afraid. More shocked and amazed. 
The fear reasserted itself afterward, and it was still very much 
with me. 

Every time I thought that I might not have gotten up 
and walked out of that house on my own I agonized. Why 
was I so fearful? Why couldn't I overcome the primitive 
parts of myself and show a little courage? 
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I was suffering with such thoughts when I suddenly re
alized that the nine knocks had a very special and wonderful 
meaning for me. 

Back in the early seventies a man whose intelligence and 
commitment to spiritual development I respected very much 
had given me a set questions to ask when I was really at sea 
about something. 

There were nine questions. Just as the knocks had been, 
they were divided into three groups of three. 

The nine questions are as follows: 

GROUP 1 

GROUP 2 

GROUP 3 

What is the nature of the substance or problem? 
What is its origin? 
What is its composition? 

What is its function? 
Who possesses, controls or causes it? 
What is my opinion of it? 

What is my relationship to it? 
What are my expectations of it? 
What is its destiny? 

Perhaps the nine knocks were organized into three groups 
of three for reasons I knew nothing about. But they had 
jogged my memory, and I could use the nine questions to 
clarify things for myself. 

I understood that the only thing now standing between 
me and helpless panic was my ability to ask questions. 

The trick would be, though, not to jump on definite, 
final answers. Simple answers close doors. And I did not 
want to close them, I wanted to open them wider! 

I sat down and began to work with the nine questions. 
I worked with the desperation of the possessed. At last I had 
a tool. The questions could put borders around things, de
fine limits, perhaps suggest new directions for me to take. 
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From my journal: 
"What is their nature? I am thrilled by their power. Also, 

frightened. Curiously I want them with me, to care about 
me. At the same time, I'm so darned scared. Why? Control 
is the issue. I don't want to give up control, but they are 
very controlling. They feel like something that is both deep 
inside me and far away. 

"Their origin? Oh, people say this and that. Some that 
they are from Zeta Reticuli. Others that they are from an
other star system, or even from Mars. If they are from an
other planet, it does not seem to me that they just got here. 
Are there cities somewhere, swarming with them, street 
corners where they are commonplace? Do they have librar
ies and restaurants and names? Why do they all dress alike? 
Why don't they laugh? Is there anyplace I know they are 
from? I know they are from the night. 

"Composition? That's impossible! I can't even begin to 
answer that. Skin, flesh, blood, bones? What would it be 
like to kiss them? Are they warm? Why do I think of their 
hands? Cool. Yes, and I remember they have a smell, pun
gent, organic. I want them to touch me. I want them near 
me. But they act like predators. 

"Function-not as far as they are concerned, as far as I 
am concerned. They are not only functioning in my life to 
terrify me. They have another function. They are forcing 
me to grow. Stressing me so much that my mind is evolv
ing. Rats-there were tests of rats in the seventies. Stress 
tests. Rats were stressed with electrocution. Day after day 
they were made to suffer for long periods of time. They 
grew stronger, their brains got larger, they became better 
rats. . . . I think this is mentioned by Joseph Chilton Pearce 
in Magical Child. Dora Ruffner told me about the book. 

"And suddenly a voice-a tired, young voice says as clear 
as day: 'Thank you. ' Them. Their JUnction is in some way to 
make us evolve. And now at last I know a little something. 

"Who is in control? Obviously, them. But no, that isn't  
true at all. Who walked out into the night? I did. Who wants 
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them to come back? I do. And that is the truth. 
"How about my opinion? So unsure. Maybe they are 

the best friends I could ever have. Friends with the courage 
to be hard on me in order to help me grow. But they are 
so terrifying. They come across as very negative. But the 
whole universe exists because of friction between negative 
and positive. Atomic friction causes the heat and light of the 
stars. Positive and negative forces battle perpetually. This is 
simple, physical reality. Does that make negative forces evil? 
No, essential! 

"Words of Jesus, from Matthew: 'But I say to you, Love 
your enemies, bless them that curse you, do good to them 
that hate you . . . .  ' Oh, Jesus, you knew, didn't you? You 
knew how to work with a force like this. 

"Relationship. Yes, a big relationship! I actually have a 
real relationship with you, and you are real! Have you been 
our demons all along, tempting us, tormenting us, laboring 
through the ages on behalf of our growth? Is that why you 
sound so tired? What promise there is in this relationship, a 
new world! 

"Expectations? Do I have them? I'll say I do! Thousands 
of them! Now that I am beginning to work on these ques
tions, I expect to grow. Still, though, I sense deep inside a 
raw, primitive terror that doesn't even have access to words. 

"Destiny-a word full of the wind and the night. When 
I think of destiny I think of huge fleets sailing off the edge 
of the world. Destiny is a child laughing suddenly in the 
middle of the night. It is the hardest hour, when dawn is 
just coming and I lie unable to sleep, feeling the lives of 
those I love like sand in my fingers. It is toxic wind over
spreading the earth, dioxin on a summer breeze. It is the 
smiling old sun. It is the peace that we all are seeking, that 
is perhaps the deep, true reason that life emerged in the first 
place. " 

The nine questions helped me enormously. In reminding 
me of them the visitors gave me a marvelous tool. Suddenly 
I was no longer the victim. Armed with good questions, I 
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was a partner in my experience, and possibly its master. 
Before the nine questions, the visitors seemed to be in 

total control. They were terrible, implacable predators. 
Now I knew a truth: I loved them, wanted them, needed 

them, chose them, and called them. 
I was responsible for the visitor experience becoming a 

part of my life. I was not being randomly oppressed by them. 
I saw us on our little blue planet hanging in the dark, 

and suddenly I felt loved and cherished by something huge 
and warm and incredibly terrible. 

We and the visitors were together seeking our truth and 
our destiny. Pressing us from every side was the night. 

The golden city floated into my thoughts. I knew now 
the meaning of the towers of white light that blazed there: 
In the golden city night has no end. But neither does that 
light, for it is the eternal fire of truth, and also the light of 
any ordinary human heart. 
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THIRTEEN 

The jolt of the True 

I was changed by those nine knocks, but the people around 
me weren't. It seemed to me that nobody could really grasp 
that they meant the visitors were a physical reality. The rea
son, of course, was that I had been the only person who 
had heard them. To me this pointed out the fact that people 
had to participate personally in the visitor experience if they 
were to feel its full impact. No amount of description, no 
level of sincerity, no proof, could equal the awesome jolt of 
the real thing. 

In August I had sent the manuscript of Communion to 
my brother, Richard. 

Like my sister, he'd had a very complicated reaction to 
the book. Both of them had certain memories that were hard 
to explain in normal terms, my sister more than my brother. 
Was the visitor experience, then, the explanation for things 
that had happened to all three of us? 

Richard tended to take an uncommitted view of the mat
ter. He felt certain that something had happened to me. But 
he was not comfortable with either the psychological expla
nation or the conventional UFO explanation. 

Back in the mid-seventies, he and his friend Ann Cotton 
had been traveling in West Texas when they had seen some 
unusual lights beside the road. They were in an isolated area, 
and had just passed through a town. A short time later they 
found themselves passing through the same town again, going 
in the same direction. At the time it happened Richard men
tioned this incident to me. Neither of us thought of it in 
terms of a visitor experience. 

He was concerned that my manuscript implied too 
strongly that the visitors were a physical reality. When I 



told him about the nine knocks he listened with interest, but 
the story seemed to have litde real impact on him. 

He decided to come up to the cabin over the weekend 
of September 1 2-14. He'd never been there before and he 
was eager to see the location of the story, and to discuss it 
with me in more depth. 

The day before he arrived, a small but important inci
dent took place in New York City. My wife saw, in the 
middle of a clear afternoon, a silver disk move from south 
to north across the city. It was going fast, and we decided 
that it must have been some sort of helicopter, because we 
could not imagine such a thing passing through city skies 
unnoticed. 

Much later, in January 1987, I discovered how open the 
city skies really are to the visitors. Some friends saw an ob
ject over the city at night. They observed it hovering for 
about half an hour, and even saw a helicopter take evasive 
action. One of these people is a star marksman, and he was 
able to describe the object with such care that I could not 
doubt that it had been one of the large boomerang-shaped 
UFOs that have been reported so often in the Hudson Val
ley region north of New York. As an experiment I called 
the relevant police precinct to report it. When he heard 
"UFO, " the duty officer said, "Let 'em come, " and hung 
up the phone. 

The visitors are certainly capable of penetrating to the 
center of cities. Our society has so completely dismissed them 
that they have free reign here. Because of all the debunking 
and denial they can come and go as they please and do what 
they want, and be confident that they will be ignored. It is 
ironic that those who deny the existence of the visitors are 
actually doing their work for them. 

I noted Anne's sighting in my journal and did no more 
about it. At the time it seemed a small but interesting fact, 
nothing more than that. 

On Friday, September 12, we picked up Richard at the 
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airport and drove up to the country. In addition to myself 
and Anne and Andrew, Richard and a family friend, Denise 
Daniels, were with us. Saturday was a beautiful day. At about 
eight in the evening we all went for a walk to the meadow 
that lies beyond our woods. As we moved through the woods 
I was feeling quite proud of my place and of the best sellers 
like Warday that had enabled me to buy it. Perhaps I was 
doing a little too much prideful explaining to my younger 
brother. 

Suddenly I heard a loud, very old, and low voice say, 
"Arrogance! I can do what I wish to you."  

I practically jumped out of my skin. The others had got
ten ahead of me on the path. Their total lack of reaction 
told me that they hadn't heard a thing. 

When we reached the meadow we could see the moon 
coming up over the line of trees on an easterly ridge. There 
was a beautiful star beside the moon that I assumed was 
Jupiter, which would have been rising that night in that ap
proximate position. 

A few moments later Richard said, "That star is mov
ing. " All five of us observed this phenomenon clearly. 

The bright star proceeded to move toward the moon, 
disappear as it crossed its face, then reappear on the other 
side. Gathering speed, it curved around under the moon and 
dropped lower. It seemed to get larger and come closer to 
us. Then it stopped. After a moment it moved off, gather
ing speed again. For a moment it disappeared, seeming to 
flash off. When it reappeared again it was moving really fast, 
speeding. Then it disappeared again, this time for good. 

The next moment it seemed to me that there was a light 
fog around us in the meadow. I had the impression that 
three people were coming out of the woods toward us. I 
called to my son, momentarily confused as to his where
abouts even though he was standing right beside me. My 
brother stared fixedly at the woods. 

Later he said that he'd also felt the impression that there 

The Breakthrough 

143 



were three people standing where I had been looking, and 
had fought an almost overwhelming desire to walk toward 
them into the woods. 

We had all seen the strange moving star. There was no 
question about that. It did not have a disk shape. In all re
spects it appeared to be a star. It wasn't a plane or a meteor 
because it had remained stationary for too long beside the 
moon. Even if it had been coming directly toward us, it 
wouldn't have appeared to be motionless for so long. It 
couldn't have been a satellite because of its odd maneuvers. 
It wasn't Jupiter because it flew off. And its speed was too 
high to be explained in any ordinary way. 

We returned to the house, feeling rather shaken. I re
ported the voice I'd heard, and as night fell my brother 
wondered if we were going to have a peaceful sleep. 

Despite the event, though, we all slept well and were 
not disturbed in any way. 

Both Richard and Denise were changed by what they 
saw. No rational person could attribute the sighting to a 
known source. Now my brother listened to me with new 
interest. Denise went from believing the standard debunk
ing scenario to realizing that there was actually something 
quite astonishing taking place. 

As we drove them to the airport on Sunday afternoon 
they both commented on their change of perspective. I re
flected on how much this had depended on the visitors 
themselves. Reading Communion had not changed them. 
Hearing my experiences had not done it. But seeing a light 
in the sky, completely impossible to explain as anything but 
a UFO, had done it. 

No doubt that is one explanation for all the brightly 
lighted objects that are seen, the visitations that take place, 
the constant sense of intrusion into our lives. Rather than 
approach us through the medium of our social institutions, 
the visitors have chosen to come into contact with us on an 
individual basis, reaching us soul by soul. 

After Richard was gone I began to wonder about the 
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voice. Nobody else had heard it, but it had come to me only 
minutes before we saw the strange light in the sky. Was I 
stretching things to think that the two might be related? As 
usual, there was no final way to answer the question. 

It had been so loud and so real-and so incredibly stem. 
"Arrogance! I can do what I wish to you. " Was I getting 
too arrogant? I didn't feel particularly prideful. One doesn't, 
I suppose, when one is. 

The previous Friday I had made a large transfer of funds 
from one bank to another. This represented, as a matter of 
fact, all the cash I had. Without it I would not have been 
able to meet my obligations and would have been forced 
into bankrupcy. 

Late Monday afternoon my accountant called to tell me 
that the money had disappeared. My agent told me it was a 
computer error of some kind. Nobody could understand 
what had happened. I was frantic. Beside myself. But be
fore I could get a fuller explanation the banks all closed for 
the day. 

I sweated through Monday night in a state of terrific 
upset. I possessed only what was in my wallet. If that money 
wasn't found, we were going out into the streets. On Tues
day morning it developed that an inexplicable computer er
ror had caused the money literally to evaporate into electronic 
oblivion. Sufficient paper records were eventually found, so 
that the sum was recovered. Nobody at the banks had ever 
seen anything like it. 

As I put down the phone after being told this good news, 
Anne came into my office. She'd seen another disk, going in 
the same direction as the first, at just the moment that the 
call had come through. 

It was like a period at the end of a sentence. 
My frame of mind was such that I became convinced 

that the visitors had just made a show of strength. It was 
like a lesson in humility, expertly designed and managed, 
and incredibly effective. After seeing all that money evapo
rate before my eyes, I was a chastened man. 
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Whether the visitors caused these events to come into 
my life I will never know. I think that there was a relation
ship, mainly because of the theatrical nature of the lesson. I 
was learning that demonstration and theater were the pri
mary means the visitors were using to communicate with 
me. Compared to the demonstrations, the voice commu
nications were minor. 

In the past three weeks, because of these demonstrations, 
I 'd seen my experience enter a new level of realism. I had 
heard them at my house when I was wide awake. And now 
I might well have had a taste of what they could do to me 
unless I admitted my arrogance and made an effort to change. 

September passed, the summer lingering and softening 
into fall. Late in the month we moved back to the city. I 
was still struggling in a desultory way with sweets, but the 
visitors seemed to have become silent about the issue, and 
then to have retreated from the center of my life. I was be
ginning to think that I could at last forget. 
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FOURTEEN 

Distant Witness 

As summer turned to fall, they entered my life again. 
The last weekend in September was mild. We were in 

the city and were having a lot of fun enjoying the Saturday 
afternoon crowds and the shops along Bleecker Street. We'd 
taken Andrew to a comics shop where he'd hit the jackpot, 
finding four favorites that he hadn't read. Anne and I had 
gotten some books and records we'd been wanting. 

The world seemed incredibly real to me, and yet also 
distant, as if it were all reflected in pools of new rain. 

This was an afternoon far from the visitors. The sky was 
blue, the air was warm, and I was entirely surrounded by 
other people. Safe. I walked along licking an ice cream cone. 

All of a sudden a young voice cried out to me, "Can 
you stop eating that!" I turned, expecting to see a child, but 
there was nobody beside me. It sounded exactly as if a child 
of about eight had shouted in my ear. 

I remembered the visitors' admonition about sweets and 
decided, experimentally, to toss away the cone. The mo
ment I discarded it, three young voices shouted in unison, 
"He threw away ice cream for us!" 

This sounded totally real, but so close to my ear that it 
couldn't have been generated by somebody, say, hanging 
out of an apartment window or standing across the street. I 
had never heard disembodied voices before the visitor ex
perience started. 

They made me uneasy, because they are a classic symp
tom of schizophrenia. I could not claim that these voices 
were not of the type that schizophrenics hear; I'd read ex
tensively in the literature of the disease and knew that 
schizophrenics hear every imaginable sort of voice. 



However, this was my only symptom. Some paranoids 
hear voices, and often these voices give them commands, 
but what I was hearing lacked a quality of grandiosity that 
seemed to me to be associated with paranoid imaginings. 
There was something very ordinary about these voices. They 
sounded like people, and they weren't commanding me in 
grandiloquent terms. 

They were also incredibly spontaneous. Nowhere, not 
even far back in my mind, was there the feeling that I was 
manufacturing them. If somebody had put a small radio in 
my ear, the voices would have sounded exactly as these did. 
There was even the slightly tinny quality that one associates 
with small speakers. 

What was more important to me, though, was the total 
absence of other symptoms that would be associated with 
pyschological disease. 

In subsequent weeks I got a number of similar messages, 
some of them about sweets and some about other foods. I 
ended up eating a more-or-less vegetarian diet, drinking no 
caffeine, and really struggling with the sweets. 

I struggled so much and the voices were so persistent 
that I finally asked them, in thought, why I should stop eat
ing sweets. The reply was immediate: "We will show you."  

Thus began the first of  a series of  theatrical communica
tions that were extremely revealing of how the visitors chose 
to transmit information. 

What they did was breathtaking. 
I was sitting quietly in my apartment office on the after

noon of October 1 when I asked the question, and the 
quickness of the reply suggested to me that I should wait 
right there. 

I waited an hour but nothing happened. Then I got an
noyed, went out to the kitchen, and got a Dove Bar from 
the freezer and ate it with relish. 

On Tuesday, October 2, I lunched with Australian film 
director Philippe Mora. He had renewed the acquaintance 
we'd had in London in 1 968 by inviting me to a screening 
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of his new film, Death of a Soldier. Afterward we ate to
gether and I told him a little bit about the visitor experience. 
He listened with a certain amount of interest, but the con
versation went no further. As we parted, he mentioned that 
he was going to Australia to work on another project. 

It was now October 7 (October 8 in Sydney). I was in 
my office when the phone rang. It was Philippe, phoning 
from Sydney. What follows is a close rendering of the con
versation. 

Philippe said, "Do you remember Martin Sharp from 
London days?" 

I hadn't seen him in nearly twenty years, but I remem
bered Martin well enough. I'd been to his flat, the Pheas
antry, on the King's Road in Chelsea during my year there. 
"I remember Martin. "  

"Something odd's happened to his mother. I thought you 
might be able to shed some light on it. " 

"What happened?" 
"Well, last night she woke up and found something very 

odd. There were half a dozen little men in her room; men 
wearing broad-brimmed hats like Asian farmers' hats. " 

"Little men?" 
"Yes. I thought you might be able to give us some idea 

of what happened, in view of that story you told me. They 
lifted her up to the ceiling, Whitley, and then put her down 
again. They didn't hurt her, but she's upset. " 

"I can understand that. Does she believe in fairies, ghosts, 
anything like that?" 

"No. " 
"Does she take an interest in UFOs?" 
"Mrs. Sharp is very conservative. I doubt if she's ever 

even thought about them. What do you think happened 
to her?" 

"I'm not sure. Is there anything at all that's unusual 
about her?" 

"Well, she's quite ill. Probably dying. She's bedridden. " 
"With what?" 
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"One thing I know she has is an uncontrollable form of 
diabetes. Very bad. " 

A shock went through me. The visitors had been telling 
me not to eat sweets. I asked them why and they said that 
they would show me. A few days later here was this call: A 
woman indirectly acquainted with me had been raised to the 
ceiling by "little men" and she was severely diabetic. 

Mrs. Sharp passed away in late 1986, dying of liver can
cer and diabetes. Martin and Y ensoon Tfai, a close family 
friend who had been with her the morning after the inci
dent, wrote me about it in 1987. Y ensoon, who is a very 
traditional Chinese, offered a transcript of the notes she had 
written for her diary shortly after the incident. The notes 
were taken from Mrs. Sharp's description of what hap
pened. Yensoon interprets Mrs. Sharp's experience in en
tirely Chinese terms, thus offering a fascinating insight into 
the way cultural background controls our perceptions of the 
visitor experience-as it probably has throughout the ages. 

Y ensoon wrote: 
"In the evening of the 7th of October, 1986, Mrs. Sharp 

partook of a bowl of Chinese herbs. "  (Note: The herbs in
volved would not have induced hallucinations even a short 
time after consumption, let alone eight to ten hours later.) 
"She was wide awake the following morning at 4 A.M. 
Looking up at the ceiling with her right arm raised in the 
air, she suddenly saw seven little Chinese men appear and 
descend from the ceiling. They were three feet tall, all of 
them wearing Chinese coolie hats with a round brim. Their 
bodies were round, each of them wearing a different color, 
red, green, blue and yellow. The yellow little man seemed 
to be the leader. He 'gave Mrs. Sharp a stern and icy cold 
look. As if a hole was bored into her heart and she shud
dered. His subordinates were much more genial to her. They 
smiled at her and the blue little man touched her hand, mur
muring words of comfort. She found that he had a slimy 
and soft body. The 'leader' motioned his subordinates to lift 
Mrs. Sharp up to the ceiling and then put her down onto 
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the floor. She protested and ordered them to put her back 
to bed, but to no avail. In a trice, she found herself in a 
verdant park. The sun was setting. Although the surround
ings were a joy to her eyes, no living things were visible, 
only the wind was soughing amidst the trees. It struck a 
note of desolation to her. She felt a sense of despair. The 
little blue man presented her with a blue silk flowing robe, 
which she happily put on because it was her favorite color. 
The moment she put it on the sun suddenly sank beyond 
the horizon and they lifted her up in the darkness, at which 
time she lost consciousness. Upon regaining consciousness 
she found herself to be in her own bed. After this episode, 
Mrs. Sharp's condition declined rapidly. "  

Y ensoon also described the little men as being "like 
Chinese mushrooms, "  referring both to their shape and to 
the texture of their skin. Many people who have been close 
to the visitors have noted this skin quality. To my mind, 
this is a very exact description of one type of visitor. Their 
skin is clammy and they are small, round, and quite strong
very much in contrast to the taller ones, such as the being I 
depicted on the cover of Communion, who seem frail by 
comparison. 

Y ensoon also pointed out that the deceased wears a blue 
silk robe in a Chinese funeral. To me the appearance of this 
robe was another example of the way the experience alters 
itself to fit the cultural references of the people it is affect
ing. There was thus a message not only for Jo Sharp and 
me but also for Yensoon. It cannot be forgotten, however, 
that Mrs. Sharp was physically touched by the beings, and 
vividly described exactly the way this felt. It is all too easy 
to retreat from the idea that the visitors are physically real
at least at times. They effortlessly translated her from the 
physical world into another reality, one that seemed to be a 
sort of archetypal place of death. 

Upon reading this account, I remembered my hypnosis 
session covering events that occurred on the night of Octo
ber 4, 1985. During that session I had seen my son in a 
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beautiful but strangely desolate park. I had thought him dead 
and had experienced emotional devastation. 

Could there be an actual place somewhere, in some par
allel reality, where the dead linger in sighing gardens? 

If the soul exists, then it must in some way be a part of 
nature and so subject both to its laws and to the application 
of appropriate science. Perhaps Jo Sharp's soul was ex
tracted from her body and she was given a vividly symbol
ized demonstration of what awaited her. One can imagine 
the strange, empty park, the wind sighing in the trees, the 
sun setting . . . the images of death abound, gentle and 
strange. 

My own contact with the visitors was full of vivid dem
onstrations and symbols. The rich theatrics reported by Jo 
Sharp seem to me to be characteristic of one form of close 
communion with them. 

Martin Sharp added in a letter, "Jo (my mother) was not 
a person to hallucinate . . . and though highly imaginative 
she was not a vocally spiritual person. Indeed, she would 
say, 'The only thing "up there" are possums in the roof. '  
(Which there were.)" 

Later, when her death was approaching and she would 
lapse into a hypoglycemic coma, the doctors would feed her 
barley sugar to bring her out of it. During this period there 
were a number of episodes that Martin found upsetting. While 
she was in coma she would talk, taking on two different 
personalities. One of them seemed almost cheerful to him, 
and was cooperative. The other was duplicitous and strange, 
and resisted taking the sugar. "The other manifestation was 
positively sinister. She would appear totally collapsed . . .  
unconscious almost. . . . She, or rather 'it' would watch 
my every move through half-closed eyes. The 'uncon
sciousness' seemed a ploy because she appeared possessed by 
an alien, hateful intelligence-cruel, arrogant, despising help, 
strong. I would say physically strong. (My mother was very 
frail. )  Palpably evil. The whole atmosphere of her room 
would change. It was most upsetting. Her doctor would 
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sidestep the issue when I tried to talk about it. This entity 
would not take barley sugar, or would manage to hold the 
barley sugar in the mouth and not suck on it, spit it out, do 
almost anything to avoid the return of consciousness which 
the barley sugar would effect. " He went on to say, 'jo would 
have no memory of these experiences when the 'invader' 
retreated after the sugar solution had its effect. I thought it 
was very important to discuss but no doctor would. If I'd 
known more about exorcism I think I would have at
tempted to do it. " 

Martin's interpretation of all this was that she had some
how been possessed by the spirit or essence of her disease. 
He wrote, "I believe that the spirit which possessed my dear 
mother in these times was using her as a window. " 

Even before I received Martin's and Yensoon's written 
descriptions of the events, I was aware that Mrs. Sharp's 
initial experience had been intimately connected with death. 
The beings had lifted her up as if in demonstration, and then 
shifted her--or her soul-into a symbolized representation 
of death. The message for me was crystal clear: If I contin
ued to eat sweets, I too would end up there. 

The visitors had somehow sifted through the grains of 
my life and found the mother of a man I hadn't seen in 
twenty years, determined that she was diabetic, and done 
something to her that would get back to me through Phi
lippe. It suggested extraordinary powers of observation, at 
the very least. They obviously had the ability to examine 
lives in detail, and then to find the most useful person to 
serve as the object of their demonstration. 

This event led me to the thought that the visitors may 
have a far more sophisticated ability to enter our lives than 
we have even begun to suspect. More important, it was be
coming clear to me, based not only on my own experience 
but on that of Mrs. Sharp and others, that they appeared to 
be involved with what happens to man after death. 

I was having a lot of trouble grappling with that con
cept, largely because it made me feel so helpless. I began to 
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want very badly to understand more about the soul. At the 
time I was, like the great majority of people, very unsure 
about whether or not it even existed. I resolved to begin 
research into it. But at the moment it seemed to me that I 
was faced with an urgent mandate. Fulfilling it would be 
simple enough. 

All I had to do was stop eating sweets. Again I tried, 
more seriously this time. I found that it was amazingly dif
ficult. I ended up in the ridiculous position of pacing the 
floor over the fact that there was a box of Oreos in the 
cupboard. 

I had thought of myself as being mildly addicted to 
sweets. But when I really tried to stop, my "mild addic
tion" became a devil! 

My earlier thoughts about the meaning of sacrifice re
turned to mind. I had to admit to myself that I understood 
the principle of it. I understood very well. I just didn't want 
to do it. 

In the early days of Christendom people used to go into 
the desert to emulate Christ with fasting and prayer. They 
would spend months, years, a lifetime, struggling to reach 
Christ through self-denial and privation. 

I managed to go four days without ice cream, and then 
I bought a pint of Haagen-Dazs vanilla and ate half of it. 

I realized that I wasn't strong enough to deny myself. 
My consumption of sweets went back to my normal mod
erate level. I decided that this was a more sane way to live. 
I wasn't really interested in trying to copy even a small part 
of the life-style of crazed third-century hermits. 

The visitors did not respond at once. Instead they moved 
slowly and carefully to the point of anger. Their restraint 
amounted, I suppose, to a kind of tolerance of my weak
ness. 

But their tolerance had its limits. 
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110ur birth is but a sleep and a forget
ting: 

The Soul that rises with us, our life's 
Star, 

Hath had elsewhere its setting, 
And cometh from a for . . . " 

-WILLIAM WORDSWORTH, "Ode: 
Intimations of Immortality 

from Recollections of Early 
Childhood" 

BEYOND THE DARK 

Part Three 



FIFTEEN 

The Woods 

Sooner or later I was going to have to go down into those 
woods. My relationship with the visitors was beginning to 
demonstrate to me that burying fear and coping with it were 
two different things. I had to face it, to taste it, to take its 
measure-and that was only possible when it was making 
my legs wobble and my mouth go dry. 

I extended our time in the city. The lights seemed so 
reassuring. 

I was now fully aware that I was in a relationship with 
physical visitors. I was consciously trying to deepen and en
rich it even though I did not know if they were dangerous. 

The more I challenged my fears, the more involved with 
me they became. 

The cabin waited for my return. The woods waited. 
I strongly suspected that they could have walked into 

my house and dispelled my terror of them in a moment. 
That they did not was probably an ethical act. By leaving 
me in the dark they were granting me the chance to sur
mount my fears on my own. 

Time after time the fact of the relationship would hit me 
anew. I would be walking down a street, sitting in a movie 
theater, reading to my boy, eating breakfast, when suddenly 
the thought would come again, They're real. 

I still didn't know who or even what they were. But 
those things didn't matter now. I would leave the solution 
to those problems to the future, or to the visitors them
selves. They are clearly in complete control of the situation. 
It is probable that they could come forward publicly if they 
wished. But they don't. I doubt if anything we can do would 
change the plan by which they are revealing themselves to 



us. The point, for me, was not ro worry about who they 
were but to make use of what they had to offer. 

Instead of harming me, the visitors seemed to be daring 
me to transcend my weaknesses. I began to see an elegant 
and objective ethic behind their frightening manifestations 
and weird demands. If I could bear their presence in my life, 
if I could surmount my fears and my weaknesses, I was 
going to learn some extraordinary things. 

At any rate, with the lights of the city around me, that's 
how I rationalized things. Why I considered the city such a 
safe haven I don't know. I suppose it just felt safe, because 
of all the activity and the people. 

We went back to the cabin on September 26, 1986, ar
riving at about five. After dinner we watched an old movie 
on the tape machine. 

When it was over I put Andrew to bed with a story and 
returned to the living room to read. At ten Anne went up
stairs. 

I waited until about midnight. I sat reading in the same 
chair where I had heard the nine knocks. 

I would rather have gone out earlier, when my neigh
bors were still awake, but the sense of vulnerability and iso
lation that the late night brings seemed essential to a full 
experience. 

There was absolutely no question in my mind about one 
thing: Whatever the visitors were, they could become phys
ical. How deeply they could penetrate our reality-if they 
did not originate in it-I did not know. 

Finally the clock struck twelve times. I got up, took a 
deep breath. As the chimes died away, absolute silence en
veloped me. 

I went over to the side door, opened it, and stepped out 
onto the deck. Everything was familiar. We had closed the 
pool and its dark-green cover loomed like a great shadow 
at my feet. I listened to the cicadas crying and the occasional 
thump of a bullfrog down in the slow water behind the house. 
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I was scared, of course, but I would not have been there 
if that was all the situation had to offer me. There was also 
the tremendous, growing wonder. The visitors were real. 
This was prime experience. 

I felt that my previous attempts to challenge my fear had 
drawn them closer to me. Would this attempt cause a meeting? 

I crossed the deck. My hands were shaking, but I opened 
the gate into the yard without too much difficulty. It swung 
out with a creak. I looked up into the dark sky. 

Then I took the three steps down to the backyard. I kept 
having the feeling that something was going to drop out of 
the sky and grab me. 

I walked up the low hill that leads into the woods. I 
looked down into the dark, then turned around and looked 
back at my little cabin. There was only one lighted win
dow. I imagined Anne and Andrew asleep in their beds. We 
are so small and new and confused, we human beings. And 
yet, a man can go into the woods at midnight. 

As I descended into the blackness under the trees, I had 
to turn on the small flashlight I had brought. I could have 
taken a powerful torch, but I wanted only enough light to 
enable me to keep to the path. 

Slowly, hesitantly, I went down the way a few steps. 
The woods seemed as still as a leopard waiting for me to 
come near. 

I remembered racing home from the neighbors when I 
was a boy, my steps echoing in the empty street, the shad
ows lurching and twisting around me. I had been scared to 
look up at the sky for fear that I would see great eyes staring 
down at me. 

Sweat was blinding me. I was shaking and nauseated. I 
decided that I wasn't going to make it. The path was too 
dark and the woods were too big and, God help me, the 
visitors were too real. 

At that moment I thought to myself, You can turn around 
and go back to the house and give up. 
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But I didn't want to give up. I refused, absolutely, to 
turn back. I remembered being taken into these woods on 
the night of December 26, 1985. 

My mind screamed at me, Go back! Don't do this! 
Something slithered on the path. The cicadas stopped. 

The crickets stopped. In the menacing silence that followed, 
I heard what sounded like the whisper of leaves against soft 
cloth. It was coming up the path, this sound. 

My breath began to choke me. My heart was laboring. 
I thought to myself that a man could die of fright. The Rev
erend Robert Kirk, who wrote The Secret Common-Wealth, 
an early and brilliant treatise on the hidden life of the fairy, 
died of an apoplectic fit while walking on a fairy mound 
where beings had been seen a few days before. Ambrose 
Bierce, a great and very enigmatic horror writer who was 
deeply involved in occult work, simply disappeared. 

The sound grew more and more distinct. I didn't know 
whether to run. You don't run from a menacing animal. 
But this? 

The movements stopped. Now the path was like a bris
tling, hostile wall. I peered into the deeper darkness. 

You go back, my inner voice said to me. You don't have to 
do this. Go back, go to bed. 

But that was a lie. I did have to do this. It had fallen to 
me to do it. 

No matter what, I was walking out into those woods. 
Even though I wasn't sad, tears poured down my face. 

The inner man was crying. I felt like somebody was stand
ing in front of me in the path, but there wasn't anybody 
there. There was no way for me to tell if I was really being 
menaced or if my imagination was running away with me. 
As a professional writer I use my imagination as a tool. I 
know it well. Still, in a situation as extreme as this I could 
not be sure if it was tricking me or not. 

I put one foot out. Then the other. I reached ahead into 
the black, waved my arms. There was a hissing, sighing 
noise-blowing leaves, or them? 
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Pine needles crunched beneath my feet; the trees seemed 
so large, the path so narrow. My light was inadequate and 
I was soon struggling in confusion through the under
growth. Then I found the way again and went on, down 
deeper and deeper into the darkness, toward the meadow 
beyond the woods. 

I felt as if somebody was going to reach out and touch 
me. This sensation almost drove me mad with terror, it was 
so strong. My movements became jerky and uncontrolled. 
I was at the edge of blind panic. 

It seemed an infinity of time before I came to the end of 
the tree-clad path. Then, quite suddenly, I was there. Before 
me stood the night meadow, a grand expanse in the 
darkness. 

I remember how wide the sky seemed to become as I 
left the woods, and how the night was spread with the stuff 
of magic. I stood there for a short time, then faced the woods 
again. 

As I walked I imagined a voice whispering eagerly, "He's 
coming this way. " I stopped. At this point the path forks. 
One fork leads toward the house by an old road. The other 
takes a more roundabout way through the deeper woods. 

There was a lot of fear, but there was also a thrill in
volved in this. The night woods were absolutely sensuous. 
The silence was a marvel. 

I took the long way. I might as well have been in a cave, 
it was so dark. As I walked I kept turning around, listening, 
stopping. But I saw and heard nothing. 

Once I got out of the deep woods I saw the house again. 
It looked so sweet and warm that I almost wept as I walked 
up to it. And then I was inside. It was over. I had finally 
done it. 

I half expected to confront the visitors that night, but I 
did not. I learned something from that walk that I did not 
want to forget, not ever: Where the incoherent animal lives 
at the foundation of my being, I was literally sick with dread 
over the visitors. 
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That was where I had to do my work. I had to go down 
in there and shine some light. Change at that primitive core 
level was what I needed. 

Change. Could there ever be real change in the heart of 
a human being? Truly, that would be an application of grace 
in this world. 

I wanted so badly for the visitors to be benevolent that 
there was a possibility I would fool myself about them. The 
more deeply I explored myself, the more intense was the 
fear I found. I had the sense that I got closer to the visitors 
as I went deeper into myself. 

On the surface I wanted very badly to love them and to 
believe that they were trying to help me. But down in the 
primitive parts of my mind, I was literally wild with terror. 
Stepping outside at night I became almost like an animal, 
listening, peering around, sniffing the air, feeling as if every 
shadow concealed some terrible being with great, black eyes. 

I remembered how frightened the cats had been on the 
night of the nine knocks. 

It was with a cold feeling that I asked myself if the ani
mal within me might be the part that really knew the truth. 
I could look at what was happening to me either as a very 
genuine attempt to enable me to contact and cope with my 
fears on my own or as an extremely subtle effort to lure a 
free and decent human being into some kind of unholy trap. 

I did not know which it was. I could not fmd out. There 
were no precedents, there was nowhere to tum. I had lost 
my assurance that this had happened to anybody else before. 
I don't think it has-not to anybody who returned to record 
the experience. 

I wondered if my time was running out. 
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SIXTEEN 

Passage into Death 

A few days after my walk in the woods we went back to 
the city. It had been a hellish effort, and I was already look
ing forward to another period of relief. No sooner had we 
gotten back, though, than I received a shocking call from 
my brother, Richard. He had some disturbing and totally 
unexpected news. 

Our mother was feeling a new loneliness connected 
with the death of her own mother the previous April. She 
needed me. 

I was thunderstruck. "In three months' time you will 
take one of two journeys on behalf of your mother. On one 
of them you will die. . . . " 

The visitors weren't quite on time: It was nearly four 
months since that statement had been made. But I had told 
nobody about it. And suddenly I was taking just such a 
journey as they had described. 

I could not say no. Of course not. Mother needed me 
and I had to go. Richard suggested that I fly down to Texas 
the next day, and I agreed. 

I made my airline reservations. I never dreamed, not for 
a moment, that a prediction made by a strange being sitting 
on my bedside in May would actually come true. In May 
there had been absolutely no reason to suspect that my mother 
would need this kind of family support months later. She is 
a strong, self-sufficient, and very intelligent women. She had 
accepted the death of her mother. Now she was feeling grief, 
months later, and there was no question at all about my 
delaying. I had to be there. 

I did not-could not-tell anybody in the family the se
cret of the two journeys. It was unthinkable to tell Anne. 



She certainly had no reason to suffer this with me. And as 
for telling Mother-that was obviously out of the question. 

I had to get on that airplane not knowing which of the 
two journeys I was taking. Would it be the one that would 
end in my death, or the one that I would survive? Or did 
the fact that more than three months had passed mean that 
there was nothing to worry about? 

On the morning of the flight I woke up wondering if it 
was to be my last day alive. 

What did death mean to me? Was it oblivion? A new 
level of being? Heaven or hell? 

I wanted so badly to know, riding out to the airport in 
the still, silent predawn. 

My hunger for life was intense. I had paused on the way 
out of the house to look at my sleeping child. Was I cheat
ing him by even going on this journey? What was I to do? 
Mother needed me. Andrew had a right to his father, Anne 
to her husband. 

And in the middle of it all there was this distance, and 
this airplane, and this hard journey. I wanted to live. 

My boy's face floated into my mind's eye. I heard his 
cheerful, confident voice calling me, ' 'Dad!" And then this 
or that triumph reported. 

My life belonged to him more than it did to me, to Anne, 
even to Mother. And yet here I was accepting this insane 
risk. I didn't doubt for a moment that the risk was real. It 
felt darned real. 

The flight was to leave at about 7:30, and the terminal 
at La Guardia Airport was not crowded when I arrived at 
6:45. My feet echoed on the floors. There was a softness to 
the morning that I had not noticed in a long time. The faint 
smell of coffee in the hallways, the voices of the early trav
elers, a man trudging along with a briefcase, a woman roll
ing a stroller . . . and outside the windows the long, clean 
forms of airplanes. 

The world around me seemed so unexpectedly sweet. I 
thought to myself as people passed me that we human beings 
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close ourselves off from each other not because of fear but 
out of an excess of love. We cannot open our hearts to our 
real feelings about each other because we are afraid it would 
hurt too much. 

I went through the inspection point and down to an air
line club where I spent about fifteen minutes drinking orange 
juice and staring blankly out at the life of the airport, planes 
moving, men driving big baggage trucks, a catering van 
loading breakfast onto a plane. 

I remembered how I used to take business trips with my 
father when I was a boy, going out to the airport in the 
hour before dawn and walking onto the field where a Trans 
Texas Airways DC-3 would be waiting. The romance, the 
wonder of sailing off into the dawn, had given way to the 
emptiness of jet travel, so far above everything that it be
came an eventless waiting between moments of life. 

I was a nervous flyer. In the past I had gone through 
periods of absolute terror in the air, until I recognized that 
my real fear did not involve the reliability of the planes and 
crews but the idea of giving up control to others. To cure 
myself of this I imagined what the flight would be like if I 
were in the cockpit. I soon began to feel more comfortable 
realizing that my life was in the hands of people who knew 
what they were doing. 

When the time came I went to the gate. I phoned Anne 
and Andrew and told them good-bye. I was as cheerful as I 
could manage, and they suspected nothing of my true feel
ings . Then the boarding call came over the loudspeaker and 
I went to the plane. 

As we rolled along the runway I reviewed my life and 
my relationship with my mother. I have always tried to be 
good to her-I love her very much-and I couldn't think of 
anything I had done that might have led me into the death 
journey. 

Then again, we do not know what death is. Maybe not 
taking the death journey would be the real punishment. Per
haps this life is a sort of sentence, to be endured until the 

The Breakthrough 

165 



day and hour of completion and then to end in anguish and 
terror. Only afterward do we find out how foolish our 
fears were. 

Or perhaps we go from a hard place into an even harder 
one, into some sort of oblivion that is worse than physical 
death. I thought perhaps we have a potentially immortal soul, 
but one that can be killed even after the body dies. 

We took off, the plane roaring and shuddering its way 
into the sky as they always do. Modem jets do not float off 
like old planes did; they do not fly, but rather are thrust into 
the air by the sheer brute strength of their engines. 

Neither can they glide. Should the engines fail, they drop 
like projectiles. 

The engines are very reliable. 
I listened to the plane, to the grinding sound of the land

ing gear coming up, to the rising scream of the wind as our 
speed increased. Far below I saw Manhattan dwindle into 
the morning. Another plane shot past like a leaf a few miles 
away. I imagined how it would be if we collided with an
other airliner, a glancing blow and then the long fall. Not 
too many months before a 747 had crashed slowly in Japan 
and some of the passengers had written last notes to their 
families. "The plane is twirling faster now . . . .  " 

We flew on into the vacant world between places. A 
woman across the aisle, I noticed, was weeping quietly to 
herself. Behind me two children were traveling with their 
mother and they were full of excitement and wonder. The 
stewardess handed me my breakfast with a crisply profes
sional smile. The plane roared along uneventfully. Every
thing was absolutely, totally, and completely normal. 

I read The New York Times and waited to die. 
Staring at the paper didn't help. Eating an omelette and 

drinking orange juice didn't help either. The ground was 
far, far away. Every little sound the plane made spoke peril. 
A stewardess frowned. Had she heard a funny noise? Was 
this the beginning of the end? The captain came on the 
intercom to tell us how nicely everything wa·s going. Was 
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it hubris? Would the plane burst into flames in another 
second? 

A woman dashed toward the bathroom and I practically 
jumped out of my skin. My hands were shaking so much 
that I couldn't see the paper, let alone read it. 

I felt faint. The plane was like the inside of a sealed tomb. 
I fought a sudden impulse to rush to the door. Descriptions 
of air disasters paraded in memory. A DC-8 that had caught 
fire and crashed in the Rockies-and one passenger had leaped 
out of an emergency exit just as the plane slid into a moun
tainside . . .  the Japanese 747, twisting and turning in the 
sky with its terrified mass of passengers . . . the sad expres
sion I had once seen on the face of a dead man on a street 
corner . . .  graves, funerals, tombs, children at gravesides. 

Down I went, into the black places where we face death, 
where we cry out in the silence. There was nothing there, 
nothing! I thought of all the insects I have killed, of the cat 
I once ran into, of the snakes I killed when I was a boy in 
Texas, of the death of my grandfather, of the death of my 
father, of the death of my grandmother, of age and wis
dom, and of the sudden, surprising silence that follows the 
death of a beloved. 

The hours passed. I imagined Andrew in school, doing 
his reading at his little desk in the room festooned with 
drawings; and I thought of Anne working on her book, 
learning by slow degrees to be a writer, and of her hopes, 
her love, the simplicity of companionship. 

I thought also of the visitors sailing the skies and the 
mind, so strange, so alien, and yet so very close. How could 
I ever have imagined that they were not part of me? Of 
course they were part of me-they were part of us all; to 
some extent they must have leaped out of us like butterflies 
out of the winter chrysalis . . . and who knew if the shadow 
of the butterfly did not terrify the poor caterpillar as much 
as did that of the bird. 

We managed to land in Dallas and take off again without 
incident. 

The Breakthrough 

167 



I was so surprised when the plane landed in San Antonio 
that I practically kissed the elderly gentleman in the seat be
side me. 

Then we were leaving the plane. It was over. 
I drove through the familiar streets of the north side of 

San Antonio remembering the old places, the ended days. 
Down Broadway I went past Pat's Drugstore, where I had 
gone to buy comic books on my bike, and Winn's, where 
we had gotten cap guns and kites, and St. Peter's Church, 
where I had had my first great battles with the question of 
the soul, and the Broadway Theatre, where I had spent many 
a summer Saturday in dreams of darkness while the Texas 
sun blasted down . . . and then walked home beneath the 
big trees of the old neighborhood with the lazy cicadas 
screaming. 

And what else, what else? Why did I have such a pow
erful sense that so much of my life had been lost to me? 
Where did it go? What did those strange flashes of memory 
mean? What in the world were all those fireballs doing in 
my life, and who had come knocking on my door? 

Then I was at Mother's place, and the door opened, and 
there she stood, and suddenly she was small and sad and I 
felt the unknown that surrounds the little light of our lives. 

I hugged her and we went inside together and talked of 
the old days. We did not speak much about Granny's death, 
but rather the way it had been for us in San Antonio in the 
fifties. It was a much smaller city then, dreaming in the Texas 
sun. We spoke of hours we had spent together discussing 
the proofs we had sought for God and for our own immor
tality, of the summer nights and books we'd loved, of our 
obsessions with history and literature, and of the long con
versations with Father Patrick Palmer over the sense of pa
pal infallibility and the future of the Church. 

Always the Church would return to the center of our 
conversations, what it meant to us and where we expected 
it to go in the future. We were then still involved in such 
things as not eating meat on Fridays and we believed that it 
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was a mortal sin to miss mass on Sunday. The ritual of the 
mass was of enormous importance to us. We believed, if 
not in the sense of the words, then in the mysterium, the mo
ment of hoc est corpus whispered over the pale bread, and 
felt the presence of Christ within us when we partook of 
the Host. 

How far we had come since then. Neither of us attended 
mass as often as we had. We were filled with doubts about 
the new pope, tom between a need for direction and the 
inescapable thought that some sort of failure had taken place 
to bring Catholics to the point of disaffection that so many 
of us had reached. 

Mother needed to be cherished now and I lived far from 
home. I felt guilty about living in New York. But I could 
not imagine leaving now, or taking my boy out of the school 
that was serving him so well, or removing myself and Anne 
from the lives we had made. 

Mother seemed so small. Had she always been this tiny? 
We talked of nights at my grandparents' country home, of 
watching the sun set across the valley, of listening to the 
cowbells clanging as evening overspread the farms in the 
valley below. We remembered our evening walks on 
the road and the time I'd almost stepped on a seven-foot 
rattlesnake. And our dogs, Prissy and Sidney and Candy 
and Carnahan, a· succession of passionate beasts. 

Where does death take us? 
Mother had become as pale and soft as a moth, she who 

had carried me. I felt her vulnerability, her desperation. Now 
that her mother and her husband were gone it was her tum 
on the frontier of the night. I was still well back in the light, 
still warm, but the wind was blowing her and she wasn't 
young and strong anymore. 

We talked and talked. We went out to lunch together. 
Decisions were made that we hoped favored the future hap
piness of the family. 

My few days in San Antonio ended, and I prepared to 
return to New York. 
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It hit me on the way to the airport that the trip back was 
also part of this difficult journey. 

How miserable that the confrontation with mortality 
would have to happen all over again. 

I am not in the habit of contemplating my own death. 
And our culture supports me. We think of death as a disas
ter. Our entire concept of medicine is built around staving 
off death. When it comes it is a defeat for doctor and patient 
and a source of grief for all concerned. 

We don't really grieve for the dead; the living grieve for 
themselves. For the dead, the suffering, the waiting, the 
losses, all have ended and they have passed into a state about 
which we know nothing. 

It seemed only an hour and my three-day visit was over. 
Mother was feeling better and I had a lot of work to do in 
New York. 

I have never liked it that my family was so spread out, 
and it always hurts to leave her. She stood at her door wav
ing. I will never really understand the relationship between 
mother and son. I will never part easily from her. 

The streets were quiet. I drove slowly back to the air
port. My mind turned to the being on the bedside. Was this 
to be the fatal flight? I remembered the softness of the white 
cloth against my fingers. 

I felt so vulnerable and ignorant. How could such a thing 
as this be happening? 

The flight back was on a new plane, a Boeing 757. We 
took off into a beautiful sky and the short hop to Dallas was 
easy. While on the ground there we were told that there 
would be a delay because of bad weather between Dallas 
and New York. I sat in the airport thinking of the storms 
that stood like a wall between us and the distant runway 
where we were supposed to land. 

At last we took off. Seated beside me was a pilot re
turning to his home base. He had his wife and two small 
children on the plane as well. I was reassured; if anything 
did start to go wrong, this pilot would know instantly. If 
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he didn't react to some rumble or screech, I wouldn't either. 
The flight was very hard. Lightning flashed outside the 

windows and there was a great deal of bouncing around. I 
could hear the wind roaring around the plane and see by the 
lightning flashes that the tops of the clouds were higher than 
we were. Jets fly at great height, so this meant that these 
were really tremendous storms. 

I peered out into the reefs and canyons of cloud, into the 
anger of a great storm system. The pilot in the seat beside 
me was looking at it too. The dim cabin of the plane be
came heavy with humidity. Despite all the air conditioning, 
the storm was seeping in. 

We were rocked and tossed about. I saw gigantic fingers 
of lightning off the wing tips, and the miserable flicker of 
the plane's strobe lights against passing mountains of cloud. 

Suddenly the P A system came on and the captain an
nounced that we were moving to a different airway because 
"New York Control" was unable to get flights through the 
weather ahead. The pilot sitting beside had been getting 
quieter and quieter. Now he suddenly blurted out, "That 
means they've lost it. " He laughed nervously. "I hate it when 
these new controllers start jockeying us between airways. 
They don't know what's going on up here. They can't han
dle it when we have storms. "  

This was the death journey. We were going to collide 
with another plane, or we were going to be broken to pieces 
by the storm or struck by lightning or blown off the run
way when we tried to land. 

Behind us the pilot's two kids were sleeping peacefully 
in their mother's arms. She was leaning against the window 
with a pillow behind her head, her own eyes closed. I thought 
of the other people on the plane. 

I felt the most acute agony of longing to be with my 
wife and son. Who would put Andrew to bed, read to him, 
sing to him? He was only seven. And what of Anne? I re
membered the recording of her voice, taken while she was 
being hypnotized for Communion: "He goes . . . and it's 
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lonely, it's so lonely. " She was alone a lot in her childhood, 
and she has so enjoyed the warmth and closeness of our 
relationship. 

The sensation of being in a trap made me frantic. In my 
imagination I saw the visitors come dropping like bats 
through the ceiling of the plane, heard the people scream
ing, saw the wings collapse, felt the explosion-and felt my 
soul being carried away by a triumphant spiritual pred
ator . . . .  

I wondered if I might not be in the grip of demons, if 
they were not making me suffer for their own purposes, or 
simply for their enjoyment. 

Suffer, though? The man beside me was upset too, and 
he had his whole family in this plane. 

Wives lose their husbands, children lose their fathers, es
sential people die all the time. But the world does not stop; 
life keeps drifting toward its unimaginable fate. 

If I died on this night Anne would weep and then pick 
herself up and go on. And my little boy would nest his 
father in the pearls of his memory, and also go on. 

This was the truth. What I had to do here was accept 
that their fate belonged to them and contemplate instead 
my own. 

I had a lot to think about. Throughout all of human his
tory we have had methods for dying. Every religion from 
Egyptian to Christian has offered a way to the soul after 
death, a system by which it would go toward its judgment 
and find its place. 

In a reality made of energy, thoughts may literally be 
things. I suspect that in such reality a person who dies with
out a way is lost, unable to surmount the confusion that his 
own soul is creating around him. 

What would be my way of death? What if in another 
moment there was a great roar and I found myself disem
bodied but still alive, hanging in the air of another sky? Where 
would my judges be, where my guardian angels? I would 
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wander as helplessly as a cloud. I would drift, waiting for 
something to happen. But what if it was intended that we 
create our own realities after death? A man who dies with 
no expectations would be in danger of oblivion. 

Maybe a lot of us die that way now, in terror and con
fusion, and perhaps the visitors are beginning to peek out 
from behind the curtain to see what is going wrong that we 
no longer require them as keepers of the gates of heaven. 
What if the modern plague of spiritual emptiness is really a 
symptom of the death of souls? 

I could not invent a new cosmology for myself while 
waiting to die in a storm-tossed airplane. 

The thing shuddered and wallowed and groaned. My 
throat choked up, my hands shook, my breath got short
and suddenly I changed. 

I just changed. One moment I was a miserable, terrified 
little man, and the next there was this wonderful sense of 
freedom. It was simple and animal and real. All of a sudden 
I was like a colt in the morning, like a little boy seeing the 
ocean for the first time. 

Death seemed a very different experience. Gone was my 
dread. Now there was a preciseness to death, a sense of ab
solute correctness about it. It did not belong to the dark at 
all. I belonged to the dark. Death was a part of the grace of 
nature. 

My fear was gone. I accepted my situation. I was ready. 
And then I saw through the clouds the warm lights of 

New York and the stewardess was telling us to put our seat 
backs in the upright position and fasten our seatbelts in 
preparation for landing. 

The plane rocked as it touched down and then we were 
rolling, then coasting, then crawling along the runway. Be
fore I knew it we had reached the gate. 

A changed man, a profoundly changed man, left that 
airplane. I had been brought face-to-face with death. 

I had been so scared and wanted so badly to live. But 
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the peace I touched was so incredibly, transcendently great 
that I also now loved death a little, or at least I accepted the 
truth and presence of it in my own life. 

On that night I was freed from something that haunts 
us all: How will death feel? What will I do? How will I be 
as I die? 

I know how I will be. I have already died a little. The 
visitors have had the courage and wisdom to give me this 
gift, this singular liberty. 

Love at its most true is not afraid to be hard. 
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SEVENTEEN 

Fury 

Life exploded around me in flowers of thought and talk. 
People seemed luminous, possessed of a sweetness and beauty 
I had never before noticed. Hard people appeared as inno
cent as children. 

The streets of New York were suddenly full of magical 
beings, and the most ordinary of us now appeared charged 
with light. 

In every single glance, though, there was also fear. We 
are all terrified of death, and not until that terror is lost can 
it be seen in others. Generally we ignore death, but in real
ity every one of us is facing it every moment. We are afraid 
all the time. The fear is even there in the startling serious
ness of sleeping faces. 

What a mystery people became, rich, strange, their faces 
etched by some dire and wonderful hand to a vividness that 
I almost could not bear. 

The light falling across the breakfast table in the morn
ing, the voices coming in through the windows of our city 
apartment, the roar of trucks, the angry, sullen cries, the 
laughter of kids down at the bus stop, all reemerged as part 
of something beautiful and quite inadmissible to language. I 
could not name it, but I could know it with a knowing that 
was so simple and so frankly true than not even the most 
subtle word could express it. 

The least look from any eye seemed to contain the very 
essence of truth. I saw the laughable absurdity of the ego
tism that affiicts so many of us as our proud old civilization 
teeters toward its evening. We are all the same, literally so, 
innocent or experienced, foolish or wise. We are all little 
particles of something we cannot name, fiercely intelligent 



and full of overwhelming passion that emerges from the 
mystery that made us and lives within us-and is us. 

I will not call it soul or God or Paraclete or essence or 
Christ-consciousness. It is old, I know that, but I will not 
diminish its potential by naming it before it consumes me 
into itself. I may die without giving it a name, but at least I 
will have surrendered to it enough to let it turn me toward 
the direction of its light. 

When I would turn my thoughts to death I was like a 
child amazed by a field of daffodils. 

Then I thought, What happens afterward, and I realized 
that I was by no means free from fear. The visitors had 
given me a great gift, but I had gone through hell to get it. 
And now that I had it, there was always the possibility that 
it would turn out to be an illusion. 

I could not shake the idea of the soul predator. I took 
my midnight walks regularly now, and every time I reached 
the darkest part of the woods the thought would come 
whispering back. 

I had no evidence that it was true. I just couldn't rid 
myself of the notion that there was something predatory 
about the visitors. I had terrifying fragmentary memories of 
them-memories of leering visitor faces, of long, four
fingered hands, of recoiling at their touch. 

Those moments remain as if sealed behind smoky glass. 
I couldn't tell where the memories came from. There were 
dozens, maybe hundreds of them. 

Where were these images from? Reality? Imagination? 
Were they nothing more than my own frightened apotheo
sis of the visitors? Unfortunately, I could not know an an
swer to these questions. 

Thus I was unable to put this particular fear to rest. But 
I was also unwilling to demean a relationship that was be
ginning to bear such marvelous fruit. 

I decided not only to live with my fear but to plunge 
deeper, if I could, into the relationship. That seemed to me 
to be the only way to learn. 
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I asked them in my mind to do whatever I needed the 
most. I sat in my office at our apartment and whispered my 
request, repeating it over and over, feeling it from the cen
ter of my bones. "Do what I need the most. Do it!" 

I set no conditions. I did not even try to think what I 
might need. 

The next day I began to hear the voice yet again urging 
me to stop eating sweets. I was annoyed and disappointed. 
This was what I needed the most? What about the growth 
of consciousness? What about understanding the true nature 
of our relationship? 

No, it was none of that. Instead I began to hear choking 
noises inside my chest every time I ate a Fig Newton or 
an Oreo. 

I really tried hard to stop this time. I was amazed at the 
results. I all but sweated blood over cookies and ice cream! 
It was unbelievable, ridiculous, that I could hunger so much 
for something so trivial. 

I just couldn't stop. I didn't have the strength. Two days 
after quitting them I was having dreams about cookies. What 
infuriated me was that this was such an innocent pleasure 
and it seemed so unnecessary to deny myself. 

I understood the importance of what the great hermits 
like St. Anthony of Alexandria did. In turning away from the 
pleasures of the world they offered themselves to that which 
lay within. It was this act that freed them from the blindness 
of life and enabled them to see the very light of the soul. 

When the visitors warned me about sweets they may have 
been attempting to lead me into an understanding of just 
how profoundly addicted I was to external life. Previous to 
this battle over sweets I had thought of myself as a person 
without addictions. I didn't smoke, drink much alcohol or 
caffeine, take drugs, or do any of the other things that are 
associated with addiction. But as soon as I attempted to deny 
myself a cookie I found out that I was just as addicted as 
the next person. 

I discovered this intellectually, but it did not occur to 
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me that it might also be literally true on the physical level. 
I did not really believe that there might be some sort of 
actual, physical state that the visitors wanted me to enter, 
one that could not be accessed without giving up sugar. 

I did see that making this sacrifice would symbolize my 
surrender to the needs of the soul. But I didn't want to sur
render. I wanted to enjoy the pleasures of being alive-sweets 
included. 

In early November we returned to the cabin for a week 
or so. Over the course of the fall we had been back and 
forth many times and there had been no sign of the visitors. 
At about eleven that night I went walking in the woods. 
For the first time I was completely unafraid. I had accepted 
even the soul-eater possibility. If that was our fate, then so 
be it. I wasn't being harmed right now. That was reality. 
That was what I knew. 

It had not been easy to participate in the visitors' little 
theatricals-like those airplane flights-but the benefits to 
me were so enormous, I could not consider that they flowed 
from anything except a very considerable love. 

I walked along in the night woods, my feet shuffiing the 
new-fallen leaves. 

As it was cloudy, the woods were very dark. I had to 
rely totally on my flashlight. I went down among the tall 
trees to the meadow beyond, reflecting as I walked on the 
beauty of the night and on how small these woods actually 
were. The real forest was a mile in the opposite direction. 
This place where I had been so afraid was only a congenial 
little woodland peopled by a few deer and coons. There was 
nothing to harm me here. 

As I walked out into the meadow I saw something streak 
across the sky. It looked like a spark. As it was clearly vis
ible under the cloud cover, it could not have been a meteor. 
But what kind of spark? Certainly it wasn't from a chim
ney; this particular spark had been moving against a rather 
stiff wind. 

Then I heard a voice speak, the voice of a child: "Go 
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to the middle of the meadow and look up. " 
I went a short distance and looked up. I saw nothing. 

The voice returned, telling me to move a little back, then a 

little to one side or the other. 
When I looked up again I saw a round, dark shadow 

about the size of a quarter. It was absolutely stationary be
hind the rushing clouds. The stillness of the thing made it 
seem unreal. One is used to seeing movement in the sky, 
never stillness. Even a hovering helicopter moves. This was 
as still as a stone. 

I watched it very carefully, observing that it was black 
and absolutely featureless. I also noticed that if I moved my 
head even slightly the object instantly disappeared! It was as 
if I were seeing it through a crack in a wall. I asked the 
voice to speak again. I listened. I waited. I started to get cold. 
Then the disk disappeared completely and did not come back. 

Finally I returned to the house. 
The next day, a Saturday, was cloudy and quiet. Au

tumn was giving way to winter and we spent the day read
ing and lounging around the fire. In the evening we listened 
to A Prairie Home Companion on National Public Radio and 
then to a lovely local folk-music program from nearby Al
bany, Hudson River Sampler. 

At ten I put Andrew to bed and at ten-thirty Anne and 
I went out to the hot tub together. The sky was now full of 
broken clouds, with an occasional star peeking out through 
one of the rushing gaps. 

We had been in the tub for no more than five minutes 
when I saw a very peculiar light appear just above the tree line 
across the deck from the house. This object consisted of a 
bright central light with a noticeably rounded bottom that 
was glowing pink. Clustered close to it on one side was a bril
liant blue light. On the other side was a white light strobing 
furiously, its intensity far greater than any aircraft strobe. 

By this time I had not only become familiar with dozens 
of aircraft illumination configurations, I also knew all the 
various airways that could be seen from our house. 
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Thus I knew at once that if this was an airplane, it was 
displaying a radically nonstandard lighting configuration and 
must be a private plane as it was nowhere near a route an 
airliner would be using. 

It was below the ceiling, which I later estimated at about 
eight hundred feet. A call the next morning to the nearest 
airport, which is thirty miles away, established their ceiling 
at eleven hundred feet at the hour of the observation. Al
lowing for our slightly higher elevation, I believe my eight
hundred-foot estimate for the bottom of the cloud cover was 
reasonable. 

This meant that the lighted object was below eight 
hundred feet and probably no more than a thousand lateral 
feet from us. And yet there was absolutely no trace of a 
sound. A helicopter at that distance would have been clearly 
audible. An ultralight aircraft would have been easy to hear. 
A small private plane would have had to move faster that 
this object, which came forward very slowly. 

I recognized that the object fitted no common pattern. 
My next thought was that I alone might be seeing it. I ap
proached the matter obliquely with Anne. I did not even 
want to ask her if she could see something in the sky. That 
might be suggestion enough. Instead I said how beautiful 
the line of trees was against the moving clouds. 

She looked up and said, "What's that?" 
So my question was answered. She could see it too. I 

replied, "I think it's them. " 
As soon as I said that the object stopped and moved back 

down below the tree line as if trying to keep itself hidden. 
A few moments later I saw it flickering past some trees in 
front of the house, so low at this point that it must have 
been coming up a draw behind the ridge we are on. It was 
perhaps two hundred feet from the ground. 

The next thing I knew, a flash of blue-white light hit me 
in the face. Simultaneously Anne saw a brilliant bar of light 
suspended above the house. 

A wave of exhaustion swept over me. I felt that I had to 
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get out of the hot tub at once or risk drowning. I was about 
to lose consciousness. 

We both got out of the tub and went in to bed. There 
was no question of my doing anything about the fact that I 
knew the visitors were here. It was all I could do to climb 
the stairs to the bedroom. 

Although she said nothing about it later, we must have 
both been affected because I don't think we were awake for 
another five minutes. 

In the wee hours of the night I abruptly woke up. There 
was somebody quite close to the bed, but the room seemed 
so unnaturally dark that I couldn't see much at all. I caught 
a glimpse of someone crouching just behind my bedside ta
ble. I could see by the huge, dark eyes who it was. 

I felt an absolutely indescribable sense of menace. It was 
hell on earth to be there, and yet I couldn't move, couldn't 
cry out, couldn't get away. I lay as still as death, suffering 
inner agonies. Whatever was there seemed so monstrously 
ugly, so ftlthy and dark and sinister. Of course they were 
demons. They had to be. And they were here and I couldn't 
get away. I couldn't save my poor family. 

I still remember that thing crouching there, so terribly 
ugly, its arms and legs like the limbs of a great insect, its 
eyes glaring at me. 

And there was also the love. I felt mothered. Caressed. 
Then the terrible insect rose up beside the bed like some 
huge, predatory spider. The eyes glittered as it tilted its head 
from side to side. 

Every muscle in my body was stiff to the point of break
ing. I ached. My stomach felt as if it had been stuffed with 
molten lead. I could hardly breathe. 

The next thing I knew, something had been laid against 
my forehead. I felt it there, a light electric pressure vibrating 
softly between my eyes. 

Instantly I seemed to be transported to another place, a 
stone floor with a low stone table in the middle of it. The 
table was a bit more than waist high and on it there was a 
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set of iron shackles. A man was led down some steps and 
attached to these shackles. He was right in front of my face, 
not two feet from me, looking directly at me with eyes so 
sad that I almost couldn't bear it. 

He was a perfectly ordinary-looking human being. He 
had curly brown hair and he was naked. His body was mus
cular and normally formed in every respect. Behind him was 
a taller person wearing black. I was not able to see this in
dividual clearly, as he was moving very quickly and the 
shadows were deep. 

The next thing I knew, this person was beating the poor 
man with a terrible whip. Before my eyes this man was 
being almost tom to pieces by the fury of the beating. 

I was shocked to my core when it started. I remember 
how the surprise undid me. The man's face collapsed into 
agony and he began straining at the cuffs around his wrists. 

Somebody behind me said, "He failed to get you to obey 
him and now he must bear the consequences. " 

The horror went on and on. The man was getting des
perate. His head would loll for a moment, then another ter
rible blow would bring him to his senses. Another voice, 
the old voice, the one I identified with the feminine being I 
had seen during the Communion experience, began to intone, 
"It isn't real, Whitty, it isn't real. " 

That didn't make me feel much better. My heart was 
sick for the poor man in front of me. I knew perfectly well 
that this whole business had to do with the eating of sweets, 
as stupid as that sounds. 

Even as this little psychodrama proceeded, I felt my
self getting furious with the visitors. The beating went on 
and on and the voice kept saying, "It isn't real, Whitty, 
it isn't real. . . . " But I experienced it as if it were all 
quite real. 

I went through hell watching that poor man suffer for 
me. I have never felt such raw humiliation and guilt. I would 
have done anything to trade places with him. But they beat 
him until he was a slumped, broken ruin. 
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And then I was back in bed again. The visitor was now 
standing beside the bed. I could see her face quite clearly. 
There was a sardonic expression there that I will never forget. 

Andrew started screaming. The shock that went through 
me this time was absolutely explosive. I tried to get out of 
bed but I felt as though I were tied down around my shoul
ders and waist and ankles. I couldn't move. 

She said, "He is being punished for your transgression. "  
His screaming filled m y  ears, m y  soul. Listening to it, I 
wanted to die. I tried to call out to him, to arouse Anne, to 
do anything at all to somehow regain some control over the 
situation. 

I thought I was going to suffocate. My throat was closed, 
my eyes were swimming with tears. The sense of being in

fisted was powerful and awful. It was as if the whole house 
were full of filthy, stinking insects the size of tigers. 

Then it was over. He was silent. There was nobody in 
my room. The sense of menace was gone. I started to get 
up and go to my son. Somebody hit me. It was as if I had 
been slapped across the face. I fell back into the bed and I 
don't remember another thing until morning. 

The instant I woke up I jumped out of bed and went 
straight to Andrew. He was sleeping with all of the covers 
off the bed. He looked cold. As I covered him he woke up. 
He seemed perfectly normal. Anne seemed perfectly normal. 

I said to her, "They came last night. " She answered, "I 
know. " I asked her if she remembered anything. "Just the 
thing in the sky. And then we went to sleep. "  

Feeling like a zombie, I dressed and went to get the Sun
day papers. A few minutes later I almost ran my car into a 
ditch. I was going much too fast for our narrow road. 

I slowed down, stopped, pulled my car over. My eyes 
were streaming with tears. My hands were shaking so badly 
that I couldn't steer. My mind was thick with the visitors. 
They were so terrible, so ugly, so fierce, and I was so small 
and helpless. I could smell that odor of theirs like greasy 
smoke hanging in my nostrils. 
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Again, though, I felt love. Despite all the ugliness and 
the terrible things that had been done, I found myself long
ing for them, missing them! How was this possible? I wanted 
them to come back to me! 

I was crying not only because I was scared but also be
cause I was lonely. I felt as if I belonged more to the other 
world I had glimpsed last night than I did to this one. It 
seemed greater and more intensely real and far closer to the 
truth. 

I regretted the contempt I had shown for its needs and 
its laws and felt a desperate desire to make amends. 

I had tempted their rage, and now I knew what it meant. 
There was something worse, though. I remembered a 

glimpse, no more than that, of another level of their being, 
and it was very, very distressing to recall. When that voice 
had been intoning "It isn't real, Whitty, " I had felt a pain 
greater than the pain of punishment. It was the pain of their 
love. They had given up something for me, and I suspected 
that it was access to the full joy of a thing that I could not 
even name. I had the sense that they had on my behalf turned 
away from perfect love, and that they had done this to 
help me. 

If they are an element of the divine, to come into our 
world would be like penetrating deepest darkness. I realized 
that I was isolated in myself, turned away from the light 
that surrounds us. 

I suspected that the ugliness I had seen last night was not 
them, but me. I was so ashamed of myself that I almost 
retched. 

When I got back with the papers I made some pancakes, 
going about my work like an automaton. As I worked, I 
kept hearing Andrew's voice howling down the night. 

But he was happily reading the funnies. 
Obviously they hadn't hurt him, but they had served 

notice that he was vulnerable. He was never going to suffer 
for my weaknesses, not as far as I was concerned. 

For the first time in my life, I refrained at that breakfast 
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from putting syrup on my pancakes. I felt like an idiot for 
doing it, but I was damned if I was going to allow what 
had happened a few hours earlier to escalate. God only knew 
what the visitors might do next if I continued my experi
ment in defiance. 

I stopped eating sweets on that day. I discovered how 
strong one must be to change a single innocuous habit. My 
renunciation has been far from perfect. I am a sugar addict 
and I will always be a sugar addict. Sometimes I fail. But 
then I begin the struggle again. And that seems to be the 
point of the whole exercise, to engage in the struggle. 

It is a small, humble thing. But I am a small being, so I 
suppose a humble struggle is appropriate. 

By defying the visitors, I had learned a great deal more 
than I would have any other way. They did not often answer 
my requests unless they themselves had a need to fulfill. 

When I defied them I found the limit of their tolerance 
of me. They waited for six months for me to do what they 
were asking, and then they expressed rage. So they can be 
frustrated and angered, and they can react in anger, al
though-at least in this case-with the restraint of reassur
ing me that it was all an illusion. 

I sat eating my unsweetened pancakes and wondering if 
they realized just how hard this was going to be for me. 
And at once I felt like an idiot. Obviously that must be 
perfectly clear to them. That was the whole damned point, 
wasn't it? 

Andrew had finished his breakfast and was now playing 
happily. 

The suggestion that he had been drawn into my punish
ment must have been intended as a reminder to me that the 
stakes were very high. 

They were indeed. I could never have imagined how high. 
Nothing that had come before could compare to what now 
awaited me, now that I had faced the fury of the visitors 
and thus surrendered myself to whatever wisdom they 
possessed. 
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EIGHTEEN 

A Soul's Journey 

I was lying down at about four o'clock in the afternoon of 
November 1 5  when something odd happened. We were at 
the cabin. I wasn't napping, but I had my eyes closed and 
was carefully moving my attention from place to place in 
my body in order to strengthen my sensory awareness.  This 
was something I had been doing for many years, and I cer
tainly didn't expect any unusual side effects. Suddenly, 
however, I heard a familiar group of young voices say in 
unison, "Oh, good. Now we'll show you something. "  

An instant later I appeared to be in two places at once. I 
was still lying on the bed, but a quite conscious and sen
sually alive "other" me was also standing beside what was 
quite clearly a new Cadillac. I put my hands on the roof and 
felt it. There were people I recognized but could not quite 
name standing around admiring the car. Then the peculiar 
sensation ended. I was confused. I am not likely to dream 
about cars. My interest in them goes no farther than taking 
care of the one I own. 

The next day I was surprised to find that some acquain
tances had bought a Cadillac. It had been delivered the day 
before, at about four o'clock. At that hour they had been 
showing it to some neighbors . . . me included, apparently! 
As far as I could tell-and I wasn't about to ask them if 
they'd "sensed" my presence-they had no idea that I'd been 
around. 

Was I really there? If not, then how did I know about 
the car? These people were not friends but acquaintances. I 
hadn't been in contact with them in a couple of months. 
The fact that they had gotten a new car was mentioned the 



next day by a mutual friend, apparently by pure chance. 
After that I started asking other people who'd had visi

tors encounters if they'd ever had out-of-body experiences. 
It turned out to be a very common perception. 

One of them recommended that I read Robert Monroe's 
book journeys Out of the Body. I did so and was fascinated 
but not convinced. It seemed to me that what Mr. Monroe 
was describing was a dream state. 

I read this book toward the end of November 1986. I 
began to try the methods for getting out of one's body that 
were described in the book. Almost immediately I discov
ered that a certain sensation reported by Mr. Monroe was 
readily available to me. He wrote of feeling a sort of pulsa
tion traveling through his body when he was lying down 
and preparing for a journey. I found that this sensation would 
come so reliably that I was able to ask other people to ob
serve me while it was taking place. Anne could detect no 
difference in my physical appearance when it was happening 
and it did not lead to any out-of-the-body travel. 

On the night of November 27, however, I had an abso
lutely remarkable dream. It was the most awesome and 
beautiful dream I can remember. Its intensity was startling. 
Unlike the appalling perceptions I 'd had of the moon ex
ploding and the Chernobyl accident the previous April in 
Boulder, or the vision of the golden city, it was clearly a 
normal dream. 

In it I found myself standing on the beach of a green sea. 
Little waves were sifting up the strand, and I had the 
impression that they represented human beings on their 
journeys through experience. Each tiny lapping movement 
was dense with wordless emotional impact, as if the whole 
transit of a life had been contained within it. 

Above me there was a sky of clear blue so perfect that it 
made my heart ache to see it. And hanging in this sky was 
a large object that seemed to be made of clay. It was round 
on one side and square on the other, and was rotating slowly. 
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Even though it seemed old and was worn and cracked, 
it appeared to me as something of great beauty, a perfect 
object floating in a radiant sky. 

Voices began to speak around me. I was aware that a 
group of children were approaching, and I told them to look 
up into the sky. Then the object changed in its rotation. The 
square and round parts separated and began circling one an
other. This motion was incredibly satisfying. It seemed to 
represent a reconciliation of opposite forces, a sort of 
"squaring the circle. " 

A very large emotion filled me as the children came closer. 
They were dressed in green and yellow and tan clothing, 
loose-fitting. Some of them said that they were Moslem and 
others that they were Christian. 

This did not disturb me, but on the contrary seemed 
extraordinarily fortunate, because it meant that there would 
be friction, and out of the friction would come balance. 

I began to feel a sense of inner balance. I walked a little 
way into the water, my feet touching the cool stones be
neath the waves. On the far horizon there was a beautiful 
star, a huge white-blue radiance. It seemed like a living thing 
and I wanted to call to it. I found myself producing a sound 
from deep within that seemed to carry far into the silence. 

As the star faded I felt a long, long way from home. 
Just a dream, but for me a deeply moving one. 
I was interested to see that children were again involved. 

They were emerging as a subtle but important motif of my 
experience. I remembered the children's circle from my 
boyhood, the children running past me into the field of yel
low flowers, the voices of children, and now this dream about 
holy children. It was also true that the visitors' admonition 
not to eat sweets was the sort of thing that one told a child. 
Both my response to it and their reaction were childlike 
as well. 

I wondered if mind in its disembodied form is not wise 
and old but wise and young. Perhaps we grow old and die 
quickly, but there is a superconscious level of being that 
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matures much more slowly. Maybe, on this level, there is 
something very ancient that is also very young. 

On the afternoon of November 28 we returned to the 
cabin after a short absence. As we left the highway and passed 
through the toll plaza we noticed that one of the cars beside 
us had quite an unusual-looking cat in it. It must have been 
a Siamese. It had a long, rather simian face and two glaring, 
black eyes. Andrew noticed how strange it looked and pointed 
it out to me and Anne. 

As I glanced at it I saw something really startling in the 
backseat of the car. The cat in front was bizarre-looking, 
but there was another one in the back that was impossible 
to believe. All I could see of it was the top of its head and 
two gigantic, pointed ears. These ears were easily bigger 
than a human hand. The animal was gray and looked a bit 
out of focus. Just at that moment Andrew said, "Dad! Look 
at that thing in the backseat. "  I had already seen it. I looked 
more closely. The car was a BMW about five years old. The 
driver was male, and he appeared to be in his mid-forties, 
normal in every way. The Siamese beside him was odd
looking, but not completely unacceptable. 

The animal in the backseat was another matter. It still 
hadn't raised its head enough for us to see its eyes. I stared 
at it. The head must have been three feet across. Andrew 
said, "Where's the rest of it?" 

I had no idea how to explain what we were seeing. 
Something with such a huge head could not possibly fit into 
the backseat of a BMW unless there was no floor. I told 
Anne to look at it. 

"At what?" she asked. 
"The giant cat in the BMW. " 
"You guys are kidding me. " 
When I looked again the backseat was empty. Andrew 

and I were perplexed. We had both seen the thing, and there 
hadn't been a word spoken about it between us beforehand. 
We'd both seen it at virtually the same moment. 

It was one of those experiences that we used to ignore 
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before we became aware that such things often had a larger 
significance. Instead of ignoring it, I told myself the truth 
about it: Both Andrew and I-independently and with no 
verbal communication between us-had seen a completely 
impossible animal in the backseat of a nearby car. 

Could it have been a reflection on the window? Possibly, 
but it certainly appeared to have a form and substance of its 
own, and to be very defmitely inside the car despite the fact 
that it was not noticed by either the driver or the other cat. 

As we entered the tollbooth I was able to see down in
side the car. The backseat was empty. 

I recount this story not because I know what happened 
or why, but because it had a peculiar sequel a few hours 
later during one of the most fascinating experiences of 
my life. 

That evening I saw two figures in the front yard. I only 
saw them for a moment and I could not make out any par
ticular shape except that they appeared to be entirely hu
man, moving through the yard. I recall that they were tall 
and wearing white uniforms. Although I went outside and 
looked around carefully, I saw nobody. 

Later that evening there was a power failure lasting four 
minutes. It was confined only to our immediate area, as I 
called friends in the town and down the road and they were 
unaffected. 

At about eleven-thirty I went walking in the woods, but 
found nothing unusual about my experience. I was quite 
nervous and practically jumped out of my skin when some 
deer snorted at me. 

I went to bed with no inkling of what was to happen 
next. Until four-thirty I slept easily. I awoke as I often do 
at that hour, got up and took a drink of water. I then went 
to the window and looked out into the predawn stillness. 
After a time I lay back on the bed. The thought crossed my 
mind that I would like to try having an out-of-the-body 
episode. Robert Monroe had counseled in his book that this 
experience was most likely to be available when one was in 
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a "mind awake/body asleep" state, and I thought that this 
might be a good time to try for such a state. 

My many years of meditation made it a familiar condi
tion for me. I began attempting to roll out of my body. 

An instant later I saw a strange image as if on a tele
vision screen about a foot from my face. It was the image 
of the long, gray hand of a visitor pointing at a box about 
two feet square on a gray floor. The hand was extremely 
long and thin, with four fingers. They had black, clawlike 
nails on them. The longest one was pointing down at 
the box. 

For some reason this image had the effect of causing an 
explosive sexual reaction in me. My whole body was jolted 
by what I can only describe as a blast of pure sexual feeling. 
I have never known anything like it before or since. It was 
especially odd because the image was so completely asexual. 
In fact, the hand was actually repulsive-looking, and one 
could hardly consider a plain gray box an object of sexual 
interest. The effect only lasted an instant, but it had an 
amazing effect on me, quite beyond anything that one would 
have thought. 

What happened was that the blast of sexual energy seemed 
to loosen connections inside me. I rolled out of my body. It 
felt as if I had come unstuck from mysel£ The experience 
was strange in the extreme-almost beyond description. 

For an instant, I was very confused and disoriented be
cause the sheet I was lying on had just slid past my field of 
vision. Then I found myself in the air above my body. I 
was hanging there, floating effortlessly. I saw my face down 
below, the eyes partly opened, the lips parted. It did not 
look like me, not quite. Later I think I understood why: I 
had never before seen myself except in mirror-image. 

I was not asleep. I had not had a chance even to enter a 
meditative state. On the contrary, I felt alert. Thus I was 
able to examine my situation carefully and to experiment 
with such things as observing my shape and moving about. 

I was calm and collected and not at all afraid. 
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I looked around me. The first thing I noticed was that I 
could see the entire room at once. It was the same dimly lit 
bedroom it had been a moment before. Anne was sleeping 
in the bed, very much alive. By contrast, my body was still 
as a stone. 

Between us on the blanket there lay a cat. This amazed 
me since our cats were in the city. The animal was aware of 
my presence, and looked up at me. It was a familiar face: It 
looked like Sadie, our Burmese. I would almost say it was 
Sadie, except that I knew for certain she was not there. The 
cat stood up and jumped off the bed. She slipped slowly and 
gracefully to the floor as if she were no heavier than the 
wings of a butterfly. Then she began walking around, com
pletely unconcerned with me. 

I found that I could move about quite freely. I wanted 
to go to the foot of the bed and glided there easily. Parallel 
with the foot of our bed is a double set of windows. Out
side one of these windows I could see the face of a being 
like the one on the cover of Communion. It was however, a 
uniform gray color. Its large, almond-shaped eyes were much 
less alive than I could remember seeing them before. I would 
almost have been willing to believe that this was a mask or 
picture of some sort. In any case, I took it as a warning not 
to go out that window. 

There was no way, though, that I was going to cower 
in a bedroom considering the remarkable state in which I 
found myself. I moved toward the empty window. 

Would I be able to open a window? Did I even have 
hands? I examined myself. I appeared to be a roughly spher
ical field. I had rather dulled sensation. I was neither breath
ing nor feeling a need to breathe. I tried closing my eyes, 
which was possible, but it felt more like I was willing my
self not to see than like I had dropped my eyelids. There 
were absolutely no body sounds at all. The slight tinnitus 
or ringing that I have in my left ear was gone. 

I moved toward the window and touched the sash-a 

Transformation 

192 



light touch that felt normal in every way. But when I tried 
to raise it, my hand simply went through it. As a matter of 
fact, what I was calling a hand wasn't a hand at all, but a 

sort of gray, hazy probe that would move out from the cen
ter of my body when I wanted to touch something. The 
end of it was about as formed as a mitten. 

I found that I could push through the glass of the win
dow and the screen beyond. There is a hemlock right out
side the window and I thought I would try to grab some of 
its needles and bring them inside with me. This would tell 
me if I was having real access to the physical world in this 
state. 

As I passed through the glass and the screen, I could feel 
a slight difference in density, exactly as if I were moving 
through cool smoke. Once outside I could see that the world 
around me was very much the same as it had always been. 

There was one striking exception. I noticed that the power 
lines coming into the house appeared fat because of a sort 
of gray, hairy substance that was adhering to them. The 
phone line was like this also, but the substance was much 
more sparse. It looked exactly like hair that has been raised 
by a static charge. I think that I may have been seeing the 
electromagnetic field around the wires. 

I touched the tree and took some of the needles between 
my "fingers. " Although I could see the needles I had taken, 
I could also see that there were still needles on the tree. It 
was as if I had taken a sort of coating off the needles, some
thing that paralleled their form but was made of another, 
more subtle substance. 

When I attempted to return to the bedroom, I found 
myself impeded by the screen. For a moment I thought that 
I was not going to be able to get back inside. I thought to 
myself that I had died a really strange death . . . unless death 
is always like this. 

Then the screen seemed to give way and I popped through 
into the bedroom. 
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I tried to make a sound to arouse Anne. Although I found 
that I could sing and possibly even talk, she remained totally 
unaware of me. 

I wondered, if she was awake and I had spoken in her 
ear, would my voice have sounded like a small radio? Had 
I just entered the state in which the visitors ordinarily live? 

I looked around for the cat, but did not see it. Then I 
saw myself lying in the bed. I was so still. I looked dead. 

Was I dead? 
I felt no sense of uneasiness, but rather a quite calm and 

rational desire to see if I could get back into my body. I had 
read in Monroe's book that there is a connection between 
the physical body and the second body when one is in this 
state, but I couldn't see or perceive anything at all. 

Looking at my body was eerie. It was as still as a stone. 
I thought I could see a little breathing, but it was hardly 
detectable. Anne, by contrast, pulsed with life. Her breast 
heaved, her face seemed full of a living presence. 

My body appeared coarse. Going down into it again didn't 
appeal to me very much. I had the feeling that I could leave 
and never come back. Then I looked at Anne and there was 
no real question about where I belonged. 

When I dropped down into myself, my body seemed to 
have an invisible opening in it that I went through. But I 
was terribly loose inside and found myself coming out again. 
I drifted like a leaf to the floor. 

Suddenly my situation changed dramatically. I was no 
longer in the bedroom at all, but at our old house in San 
Antonio. Characteristically, my father was up at the crack 
of dawn mowing the lawn, a chore I was planning to do 
later. I was watching him from the front window of my 
bedroom. He glanced up at me and asked, "When are you 
going to come help me?" 

Not soon, it seemed, because I shot back into my body 
like a frightened rabbit and this time I clung there. I had the 
feeling I'd touched death just then. A moment later I felt 
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entirely normal. I sat up in bed. There was no sensation of 
having been asleep, or of any discontinuity of conscious
ness. I did not feel I had just awakened from a dream. 

I also noticed that my body was quite cold. I felt chilled 
to the bone and yet the bed was comfortable and warm. My 
arms and legs were stiff, as if they hadn't moved for a long 
time. According to the clock, only about ten minutes had 
passed. 

I moved my arms and legs. It was like manipulating a 
puppet. My own body seemed strange and unfamiliar. I stood 
up and walked around the room, examining the window, 
looking outside to see the hemlock. It was familiar, but also 
possessed of the mystery that I had sensed before from time 
to time, the mystery that I now feel is at the very core of 
life. I put on my slippers and robe and went downstairs. 

The house was perfectly quiet. My son was asleep in his 
bed, the covers pulled up around him. How peaceful was 
his sleep. 

I went out onto the deck. It was cold and extremely quiet. 
I had no fear at all. The woods seemed to bear great secrets 
in their silence, as if the trees knew all that had passed be
neath them. 

The coolness of the night crept in past my robe. I felt 
then the depth of the question that confronted me: What 
had just happened? Had I really gone out of my body? 

Certainly it wasn't a conventional dream. It may have 
been a hallucinatory experience, but I did not believe that. 
The "answers" rang hollow. What I could say with con
viction was what was true: Something wonderful and 
mysterious had happened. Not even in the literature of 
out-of-the-body travel have I often read of an experience so 
conscious or so completely grounded in the physical world. 

I found some stories, though. While my experience was 
unusual, I certainly wasn't alone. The noted psychiatrist Dr. 
George Ritchie had a famous experience of this type while 
he was in the military in World War II . Dr. Ritchie died of 
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pneumonia and his body was placed in the morgue at Camp 
Barkeley, Texas. Pneumonia is a disease that devastates the 
body, leaving it full of toxins. 

Dr. Ritchie, however, came back to life after nine min
utes of apparent complete death, where he was without res
piration or any other vital sign. Dr. Donald G. Francy, chief 
medical officer at Camp Barkeley, described it as "the most 
amazing medical case I have ever encountered. " Among other 
things, he signed a notarized statement that reads in part, 
"Private Ritchie's virtual call from death and return to vig
orous health has to be explained in terms of other than nat
ural means. "  

Dr. Ritchie came back with vivid memories of what had 
happened to him after he died. In his book Return .from To
mo"ow he described in detail how he left his body, flew 
toward Richmond, Virginia, seeing the countryside below 
him, eventually going down into a city and attempting to 
get directions from a man who could neither see nor hear 
him! His book is eminently worth reading, because it may 
provide a very real glimpse into the initial stages of life after 
death. 

What it offered me was the realization that I was not the 
only person to leave his body in a state of total conscious
ness. There was plenty of precedent, in this case in the ex
perience of a prominent medical doctor. 

With the exception of Robert Monroe, most of the other 
cases of separation taking place in an ordinary state of con
sciousness came from the literature of the near-death expe
rience. I had not been ejected from my body by death. Rather, 
it was the strange vision of the box that had triggered my 
experience. 

My ordinary dream life is hardly filled with images of 
dull gray boxes that produce explosive sexual excitement. I 
am not the only person with visitor experience to have been 
shown such a box, though. I've dreamed about boxes, and 
one of my most upsetting fragmentary memories is of the 
hand of one of the visitors sliding a box into its place in a 
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stack. This memory is out of context, but I cannot evoke it 
without a shudder. Back in the early sixties I wrote a poem 
called "My Box. " 

I will go when I must 
to the sentence of my box 
where I will seek the love 
behind lift's black truth. 

Does it refer to a place of painful and ecstatic contempla
tion, where the soul is left to cook after death in the juices 
of conscience? Is the real reason we fear death that we know 
we must then face the truth of our lives? 

But I felt such extraordinary physical excitement when I 
saw that box. Is death really a secret ecstasy? Certainly the 
vision of the box drew me so powerfully that I literally left 
my body. 

I could not prove that I had been out of my body, except 
to myself. In my own mind it wasn't-and isn't-possible 
for me to think otherwise. The experience was too over
whelmingly real in every detail to have been anything other 
than what it seemed . . . or so I would have myself believe. 

Out-of-the-body travel has been extensively docu
mented. Many of the people who have experienced it, like 
Dr. Ritchie, have impeccable credentials and almost indis
putable stories to tell. And yet our society persists in view
ing the state as something strange and startling. In scientific 
circles it is generally assumed to be a dream or hallucinatory 
condition. 

Why? Not because we lack proof that it is real. Not even 
because it flies in the face of accepted knowledge. Some
thing with as much supporting evidence as this has would 
long since have become the .subject of serious study unless 
some other factor were operating. 

I think that we are afraid to face out-of-the-body expe
rience for the same reason we are afraid to explore the idea 
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of reincarnation. Both of these notions suggest that the soul 
has an independent existence. 

This is what I believe we are having such a hard time 
facing. I think that the prospect of a postmortem review of 
life so frightens us, we would rather simply deny that the 
soul exists. 

Our denial is not rational, in view of the implications of 
some of the scientific work that has been done in this area
and ignored. Dr. Ian Stevenson, Carlson Professor of Psy
chiatry at the University of Virginia Medical School, has 
published five voiumes of case histories, mostly of children 
under the age of four who have detailed memories of past 
lives. Some of them even describe the process of dying and 
being reincarnated. The vivid detail of the best cases, all 
verified by Dr. Stevenson and his assistants, suggests strongly 
that reincarnation is a real process-and therefore, by impli
cation, that the soul is real. 

I cannot forget my memory of the visitors' claim, "We 
recycle souls . "  It had also been said to other participants. I 
thought of Jo Sharp's experience, of the whole tone of what 
was happening to me. It was becoming clear to me that the 
visitors were concerned with the life of the soul as well as 
the body. 

Could it be that the soul is not only real, but the flux of 
souls between life and death is a process directed by con
sciousness and supported by artistry and technology? 

Human cultural history is rich with references to the 
"second body, " or soul. The Greeks called it eidolon, the 
Romans umbra. Similar references appear in every culture. 

In 1 972, Dr. Harold Burr published Blueprint for Immor
tality: The Electric Patterns of Life. In this book, which was 
the outcome of many years of research, he demonstrated 
that each life form has an electric body which is present from 
birth to death, which does not change as the body grows, 
and which is different for each species. 

I remembered the way the needles of the hemlock out
side my window felt when I touched them while I was in 
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my "electric body, " separated from the physical. I could 
feel a sort of substance surrounding the needle, seeming to 
coat it, which fell away under my electric touch. Is this how 
it feels to touch one electric body with another? 

We ignore the reality of the soul not because there is 
reason to do so, but because we just don't want to find out 
about it. I suspect that it can be detected, understood, and 
even affected by the proper instruments. 

I also read more of Robert Monroe's work, a book en
titled Far Journeys, and found it to be as interesting as the 
first volume. I spent a week at the Monroe Institute in West 
Virginia, where I learned the methods Monroe has devel
oped for entering the "mind awake/body asleep" state that 
is most conducive to the out-of-the-body experience. Mon
roe himself was a delightful and brilliant man, and I found 
his techniques to be highly effective in taking me into a state 
of mind where I did access experiences that are very defi
nitely not ordinarily available. 

The point of the Institute is not to enable people to in
duce out-of-the-body travel so much as it is to teach them 
to reach a state that is open to contact with more energetic 
levels of being. 

When I had my experience in November, I was not in 
an altered state of mind at all, or at least I couldn't perceive 
it. I retained not only my ordinary consciousness but also 
my perceptions of the world around me when I left my body. 

I wondered about that cat, though. Was she a dream 
within a dream? Or was it that cats can also travel about in 
their plasmic state? Maybe that was why the Egyptians were 
so obsessed with mummifying cats as well as human beings. 
Maybe they knew something about cats that we have for
gotten. 

During my experience I had a definite but slight weight 
and a sense of the limits of my "body. " I could move by 
simply wishing to do so. When I wished to touch some
thing, a part of me extended out of my body and I was able 
to feel just as I normally feel, except that too hard a push 
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would cause my "finger" to go through the object I was 
touching. 

When I tried to get back into my body but slipped out, 
I fell like a leaf or a feather as I floated down beside the bed. 
Then I saw my dead father. He was in a completely differ
ent place, sunlit and landscaped. While my bedroom was 
dim, this place was as bright as midday. 

I know that my experience will be dismissed by many 
as nothing but a dream. Such a dismissal must arise in part 
from a failure to entertain the large body of evidence that 
such states are not dreams, and in part from fear of the im
plications of the soul. 

Those implications are remarkable. First, there appears 
to me to be some part of ourselves that can live outside the 
body. Judging from my own movements and behavior in 
that state I would suggest that it must be some sort of plasma. 
It would seem that a being can exist in an energetic form 
that is in no direct way sustained by the brain/body system. 

Does this mean that souls are all around us, able to see 
and hear everything? Dr. Ritchie reported that he saw souls 

· tied to their sensual desires, wandering everywhere in the 
world. Suicides who have been resuscitated have reported 
following desperately those they had left behind. Dr. Rit
chie himself observed that he could see the physical world 
clearly, but he could in no way affect it. 

I had exactly the same impression. 
But I also slipped into a very different reality, where I 

encountered my father reliving a moment that was the es

sence of the friction in our relationship. Can souls migrate 
back and forth to richer, more radiant worlds that lie in the 
same space as this one but bear a different connection to 
reality? 

If this is all true, it means that we are not alone within 
ourselves, and that all our secrets are available for this other 
world to see. That we know this instinctively might be why 
we deny it consciously. For most of us it would be very 
hard to bear. 
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The Neoplatonist philosopher Plotinus speaks of the 
"light" of souls as being their primary reality. Perhaps when 
the visitors said that they had come here because they "saw 
a glow, " it was not the glow of our cities that they were 
referring to but the glow of our souls. 

In any case, I count that experience on a morning in No
vember as another one that caused fundamental personal 
change. I began to try as never before to understand the 
wonderful mystery that had come into my life. 

I thought again of the admonitions of the Virgin in her 
many appearances, always to pray, to seek guidance within, 
to give oneself to the good. And as well I contemplated the 
implications of my contact with the great feminine image of 
Communion: to deepen my inner search and also to take per
sonal responsibility for the condition of my soul. 

Our culture has gone about the denial of the soul with 
vicious eagerness. But I think it's all an illusion, a way we 
have of pretending to ourselves that we are not responsible 
and accountable for our lives. 

I suspect that every instant of life literally freezes in 
memory, ready to play its part later in a rigorous self
examination that follows death. 

The fire of hell may be kindled by seeing oneself as one 
really is. And heaven's balm emerges if there is reconcilia
tion. 

Of course, one can take the comfortable road and say 
that I am lying, that the descriptions in this book are hyper
bole or hallucination. But they are not. I am telling the truth 
of what happened to me, and the implications are there for 
anybody to see. Not only are we not alone, we have a life 
in another form-and it is on that level of reality that the 
visitors are primarily present. 

I call them visitors, but now I am beginning to think 
that is a misnomer. I have had the impression that they think 
of themselves as family, and perhaps that is exactly what 
they are. 

I had the notion, standing in the perfect predawn silence 
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of that morning in November, that I had been allowed a 
glimpse between the worlds of the living and the dead. 

Our civilization is addicted to its sins. We despoil the 
earth and corrupt the lives of millions of people without a 
qualm. We do not take responsibility for anything we do. 
Calumnies, lies, public character assassinations, theft, mur
der, and self-abuse of all kinds are routine among us. Every 
sin is glorified and committed until we choke ourselves with 
it. Because we have deluded ourselves into ignoring the reality 
of the soul, we imagine everything we do to be some kind 
of secret. 

I suspect that we do not have any secrets at all. I may 
now understand those strange places of drama in the golden 
city. Under the ruthless lights the human world squirms in 
its folly. 

Who watches us? It is a question that was once answered 
by the richness of mythology and faith. We have abandoned 
the mythology and lost the faith. The question must be ad
dressed afresh, I suspect, if we are ever to understand our 
own true nature. 

Should we ever do this, I suspect that we will also find 
the secret of the visitors. 

Transformation 

202 



NINETEEN 

December 23, 1986 

We had been in New York for a time, and returned to the 
country for Christmas on December 23. I spent the evening 
hiding in the bedroom attempting to assemble Christmas 
toys. We went to bed at about ten-thirty. Earlier in the eve
ning · I  had seen a flash of light on the abandoned road be
hind our house. It was sufficiently bright to induce me to 
go down and investigate, thinking maybe somebody had 
come in with a snowmobile. 

Everything was normal. At five-fifteen I had been talk
ing on the phone when I saw what looked like a very bright 
star move across the sky outside the window. It was too 
slow to be a meteor, and seemingly too bright and close to 
be a plane. 

We went to bed that night quite normally. At 3:30 A. M. 
by the clock I woke up and went to the bathroom. When I 
lay back down in the bed a strange thing began to happen. 
I began to feel a tingling, pulsating energy running up and 
down my body. I shuddered. Then I had the feeling that 
somebody had just come into the room, somebody moving 
with graceful, quick strides. 

A feeling came over me of being watched. It was so strong 
that it fascinated me. I'd felt it once or twice before. I would 
characterize it as a sensation of having another consciousness 
inside my mind. It was like being watched from the inside. 

An instant later I must have blacked out, because the 
next thing I knew somebody was slapping me on the 
shoulder. 

I woke up and saw one of the visitors beside the bed. 
Under normal circumstances it is easy to see in the dark in 
our bedroom because the burglar alarm is lit by a number 



of bright diodes and functions as a night-light. 
At first I could hardly bear to look. I wanted it to be an 

ordinary person there. But my sense of recognition was so 
strong that I feel it must have been the one I remembered 
from December 26, 1 985. She still seemed feminine, even 
though I was now aware that I couldn't possibly tell the sex, 
if there was any, of someone so differently constructed. 

Then she darted her head toward me with the jerking 
suddenness of an insect. I was just plain horrified. But her 
other motions, gracefully gesturing at me to get up, made 
me want to touch her, to cherish her. 

Even so, there was a tremendously powerful feeling of 
what I can only describe as pure menace coming from her. 
Could it be that they are also afraid? Is coming into contact 
with us frightening to them? 

Were we both frightened, she and I? 
I had been waiting a year for this moment. I was fully 

prepared-or so I thought. On the bedside table there was 
a totally automatic camera fully loaded with film. Even 
though my body felt distinctly strange, I was able to sit up 
quite normally. I reached toward the camera. 

I then saw my hands move away from it, entirely on 
their own! I didn't move them. I had nothing to do with it. 
Their motion was completely normal. However, it did not 
originate in my mind. I was telling my hands to pick up the 
camera. They were moving elsewhere without my partici
pation. 

Next I found myself standing up. I loomed over the vis
itor, but not as much as I'd imagined I would. She was 
actually about five feet tall, not nearly as short as I'd thought. 

Seeing her move in her smooth and then sudden man
ner, I could hardly believe that she was not some sort of a 
machine. But she was also totally alive. There was con
sciousness there, all right. I knew it well. She was now ra
diating what I can only describe as sardonic humor. 

She was clearly visible to me. As I had not activated it, 
the lights on our burglar alarm were all shining green in-
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stead of red. And there was a light on in the bathroom 
downstairs as well as I could see clearly. Why hadn't I turned 
on the burglar alarm? I'd completely forgotten, which I sus
pect was their doing. 

She went around behind me. Suddenly I found myself 
moving toward the bedroom door. I made a grab for a tape 
recorder that was on the desk near my bed, but I missed 
that as well. 

If I walked, everything was normal. But if I stopped, I 
began to float along. I could feel her pushing me from be
hind, her hands against my buttocks. In addition to pres
sure, her touch produced a mild sort of electrical tingling in 
my body. 

I had no control at all over my direction. I was not mov
ing, I was being moved. 

In view of the fact that I had been prevented from taking 
the camera and tape recorder, I was really desperate for 
something that would test the reality of this experience. As 
before, it seemed like something that was happening in the 
physical world. But, if so, why was I doing this dreamlike 
floating whenever I stopped trying to walk? My body ap
peared to be functioning normally. I could see and hear. I 
could feel myself moving. I was passing through a normal 
and completely real version of my own house. 

As a matter of fact, I was now passing behind the living
room couch. We had brought the cats up during Christmas 
vacation because it was too cold for them to beg to go out
side, where they would be threatened by dogs or coons. 
The Burmese cat, Sadie, was on the back of the couch, 
crouching as if ready to jump and run. 

I grabbed her and took her with me. My reasoning was 
that I knew how she looked and acted, and if she continued 
to appear normal I could assume that my other perceptions 
weren't being distorted either. 

We approached the door to the deck, which was stand
ing open. 

The visitor paused and we both stopped. I turned around 
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and saw that she was working back the little washer that 
keeps the screen door from dosing automatically. She care
fully pushed it closed. 

We moved again, and this time I entered a profoundly 
different situation. No longer could I see normally. There 
was a glittering blackness before me. I could still feel Sadie 
in my arms, and I was very glad for her companionship. 

The next thing I knew I was standing in a room. It was 
an ordinary room. I was in front of a big, plainly designed 
desk. Behind it was a wall of bookcases stacked with books. 
There was a volume of Bruce Catton's work on the Civil 
War, a biography of Madame de Stael, a number of vaguely 
familiar novels of forties and fifties vintage, a volume of 
Kafka, some books on mathematics, and, pulled partway 
out of a shelf as if to draw attention to it, Thomas Wolfe's 
You Can't Go Home Again. 

In this room with me were four other beings. The visi
tor who had come to get me was standing behind me. Sit
ting behind the desk was what looked to me like a man with 
a very, very long face, round, black eyes, and a ridiculous 
excuse for a curly black toupee on his head. He was wearing 
a green plaid flannel shirt and leaning so far back in his chair 
that I could see he had on baggy khaki pants and a wide 
belt. He looked like something from another world wearing 
the clothes of the forties. 

Standing to my left was a tall man in a tan jumpsuit with 
many pockets and flaps on it. He was very blond and had a 
rather flat face. He was easily six feet six and might have 
been taller. Behind him was an ordinary wooden door. I got 
the impression that it was not intended that I go through 
that door. I do not wish to suggest that there was anything 
menacing about this man. On the contrary, when our eyes 
met his expression was gentle and touching and full of pity. 
He reminded me of a son looking with forlorn love at his 
senile parent. I have since had other encounters with similar 
tall, fair beings. 

Immediately to my right there was a woman. She ap-
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peared to be entirely normal, about five feet five, and she 
was wearing a blue jumpsuit under a white body-length 
apron. She had a small black case in her left hand. Her hair 
was brown and pulled back into a bun behind her head. I 
was no more than a foot from her. When I turned to her 
we were face-to-face. I looked directly into her eyes and 
saw there concern, a little pity, and considerable wariness. I 
was also aware of the presence of what it seems best to de
scribe as an acute sense of attention or concentration. Some
thing about this young woman communicated a startling 
consciousness. She had fair skin and regular features. Over
all, she was conventionally pleasant-looking. I could easily 
recognize her today if I saw her in the street. 

The being behind me thrust a stool under me and I sat 
down rather abruptly. 

The one at the desk asked, speaking in normal English, 
"Why did you bring the cat?" 

Sadie, in my arms, was looking around. Her eyes were 
wide. 

"I'm reality-testing, " I replied. 
There followed a scene of the most frank and total con

fusion that I have ever witnessed. They literally looked at 
each other as if I were completely crazy. At this point I 
noticed a change in the ambience of the room. It was like a 
sort of mental pressure being exerted on me. It became very 
powerful. It seemed to be something that would compel me 
to speak the truth. I suddenly felt a need to really explain 
that cat! 

"I've made the cats a part of the family, " I heard myself 
saying. It felt like this was a deep, deep truth. "They have 
to be taken when we're taken. They have to participate in 
the life of the family. It's their right. " 

The one behind the desk glared at me. "We'll have to 
put the cat to sleep. "  

Now I felt a sense of being a co-conspirator, and I was 
aware that I had felt this way with the visitors before, but I 
had no idea when this might have been. I replied, "We can't 
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do that. It's my son's cat. How will I explain it to him?" 
There was a short silence. Finally the one behind the desk 

said, "No, put to sleep for now. " 
At that the young woman beside me stepped forward, 

removing from her case a small object made of what looked 
like two triangular pieces of brass with rounded edges. She 
placed a flat side of this against Sadie's thigh and the cat at 
once sank into unconsciousness. Her breast heaved twice and 
then she was more than asleep, she was as still as death. 

I understood perfectly well that they could bring her back 
to life. At that moment I remembered having seen this done 
to people many dozens of times. 

The one who seemed to be doing all the talking asked 
me, "What can we do to help you?" 

The sensation of my mind being under pressure got 
stronger. It was as if I had been entered by an overwhelm
ingly powerful force that would not allow me to say any
thing except the absolute, deepest truth. It felt like an actual, 
physical pressure, as if some disembodied awareness had gone 
inside me and there acquired mass, form, and force. 

I could have asked for some physical proof of the visi
tors' existence. I could have asked them to enter my world 
with me instead of hanging back in this half-reality. But I 
did not care about those things, not down deep. At the 
deepest level of myself I knew at that moment exactly what 
I wanted and needed. If a coherent and useful relationship 
was ever to develop between me and the visitors, I had to 
reduce my fear. 

I replied, "You could help me fear you less. " 
There was a long, silent moment. Then an answer seemed 

to emerge from all of them. "We will try, but it will be 
very hard, " 

After that the young woman stepped behind me and ap
plied her little brass device to my neck for a moment. The 
next morning there was a small raised knot with a red spot 
where she had touched me. The next thing I knew I was 
being taken by the being who had come to get me in the 
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first place to a small, dark room. As she maneuvered me 
along, again pushing me from behind, I could sense that she 
took an almost proprietary interest in me. I'd had the feeling 
earlier that she was rather pleased about something. I'd 
glimpsed a sort of crooked smile on her face as I sat down 
in the chair. 

She suddenly seemed little and vulnerable and old and I 
felt a cherishing feeling toward her. No longer- did she seem 
all-powerful. I could imagine carrying her in my arms. 

From behind me there was what I can only describe as a 
sardonic snort full of power and derision. I was with a proud 
old warrior. 

I recalled that Robert Monroe had said in his book that 
one could ask spirits for things. One could demand that only 
what was most needed be given. One could insist that no 
harm be done. 

My mind went back to the extraordinary dream I'd had 
a few weeks before, of the beautiful star approaching the 
strange, mystic sea. 

At that moment we arrived back at the house and I had 
a glimpse of it twirling around below me, looking like a toy 
in the night, and then we were suddenly on the deck, the 
two of us and Sadie in my arms. 

Something happened to me at that point, but all I can 
remember is a jumble of disconnected images. 

I have thought that my difficulty in determining where 
we went might have had to do with the fact that I was not 
taken to some craft in the sky or a hidden base of some 
kind, but to a perfectly ordinary building, a place I could 
have returned had I known where it was. 

Then we went back into the house. I still had Sadie. We 
went into Andrew's room, where he was sleeping normally. 
The other cat, Coe, went scrabbling wildly away, making a 
strange noise. I thought he would wake Andrew, but he 
didn't. Then I put Sadie in the bed. She was as limp as a 
sodden lea£ 

I realized that I had only a few more moments with the 
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visitor. Again my dream came to mind. I asked, mentally, 
to be taken to the place where I had seen that star. 

The answer was another burst of sardonic contempt. 
The next thing I knew I was being pushed somewhere. 

I ended up in a strange wooden room. I couldn't understand 
it. Was this the place where I had seen the star? I saw a bed 
with a very vulnerable-looking woman asleep on it. I thought 
to myself, How can that woman sleep when these people are 
here? 

Then I was absolutely thunderstruck to realize that I knew 
the woman. It was Anne. And the room was familiar too. 
It was our bedroom. 

All sense of otherness then left my body. I felt perfectly 
normal. I turned around and saw the visitor standing in the 
doorway. When I took a step toward her, she did some
thing that made me no longer want to walk toward her. Was 
it a gesture, a sound, a mental image? I cannot remember. 

Then she turned and stepped into the shadows beyond 
the door. I felt extraordinarily tired-a sensation that I was 
expecting from the previous experiences. For a moment or 
two I fought it, but there was no hope. I collapsed onto the 
bed. I managed to shake Anne and tell her, "I was just with 
the visitors . "  She murmured, "Andrew?" I said he was fine. 
As I was dozing off I heard people moving noisily around 
in the house. A low voice may have laughed softly. That 
was the last thing I remembered until morning. 

The moment I woke up I went to check Sadie, for fear 
that she might actually be dead. I did not want Andrew to 
wake up and fmd her like that. 

She was sleeping on the pillow beside his head, curled 
up in a ball. She remained like that until after supper. When 
she woke up she drank an enormous amount of water. Un
til the next morning she seemed to have a stiff thigh where 
the brass object had been applied, but I couldn't find a mark. 
A month later when we were back in the city, people were 
still noticing that she was not herself. She would sit staring 
for hours and she appeared uneasy. I would work all day 
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with her sitting in my lap. A friend, Canadian filmmaker 
David Cherniack, commented five weeks after the incident 
that she seemed like "a shocked cat. " Eventually she got 
over it and has returned to her usual open, curious self. But 
I will never take her with me again, because it was ob
viously very hard on her. 

When he got up that morning, Andrew was full of ques
tions about the visitors. I was unaware of anything happen
ing to him during the night, but Anne's sleepy question made 
me wonder if she was not subliminally aware that he had 
also been involved. 

We never discuss them with him unless he brings them 
up, and it was unusual for him to do so. He complained 
about them, saying, "They're strict with me. " He never 
volunteered what was meant by that, and we didn't ask him. 
I did ask him if he thought the visitors were real. "They can 
be, " he said, and went on eating his breakfast. 

I thought that was a healthy response and took it no 
further. 
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TWENTY 

The Razor's Edge 

The visitors almost immediately set about making good on 
their promise to help me deal with my fear of them. They 
did not do this by giving me a reassuring pat on the back. 
Rather, they created conditions that would force me to have 
a direct taste of my fear so that I could see it and know it. 
What I did with this knowledge they left up to me. 

Unless they are simply by nature terrifying to us, it must 
have taken a lot of determination to do what was done, so 
much so that there must have been love behind it. 

On December 27 and 28, Anne and I saw a number of 
magnificent owls around the house during daylight hours. I 
observed a great gray owl and we both saw another owl, 
but it flew away too quickly for us to identify it. 

At that time I was already aware of the association of 
owls as an apparent screen memory for the visitors. But 
these owls were not screen memories. They were simply 
ordinary owls, though their presence during daylight hours 
was unusual. 

On the morning of December 29 our closest neighbors 
called to say that a beautiful owl had just flown off into the 
woods toward our place. We looked out and saw it in a tree 
a few feet from the window. I was astonished; it looked to 
me like a hawk owl, which would be a very unusual sight
ing in our area. My neighbor thought that it was a great 
gray. 

It left the tree and attacked what I assumed was a field 
mouse on the ground and began to feed. Again, this was a 
classic hawk-owl feeding pattern. At that moment I could 
not help but think of how apt the image was of the silent, 
all-seeing creature of the night swooping down upon the 



helpless surface dweller to feed off his blood and bones. 
Observing nature, one soon learns that there is much to 

the prey-predator relationship that we have forgotten. There 
are levels of love that we barely touch in our lives. When 
one observes the whole violence of the attack, the high drama 
of the death, the strangely humdrum quality of feeding, one 
sees that there is a deep mystery there, a wild, urgent love 
that seems to contain the whole relationship. 

And one wonders how the survivors feel-the moose that 
has denied the wolf, the mouse that has reached the bracken 
before the owl's talons could rend him. Because they threaten 
life, the wolf and the owl also reveal its sweetness. 

I thought to myself that a relationship with the visitors 
could be dangerous and sweet at the same time. 

Later that day we were driving through a nearby town 
when a voice told me to stop at the house of a friend, glass 
artist Gilda Strutz. Another car, driven by a tall and impos
ing bearded man of about thirty, pulled up at the same time. 
We all went in to see Gilda together. The man turned out 
to be another friend of hers, Barry Maddock. Communion 
hadn't been published and neither of them knew anything 
at all about it. 

We chatted for a while and I soon found myself talking 
about the owls we had been seeing. 

Barry was surprised to hear this because he had had a 
very unusual dream the night before about an owl. He pro
ceeded to describe what sounded to me like a screen mem
ory for a visitor experience. He had been asleep in a house 
where he was house-sitting until the new owners moved in. 
Suddenly he was awakened by what sounded like somebody 
kicking a baseboard heater. He got up because the house 
was new and he'd helped build it. He knew that the heating 
system shouldn't be doing that. 

He walked into the living room. The first thing he saw 
was a pair of huge, dark eyes. When he later saw the cover 
of Communion he was amazed by the similarity. At the time, 
he had the bizarre impression that an enormous gray owl 
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with big, black eyes was in the room. The owl took him 
into a large, vaulted chamber that reminded him of the Syd
ney Opera House. There it turned into a bird of paradise. 

He remembered sitting beside a small man who seemed 
to him like a gnome or a gremlin. His impression was that 
this man was good-natured. He didn't remember anything 
about the man's appearance, except that he was "dark. " 

The next morning Barry had what he said was an ex
tremely strange feeling. He seemed "loose" in his body. He 
was also suffering from "missing time" in that he could re
member getting up and going into the living room, then 
having the vivid dream. The trouble was, he could not re
call going back to bed before he had the dream. The sort of 
confusion that Barry described fitted very well with my own 
initial conscious reactions to the visitors. He also noticed a 
small raised mark on his neck. He didn't think to mention 
it at the time, and I didn't see it, but his description, given 
later, suggested that it was similar to the one I had found 
on my own neck on the morning of December 24. 

The dream had frightened him badly. 
I resolved to get to know him better to find out if any

thing more would emerge from his mind. On the morning 
of December 30 we went hiking together deep into the woods 
and we talked. He turned out to be one of the most fearless 
people I had ever met. He was well traveled and had had 
some remarkable confrontations in his life. He'd been stalked 
by a jaguar at night in the jungles of Central America-and 
could tell that as an "interesting" story! 

The more he spoke about his dream, however, the more 
he revealed deep fear. It seemed to me that he was aching 
to say he thought the dream was real, but dared not do so 
because of its content. 

I found that the house at which he was sitting was quite 
near my own place. It belonged to a couple that was just 
moving in. I introduced myself to them a few weeks later, 
and it turned out that the woman had seen a strange light 
outside the kitchen window a couple of nights before I ar-
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rived. She was quite curious about it because she did not 
understand what it could have been. The house is on a bluff 
and the kitchen window is a considerable distance from the 
ground. 

In January 1988--a year later-1 discovered by chance 
that a local resident had seen a huge lighted object hanging 
a few hundred feet above a road about two miles from our 
houses. This sighting took place at approximately five o'clock 
on the morning of January 1 ,  1987. It was not on the exact 
night that I'd had my experience or Barry his dream, but it 
suggested a presence during that same week. Similarly, I 
have received a letter from a Communion reader saying that 
he and his family saw a huge object over their town on the 
night of December 26, 1985, when I had my first con
sciously remembered visitor experience. What my corre
spondent did not know was that his town was only a few 
miles from my house. Another correspondent wrote of a 
series of dreams of a female being who spoke to him of an 
"age of sisterhood" long ago and looked very much like the 
being on the cover of Communion. His dreams, which he 
had in the 1970s, took place on a very specific road. Un
known to him, it is the road to my house from his town. 

But Barry's case was special to me, because he seemed 
to have experienced some sort of face-to-face interaction that 
could be connected to my situation. 

To me, the lesson of his encounter was clear. If as fear
less a man as Barry could be afraid over a dream that ap
peared connected to the visitors, then I could accept my own 
fear. I did not need to think of it as a weakness. The content 
of Barry's dream suggested that the visitors might be re
vealing, in the transformation from a predatory owl into a 
bird of paradise, an aspect of their nature that I had sus
pected but had been unable to prove to myself. 

It was a valuable lesson, but it would take me nearly a 
year to assimilate it. I was more interested then in quelling 
my fear. It had not yet occurred to me to simply accept it 
for what it was, a very natural reaction to the unknown. 
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The events of the past few days, starting with the in
credible experience of December 23, had caused all the fear 
I had stifled to come back, and to get even worse. 

My memory of the night of December 23 was vivid. It 
was totally real. Those people had been there. That being 
with those huge eyes and that fearsome and sardonic atti
tude had touched me, controlled me, taken me through the 
night. My relationship with the visitors was now more than 
close. It was intimate. 

I kept thinking that they were going to lash out at me, 
kill me, steal me, do something to my family. This wasn't 
rational. It was because they seemed so furious and had so 
much control. 

Facing the woods became hard again-even harder than 
before. 

I tried unsuccessfully on the night of January 2. The fol
lowing night I tried again. I was desperate with fear. When 
I went outside there was such an atmosphere of menace that 
I almost couldn't bear it. I took a few steps but found that 
the darkness was profound. Then I noticed that the lights in 
the house seemed unnaturally bright, almost as if the air 
were somehow darker than it should be. But there was no 
fog, no smoke. Light just didn't work as well as it should. 

In all the times I had taken this walk before, things had 
never looked like this. The woods were as dark as a cave. I 
went back inside, deciding that I must be spooking myself. 

The visitors had said that they would "help me" work 
with my fear. Had what happened to Barry been induced 
by the visitors in such a way that it impacted me as well? 
Had they somehow drawn all those owls to my place, thus 
ensuring that Barry and I would start talking about them 
when we met? 

Or was I so frightened that I was beginning to invent 
connections where none existed? I did not think so, any more 
than I thought that what had happened to Jo Sharp was a 
coincidence. Calling these events accidents was just another 
way of denying the fact that there was a controlling intelli-
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gence behind them-powerful, incredibly observant, and 
concerned with the fate of human beings. 

The night of January 3 I challenged the woods again. 
As I left the house I carefully made sure that the door 

that opens onto the deck was unlocked. Anne had gone up 
to have her shower and I didn't want to be locked out. I 
crossed the deck and headed for the woods, determined this 
time to walk no matter what happened. 

What happened was that I heard the most terrible howl
ing that I have ever heard in my life come out of the woods. 
I know a good deal about North American birds and mam
mals, and there isn't anything that can howl like that. I'm 
not even sure that a human being could produce such a sound. 

It rose up like the shriek of a banshee, hideously savage. 
It echoed amid the trees . . . and it began moving. What
ever was doing that was coming swiftly closer-above the 
woods. 

Then it stopped. I thought it must be an owl. Must be. 
But every dog up and down the valley was absolutely 
screaming with terror. The desperate, wailing barks filled 
the air. And then the howling came back, this time farther 
down in the woods. 

Later I researched bird sounds very thoroughly, and I 
satisfied myself that the terrible noise I had heard was no 
common thing. 

I realized that there was no way on earth I was going to 
take my walk. 

Right there on the spot I started going blind. It got darker 
and darker and darker. I looked down and could not see my 
own feet. Frantically I turned toward the house. The howl
ing started up again, rapidly coming closer. In the distance 
the dogs were now beside themselves. 

Paradoxically, the lights in the house seemed a thousand 
times brighter than normal. And I saw, in one of the win
dows, a visitor. It was standing there in the full light staring 
at me. But before I could get more than a glimpse, it jumped 
out of sight. 
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The howling had come down out of the sky and was 
now moving toward me on the path. I found myself with 
the howling behind me in the woods and the visitors in my 
house with my wife and son. And I was three-quarters blind. 

I stumbled across the deck and pulled at the door. To 
my horror it was locked! 

Then I heard the shower start. I pounded on the door 
but Anne couldn't hear me. I wanted to give up, to sink 
down and just scream, but I couldn't do that. My little boy 
was in there and he might wake up and he mustn't see his 
dad like this. 

I ran around the house and found the basement door open. 
I rushed in, took the stairs three at a time--only to discover 
that the door at the top of the stairs had been locked as well. 

There was no doubt at all in my mind now. The visitors 
were inside the house with my family and they had locked 
me out with the howling. 

I thought about running to a neighbor's house, but I was 
afraid that there wouldn't be enough time and I was still 
having trouble seeing. Terrible fears raced through me: They 
were predators and they were going to eat our souls; they 
were demons and they were going to drag me off to hell; 
they were vicious aliens and they were going to steal us all 
for some kind of experiment; they were crazy and to amuse 
themselves they had unleashed some kind of preternatural 
monster in my woods. 

I went to the side of the house. I could hear the shower 
running in the upstairs bathroom. I had an idea. I would 
throw stones at the window. Anne would hear and let me 
in and at least we'd be together. 

I threw a couple of stones and they hit the wall. I heard 
Anne say, "All right, very funny. "  I threw one at the win
dow and the next thing I knew she was screaming too. "God 
help me, " she cried. "Whitley, please come home! 
Whitley!" 

"I'm here, " I shouted. "I'm here. " 
Finally she heard me. She put a towel around her and 
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came down and let me in and we hugged each other. It was 
over. The howling was gone. I could see again. The night 
was normal. 

It developed that she'd thought I was knocking on the 
door when I was throwing the stones against the wall. When 
they started hitting the window she thought the visitors were 
coming in and she panicked. "I felt them all around me while 
I was in the shower, " she said. "It was like they were right 
there. " 

I then told her that I had seen one of them in the house. 
For the first time, Anne that night acknowledged that she 
was afraid of the visitors. And now that she had touched 
her fear it was less. The next day Andrew said to me, "Guess 
what. I'm not scared of the visitors anymore, at least not 
much. " He had no memory of the disturbances we had ex
perienced. 

The next night I challenged the woods again. 
I really had to sweat blood to get myself to go out there. 

It was like walking into the enormous, dark body of some 
dire phantom. 

As I went down the path, deeper and deeper into the 
darkness, I remembered the howling. A predator, some
thing that would tear my soul out of my body and steal it 
away. I felt small and alone. 

I realized at that moment that I could not bear to go on 
like this. I could not live with this fear, and I did not know 
how to live without it unless I lied to myself and arbitrarily 
decided on my own to believe that the visitors were benev
olent. 

I absolutely refused to, in effect, make them my reli
gion. Instead I just kept walking, not knowing what I was 
moving toward. I was crying, I couldn't help it. 

Then I found that there was something else in me, 
something besides the fear. It was not a false belief. Rather 
it was acceptance, the same kind of acceptance I had felt on 
that airplane when I thought it was crashing. 

I could balance my feelings. On the one hand was the 
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desperate fear of a man alone in the dark with an unknown 
menace. On the other hand was this enormous, silent, and 
beautiful thing, the peace that lives deep within. 

I help my peace in one hand, my fear in the other. Be
lieving in nothing but the strength of my own two hands, I 
walked out of the woods into the silent, frozen meadow. 

The ancient light of the stars was shining on every icy 
limb and strand of grass. 

I looked around me. I had entered a garden of snows. I 
raised my face to the radiant abyss. 

I remained there, balancing between the light and the 
dark. Slow shadows approached, hung like smoke at the 
edge of my vision. 

My fear came crackling up in me, a thing of bones. Be
side it there was the acceptance: I was me, I was here, I was 
not going to run. 

The shadows started to move closer. I took deep, calm 
breaths, preparing myself as best I could. 

Then some deer walked out into the starlight, four does 
behind a fine young buck. He stopped and turned toward 
me, his antlers glittering with frost. 

Eye to eye we regarded one another. The moment ex
tended, deepened. We were impossibly close, each of us as 
still as the laden trees. He seemed like a friend, a fellow 
sufferer of sorts, this wary, nervous creature. 

Then, with a soft snort and a flick of his tail, the buck 
led his family past me, to a sapling whose bark they had 
been eating before my approach had disturbed the ordinary 
course of their night. 
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TWENTY-ONE 

The Visitors Emerge 

Absolutely incredible things began to happen after I pub
lished Communion. The first of these took place in late Jan
uary 1987 in a bookstore on Manhattan's Upper East Side. 
Morrow senior editor Bruce Lee and his wife walked into 
this store on a cold, windy Saturday afternoon. Mr. Lee 
showed his wife the display for my book, which was facing 
toward the front of the shop in the fifth or sixth rack behind 
the store's entrance. They commented on the good display 
and separated, moving to different parts of the store. Mr. 
Lee was reading the fiap copy of a book of fiction when he 
noticed two people enter the store and move without hesi
tation directly to the display of Communion. He was fasci
nated. The book had barely appeared in the stores and this 
couple went right to it, which suggested that people were 
beginning to hear about the book very early in its career. 

Mr. Lee moved closer to the couple. They were both 
short, perhaps five feet tall, and were wearing scarves pulled 
up to cover their chins, large dark glasses, and winter hats 
pulled low over their foreheads. They were paging through 
the book and making such comments as, "Oh, he's got that 
wrong!" and, "It wasn't like that. " There was gentleness 
and humor in their demeanor-at least for the moment Mr. 
Lee also noticed that they were turning-and apparently 
speed-reading-the pages at a remarkable rate. He went up 
to the couple, introduced himself as being associated with 
the publisher, and asked them what they found wrong with 
the book. The couple looked up at him and said nothing. It 
was then that Mr. Lee noticed that behind their dark glasses 
both the man and the woman had large, black, almond
shaped eyes. "You know the look you get from a dog when 



it's going to bite?" Mr. Lee told me. "That was the feeling 
I got from their eyes. I didn't want to get bitten, so I moved 
away. " 

It was not the usual response Mr. Lee would have had 
in a more normal situation. A former reporter and corre
spondent for Newsweek and Reader's Digest, he had covered 
the White House, the Hill, the Pentagon, and the State De
partment. He was used to confronting tough people. But in 
this instance he felt decidedly uneasy, deeply shocked. He 
went over to his wife, pointed out the couple while men
tioning the similarity of their eyes to those on the Commu
nion jacket, and urged her to leave the store. 

Nobody, least of all myself and the Lees, knows what 
to make of this experience. Was it an example of the visi
tors' odd sense of humor? By simultaneously confirming their 
existence by appearing to a man of high credibility and rep
utation but also saying that Communion was full of percep
tual errors (a revelation that certainly didn't surprise me), 
they proved me right and wrong at the same time. 

I must say that I wondered about the small, fierce woman 
Bruce had encountered. Was it she? And how did he deter
mine the sex of the two beings? "They seemed to be man 
and woman" was his only explanation. 

The two visitors had obviously been almost mad with 
fear themselves, to have communicated such a powerful 
impression to Mr. Lee. 

This appearance was, I believe, as close to public and 
physical confirmation of their existence as the visitors have 
yet come. 

A telling detail was Mr. Lee's description of the two vis
itors as wearing muffiers that concealed their chins.  I re
called that the correspondent who had provided such an 
accurate description of the visitors who entered her home in 
the middle of the day had described the tallest one as having 
"an elongated face. " Mr. Lee and my correspondent do not 
know one another; in fact they live in different countries. 
The concurrence of subtle details such as these is strongly 
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suggestive that something real was seen by both people. 
Certainly there will be those who will dismiss Mr. Lee's 

testimony because of his association with my publishing 
company. But others will be able to see that the man is not 
lying. The event happened. Because I feared that his testi
mony would seem self-serving, I did not mention it while 
promoting Communion, except in one minor case where I 
more or less tripped up. Now, though, with public interest 
already so well established, the argument that Mr. Lee is 
merely serving the interest of his employer is thin. Morrow 
does not need his testimony to sell books, and Mr. Lee feels 
that the event has brought him nothing but unwelcome ex
posure. 

In any case, the next event did not concern my pub
lisher. In fact, the witness hadn't even heard of Communion 
when it took place. 

Two months after Bruce Lee's encounter, a completely 
unrelated but oddly similar event took place in Chicago. In 
this case a well-established psychoanalyst, Dr. Lee Zahner
Roloff, was walking through a bookstore when a very strange 
thing happened to him. 

He wrote me, "While wandering in the aisles, I passed a 
tall woman in a beige suit; I cannot recall her face. This 
interesting fact emerged only after I was describing to a fel
low analyst how I came to purchase the book. The beige
suited woman was carrying Communion cradled in her arms, 
the cover picture forward. In passing her I was over
whelmed with a sudden urge to pick up that book. Why would 
I pick up that book, about which I knew nothing, and seemed 
to have a loss of control regarding the purchase of? This is 
most unusual behavior for me, I assure you. " In a postscript 
Dr. Roloff added, "I must repeat that I lost personal volition 
completely. " 

He continued, "That night I began reading the book, 
became drowsy, fell off to sleep. Never have I had such a 
tumultuous night of dreaming. I recall nothing of the dreams. 
Repeat for the next night, save that the dreams were more 
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chaotic. The following morning I told one of my colleagues 
that she must read this book and even at one point advised all 
of my colleagues to read it. When I was asked what it was 
about I experienced the most terrifying stares of rebuke and 
doubt . . . .  After the meeting I took my one sympathetic 
colleague to the bookstore and bought her the book and 
asked her to begin it that evening, please! The next morning 
my first analysand brought a dream about being invaded by 
aliens, the first such dream in my personal analytical career. 
My colleague met me for lunch and reported, excitedly, that 
two analysands had brought outer space dreams, invasion 
dreams. What did I think? Two days before I had been a 
naif; now I was studying three alien dreams. . . . 

"Every once in a while I think about that tall woman in 
the beige suit carrying your book face forward through the 
aisles. One not easily subjected to an impulse purchase of a 
book, let alone one that I never encountered in any publi
cation and, especially, one that deals with the subject of ab
ductions. I smiled at my colleague over lunch and asked her 
what she thought of the woman in beige. Incredible, was 
the response. I concur. " 

The experiences of Mr. Lee and Dr. Roloff were ex
traordinary. What neither man could have known was that 
the filmmaker I mentioned earlier who was my houseguest 
at the cabin the previous August had stated that the briefing 
paper he had read told of small gray beings with large eyes 
not too dissimilar from what Bruce Lee had seen, and that 
he had been told about tall blond beings such as the one 
encountered by Dr. Roloff. 

In addition to this, I had seen a tall blond man in a beige 
jumpsuit on the night of December 23, 1986. He was well 
over six feet and clearly very much a part of the group in 
that room. My impression was that he was guarding the 
door, presumably to prevent me from making a run for it. 

What's more, the grays were thought to be an essentially 
negative force in conflict with the blond beings. The two 
that Mr. Lee encountered exuded the same sort of "mad 
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dog" energy that I have observed in them, and were in part 
negative about Communion-although their negativity com
municated priceless knowledge to me at the same time. It 
told me that they were physically real and capable of enter
ing the human environment. It also told me that some parts 
of Communion are wrong. To me, this also means that some 
parts of it are right. Typically, they did not mention which 
parts were which, but it was still extremely valuable infor
mation. 

By contrast, the blond woman literally forced Dr. Zahner
Roloff to buy the book. 

It would be an oversimplification, however, to conclude 
that the gray beings were therefore evil and the blond ones 
benevolent. People have had hair-raising encounters with the 
blond beings and pleasant ones with the grays, so the pic
ture is mixed. 

What is clear to me, however, is the way I react to the 
two different types of being. The gray ones almost make 
me jump out of my skin. I don't think I will ever com
pletely lose my fear of them. My reaction to the others is 
exactly the opposite. They seem much more reassuring. 
Maybe it's only because of the way they look. 

Their looks, by the way, were quite a surprise to me. I 
never would have believed that anything looking that hu
man could be extraterrestrial in origin. It reminded me 
forcefully that the true nature of the visitor experience re
mains very much an unknown. 

All of these beings-"grays" and "blonds" alike-fit the 
ancient notions of demons, angels, and "little people. " I re
flected that the greater part of my knowledge had come from 
the gray beings. The word demon is derived from the Greek 
daimon, which is roughly synonymous with soul. The dai
mon was the part of a person that could gain knowledge 
and become transformed. Traditionally, the daimon trans
formed would return to earth to give knowledge to others. 
In the Middle Ages knowledge and evil became synony
mous and the daimon became the demon, the servant of 
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darkness. In ancient esoteric thought, knowledge was con
sidered an outcome of negative energy because its acquisi
tion came only at the penalty of growing old and dying. 

This led me back to something else I had noticed about 
the visitor experience. From the experiences of people like 
Mrs. Sharp and from dozens of the letters that were pouring 
in, it was clear that the soul was very much at issue. People 
experienced feeling as if their souls were being dragged from 
their bodies. I'd had an incident of total separation of soul 
and body. More than one person had seen the visitors in the 
context of a near-death experience. 

"We recycle souls, " they had said. 
I no longer doubted the existence of the soul. I couldn't; 

I had been outside my body in a state of total and complete 
consciousness. This brief but so very clear experience of the 
soul had inspired me to an intense effort to achieve a con
scious connection with it that would last more than a few 
minutes . I wanted to feel my soul, to participate in its life. 

I practiced by constantly trying to leave my body and 
go to people I knew in such a way that they would be able 
to perceive me. My method was to use the technique I had 
learned at the Monroe Institute to reach the "mind awake/ 
body asleep" state, then attempt to leave my body and reach 
the target individual. Among the people I attempted to reach 
in this way were Dora Ruffner, John Gliedman, and a friend 
in Denver. 

I never managed to reach Dora or John. 
In February 1987, the friend in Denver called me to re

port an odd experience. She had awakened and seen the out
line of my face across the room from her. Later she wrote 
me, "What I saw exactly was the impression of your face 
wearing the glasses you wear amid the leaves of a plant 
hanging near the door of my bedroom for about 3 seconds 
in the dark. I turned on the light and nothing was there. " 

I cannot say that I was trying to reach her on the night 
that she saw me, because we could not establish the exact 
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date. But her experience took place during the period when 
I was making the attempt. 

I probably would not have mentioned the incident had 
it not kept happening. 

Chicago radio personality Roy Leonard-who does not 
know any of the other people involved and had heard noth
ing whatsoever of the episode I just described-awakened 
on the night of June 7, 1987, to find my presence in his 
bedroom. He reported that he could "almost" see me. On 
the same night that this took place-perhaps even at the same 
hour-I was in a small town near Madison, Wisconsin, hav
ing a very unusual experience along with Dora Ruffuer and 
Selena Fox, a leader of Circle Sanctuary, as witnesses and 
participants. 

Circle is the primary networking organization of the 
Wiccan religion. Wicca is also known as Witchcraft, but it 
has no relationship to Satanism and other such perversions. 
It is recognized by the United States government as a legit
imate religion, and many of its ministers, such as Ms. Fox, 
can perform marriages and carry out all the other legally 
recognized functions of the clergy. Dora and Anne and I 
were interested in Wicca because, when all the superstitious 
nonsense that surrounds it is cleared away, it emerges as an 
ancient Western expression of shamanism, which is the old
est of all human religious traditions. In this it is very similar 
to Native American and African religions. Like the other 
ancient nature religions, it has an important lesson to teach 
us about love for the earth. 

The Circle Sanctuary is located in beautiful, rolling Wis
consin land. Dora and I took our families there to meet the 
members of the group and learn more about the traditions 
they were trying to preserve. We arrived on a warm June 
afternoon with both of our families-four adults and three 
children-for a weekend at Circle. 

We learned a great deal over that weekend, about Cir
cle's work and its problems communicating its ideas to the 
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many people who are confused about the real nature and 
goals of Wicca. 

Sunday night was windy and moonlit. Selena, Dora, and 
I went out through a meadow of chest-high grass and flow
ers, up the side of a hill to Selena's ceremonial stone circle, 
which is located in a grove of ancient oaks. The wind was 
tossing the trees, making wild blue shadows on the ground. 
It was a beautiful moment. 

The three of us entered the circle and stood facing one 
another at its center. Selena was about to begin the cere
mony when we heard the footsteps of a fourth person ap
proaching. These footsteps came close to the north point of 
the circle and stopped for a moment. I was disturbed, be
cause they came right into a patch of moonlight and I couldn't 
see anyone. Assuming that it must be another person, we 
called out a greeting, all three of us. Selena walked to the 
spot where the sounds had come from. She saw nobody, 
but sensed a very definite presence. 

I began to become uneasy. Circle Sanctuary is the object 
of harassment by the local town board, county zoning offi
cials, and a pressure group of local citizens. Local funda
mentalist churches had shown a film about Satanism and 
falsely claimed that it described Wicca and the practices of 
Circle Sanctuary. Legal maneuvers were under way to pre
vent Wiccan religious activities from taking place on Circle 
Sanctuary land. The American Civil Liberties Union had 
become involved on the Sanctuary's behalf. 

I was afraid that we were about to be attacked by super
stitious townspeople. The darkness was now silent. I felt 
exposed and helpless. 

Then the footsteps resumed, this time walking off into 
the underbrush and apparently over a cliff! We waited, but 
there was no crash below. Two other people had seen odd 
manifestations earlier that evening, one a lighted disk sailing 
along beneath cloud cover, the other a ball of fire bouncing 
through a meadow. 
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Selena began the ritual. Despite my fears that either a 
posse or the visitors were about to come marching out of 
the dark, I managed to stay throughout the ritual. There 
were stealthy footfalls all around us, even inside the circle. 
I heard some a couple of feet away from me, but saw noth
ing at all. As the three of us meditated on behalf of plane
tary healing, the sounds subsided. 

That night I had an extremely strange dream of moving 
like a ghost through an endless, dark woods and entering a 
little room that was so dark I couldn't see a thing. How Roy 
Leonard ended up on the receiving end of that dream I do 
not presently understand. For him it was only a minor event, 
but I found it very hard to understand. 

A month later I tried consciously to project myself to 
somebody else. I chose a man I have known for years. At 
the time, he was going through a number of life changes, 
and I wanted very much to help him. I lay down on my 
bed in the city at about ten at night. I waited, conscious of 
him. Suddenly I saw him. He was sitting with a group of 
people. He was wearing white clothes. A strange, gray fog 
seemed to rush out of him and into me. Then the experience 
ended. 

The next morning he called me. I receive perhaps three 
calls a year from him, so this was a rare occasion. His girl
friend had insisted that he call because she'd had a powerful 
dream about me the night before. I asked him what he'd 
been doing at ten, and what he was wearing. "We'd just 
finished dinner, and we were with friends. I was wearing 
white jeans and a white shirt. " He went on to say that he 
felt like a fog had lifted from his mind that night, and he 
was beginning another attempt to reconstruct his life. 

In the ensuing months I became better at projecting my
self or doing whatever it was that I was doing. I began to 
be able to intentionally take these journeys from time to 
time. I will not report on any that did not result in con
scious awareness on the part of the individual I visited, be-
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cause such a journey is considered so extremely improbable 
in our culture that the narrative of those experiences would 
serve no useful purpose. 

Usually the approach is not noticed by the object indi
vidual. Sometimes they appear entirely aware of my presence, 
but in later conversation they never mention it. Since it would 
defeat my purpose to bring it up myself, I remain in the 
dark about whether people I have visited in this manner 
thought they were dreaming or simply remembered noth
ing. I have been unable even to approach anybody on an 
unconscious level when they were awake during the day. In 
ordinary consciousness people seem literally to be function
ing like robots. It is as if they are running on automatic 
pilot. The effect is astonishing, weird, frightening. One is 
left with the feeling that human society is a giant machine, 
and we are all just cogs in it, capable of arousal into higher 
consciousness only from a state of physical sleep, when the 
habits of personality do not have us in their snare. 

On the night of March 14, 1988, I was talking to writer 
Barbara Clayman when I realized that she could give a cer
tain man a type of information that he appeared to me to 
need very badly. I realized that I had to go to Barbara on 
the nonphysical level in order to prepare her for her encoun
ter with this individual. I told her nothing of my thoughts, 
and concluded our conversation lest I even subliminally re
veal my plan to her. 

At four-thirty in the morning I found myself at her bed
side. She lives about a thousand miles from New York. I 
saw her lying there, saw her husband beside her, and felt 
the enormous tenderness, the anguish of love, that I always 
experience on such journeys. I feel this even when I am with 
people who despise me. I suspect that many of us-maybe 
all of us-make such trips, but that we cannot consciously 
remember what we do. It takes a long time to be able to 
allow oneself to feel really consuming, ecstatic love for oth
ers. I feel that the visitors have enabled me to see this level 
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of reality by reducing my fear. I am not afraid of over
whelmingly powerful feelings.  

I projected my voice into Barbara's ear. I do not hear 
myself when I do this. It is a form of thought. My experi
ence is that it sounds to the listener like a small speaker or 
radio in his or her ear. I said, "It's me, Whitley. Barbara, 
it's Whitley. "  Her eyes flew open. A flush of fear went 
through her and she appeared to me to start yelling. This 
startled me and I told her rather frantically to quiet down. I 
am a leaf in the wind at moments like that, and if her hus
band woke up, I would not be able to maintain my pres
ence. 

Barbara then became silent and I felt myself give her the 
material that she needed about the man, who is involved in 
making a policy decision of fundamental importance. My 
next memory is of being deep in soft air, in a blue morn
ing sky. 

The next evening Barbara called. She left a message that 
it was "important. "  I did not allow myself even to hope 
that she had remembered our meeting. 

To my everlasting delight, when I returned her call I 
found her full of amazement. She had remembered our en
counter vividly and in detail, right down to the words I had 
"said" to her. Like the woman in Denver, she recalled seeing 
my face hanging before her, also complete with the little 
wire-framed glasses. Lest it be assumed that the touch of 
the glasses is accidental or even incidental, I would refer 
readers to the tradition of magical spectacles, which were in 
olden times thought to enable the wearer to see that which 
ordinarily remains unseen. In the sixteenth century, Laby
rinth of the World spectacles were described that possessed the 
power to reveal an unseen world. 

I suspect that experiences such as those reported in this 
chapter are the outcomes of a fundamental shift of mind. 
They are what happens when people begin to abandon the 
old, false belief that each of us is isolated and trapped in our 
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body, that the soul is an abstraction of no real consequence, 
and that such questions as those posed by the visitors are 
unworthy of serious consideration. The ability to migrate 
out of the body may well be a right possessed by all but 
almost universally ignored. 

During the summer of 1987 a number of people who 
came to our cabin had visitor experiences. Some of these 
seemed quite genuine. The most extraordinary one hap
pened to Philippe Mora, who was to be the director of the 
Communion ftlm. Since the lunch we'd had the previous year 
he and I had redeveloped our friendship of twenty years be
fore. It seemed natural and right that he direct Communion, 
especially in view of the beautiful work he'd done with such 
ftlms as Mad Dog Morgan and Death of a Soldier. 

He came up to get the flavor of the location, walk the 
woods, see the cabin. 

He stayed in the same guest room where Jacques San
dulescu and Annie Gottlieb had encountered the visitors in 
October 1985. 

On the evening of Philippe's visit there had been a spec
tacular display in the sky. At one point there were three 
simultaneous meteors and four apparent satellites sailing 
around. One of the satellites was pulsating. A star left the 
center of the sky and shot off to the south. The darkness 
where it had been flickered twice. I made careful note of the 
time, 9:40. 

The following night I went out at the same time and 
observed the sky for half an hour. While it was similarly 
clear, it remained quiet. The "satellites" did not reappear, 
nor have they done so subsequently. 

After the heavenly display, Philippe and I walked the 
woods together. Later he and Anne and I chatted for a while 
and then we all went to bed. Anne and I went upstairs and 
he closed himself up in the small guest room on the first 
floor. I heard the door lock. Futile, I thought. 

When we were in bed Anne said, "They're coming to
night. " She's usually right in her assessments of the visitors, 
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I've found. Her increasing sensitivity was beginning to 
combine with her practical good sense and steadfast insis
tence on reporting only and exactly what she herself saw, 
heard, and felt to give her words great impact for me. 

I did not tell Philippe what she had said. As a matter of 
fact, I went to sleep only with difficulty and slept lightly, 
expecting that the family was again to confront them. 

At one A.M. I was still just dozing. I remember hearing 
the clock strike. But I must have been more deeply asleep 
later, because the next few hours are a blank. 

Sometime between two and five I half awoke when I 
heard a woman downstairs say, "Don't scream or you'll wake 
up Andrew. " Instead of jumping out of bed upon hearing a 
stranger say such a thing in my home in the middle of the 
night, I just went back to sleep! I slept like a log until morn
ing. When I got up I had no sense at all that the visitors had 
been near me. Anne was fine. Interestingly, when I asked 
her if she thought they'd come, she looked at me and sort 
of laughed. 

Philippe was rather distant at breakfast. He spent a good 
deal of time staring off into space. Finally he said, "Look, I 
think something happened last night. I woke up and there 
were lights shining in the window of my room. I was scared. 
Then I got up and the next thing I knew I- found myself in 
the kitchen. Anne said to me 'Don't scream or you'll wake 
up Andrew. '  " 

Anne told him that she hadn't been downstairs. Later 
she insisted to me that this was true. I must admit that the 
voice I heard didn't sound familiar to me. It was a young, 
pleasant female voice, average in tone and timbre. It sounded 
calm and gentle. 

Philippe went on to describe seeing a huge object outside 
hanging over the pool, and lights swarming past all the 
windows of the house. Later he remembered seeing "a face 
trying to smile that didn't look like it was made to smile. "  
He also saw a thin being standing and moving its hands as 
though it were signaling. And somebody showed him little 
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tubs with what appeared to be strange, nonhuman arms and 
legs growing out of them. 

What happened to him? A vivid dream because of where 
he was sleeping? I wouldn't deny the possibility. But I would 
also think it foolish to consider that the only possibility. 

It could also be that he was literally visited by beings 
who showed him how they looked and even attempted to 
indicate their friendliness with an inept smile. If they emerge 
from a reality sufficiently different from our own, their 
halting and confused contact with Philippe might actually 
tum out to have been the outcome of many years of effort 
at learning to communicate with us. 

On August 16, 1987, we elected to celebrate the Har
monic Convergence at our home. We did this not because 
we were certain of the accuracy of the calendrical predic
tions that led to the observance, but because it represented 
a coming together of many people throughout the world for 
a good purpose and because it recognized the validity and
above all-the intellectual potency of Native American 
thought as expressed in the Mayan calendar. 

At our celebration were Dora Ruffner, her friend Peter 
Frohe, psychologists John Gliedman, Kenneth Ring, and 
Barbara Sanders, Omega Foundation director Alise Agar, 
and two people who have had the visitor experience. On 
the morning of August 16, both I and one of these two 
people had visitor experiences. Just before dawn this woman 
was taken from her room down to a meditation circle I'd 
built the month before. She remembered being talked to by 
somebody she described as "a man" who held a wand in his 
hand. 

She was exhausted and disturbed by this, and I was con
cerned for her. A wand was used in October 1985 to strike 
three blows against my forehead, which forced me to begin 
the process of encounter. 

She spent the rest of the day in bed and had the peculiar 
experience of forgetting where she had been when she went 
home on the train later that afternoon. By the time she got 
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to Grand Central Station she could not remember where she 
had come from. It took her some time to reconstruct her 
day. It was as if she'd experienced a traumatic amnesia that 
included her entire visit to our cabin. 

Just before dawn I was sitting in the living room waiting 
for the others to go down to the circle when a voice spoke 
quite clearly to me from across the room. It said, simply, 
"Whitley. " It was an authoritative but immensely sad male 
voice. There followed an idea that something was about to 
happen, and that I should be calm so that I could see it. 

The voice prepared me very well for what happened a 
short time later. A group of us went down to the circle. We 
sat together, quietly speaking about our reasons for being 
there-our hope that man will persist in the world and that 
our insults to the environment will not lead to our destruc
tion but to the awakening of new respect for the needs of 
the earth. 

I expressed my hope that the world would come to see 
Native Americans, Australians, Africans, and other ancient 
peoples as the precious and threatened sources of wisdom 
and guidance that they really are. We offer our wise old 
peoples the same indifference that we give our wise old par
ents. 

Then we began to look into each other's eyes from around 
the circle. I had shared this sort of moment with Dora many 
times before. Suddenly the circle was literally filled with light. 
I could see Dora through a golden haze. This continued for 
as long as a minute, and then faded like the fading of bells, 
leaving me filled with explosive energy and an almost over
whelming desire to get on with my work. 

After we left the circle, I asked each person individually 
what their experience had been. Ken Ring noticed nothing. 
John Gliedman got a fierce headache. When the light came 
into the circle, I saw him frown and then seem to inwardly 
tum away, and I wondered if the headache was not an out
come of an effort to ignore what he had seen. Dora had seen 
the golden light as clearly as I had. Anne had seen it too. 
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She said, "It was like the sunlight had become incredibly 
beautiful and clear. " The others had not perceived it. 

All three of us, especially Anne, date fundamental changes 
in ourselves from that moment. 

Whatever the visitors are, I suspect that they have been 
responsible for much paranormal phenomena, ranging from 
the appearance of gods, angels, fairies, ghosts, and miracu
lous beings to the landing of UFOs in the backyards of 
America. It may be that what happened to Mohammed in 
his cave and to Christ in Egypt, to Buddha in his youth and 
to all of our great prophets and seers, was an exalted version 
of the same humble experience that causes a flying saucer to 
traverse the sky or a visitor to appear in a bedroom or light 
to fill a circle of friends. 

It should not be forgotten that the visitors-if I am right 
about them-represent the most powerful of all forces act
ing in human culture. They may be extraterrestrials manag
ing the evolution of the human mind. Or they may represent 
the presence of mind on another level of being. Perhaps our 
fate is eventually to leave the physical world altogether and 

join them in that strange hyper-reality from which they seem 
to emerge. 

What is interesting to me now is how to develop effec
tive techniques to call them into one's life and make use of 
what they have to offer. I have described gross versions of 
such techniques, such as developing real questions and being 
willing to be taken on a journey through one's fears. The 
most effective technique seems to be simply to open oneself, 
asking for what one needs the most without placing any 
conditions at all on what that might be. 

I hope that my book is fair warning of just how hard 
this journey can be. The few simple techniques I have found 
are only a beginning. If we choose to deepen our relation
ship with the visitors, I have no doubt that much more fruitful 
interaction can be accomplished. This would represent a 
complete change in man's relationship with this enigma. We 
would no longer be passive participants. Rather, we would 
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be to some small degree in co-equal control of the relation
ship. 

There can be only one reason that the nature of the vis
itor experience is changing. They seem more realistic, more 
possible, than ever before. Conceived of as extraterrestrials, 
they become almost understandable. Perhaps the prevalence 
of this concept is our way of admitting to ourselves that we 
can now begin to understand. 

The "visitor experience" is old. Two hundred years ago 
a farmer might have come in from his plowing and said, "I 
saw fairies dancing in the glen. " A thousand years ago he 
might have seen angels flying. Two thousand years ago it 
would have been Dionysus leaping in the fields. Four thou
sand years ago he might have seen the goddess Earth herself 
walking those old hills, her starry robe sparkling with the 
pure light of magic. 

That we could even conceive of having an objective re
lationship with this force is what is new about the visitor 
experience in modern times. 

Always we have been passive. We have knelt before the 
gods, been abducted by the fairies and the UFO occupants. 
But we have never, ever tried to explore a real relationship. 
This is why we know nothing about them. In a relation
ship, both partners seek to know and serve the other. So far 
all we have done, in all of our history, is to be submissive 
to this force, or try like the fearful, debunkers of today to 
ignore it. More even than repression of sex, repression of 
relationship with this level of reality is characteristic of what 
is most inhumane about modern culture. It is ironic that the 
West, with its relentless interest in the physical world, would 
fail to see that the soul also has reference to physical reality, 
emerges from it, depends on it, indeed is at once its progeny 
and its source. 

Thankfully, the very way we think and perceive our 
universe may be changing. We may be in the process of 
achieving a more sane and objective view of something that 
has been a source of confusion since the beginning of time. 
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The temptation not to question, or to say, "I have the 
answer, " is enormous. I agonized over it. I longed to decide 
that the visitors were part of my mind. As an intellectual I 
felt terribly threatened by the idea of extraterrestrial or "other" 
intelligence. I did not like it and I did not want it to be true. 

One of the most difficult things I've had to face is the 
frank prospect that it is true. 

We hide from the visitors. We hide in beliefs. They're 
the gods. They're gentry, dwarfs, elves. They're demons or 
angels. Aliens. The unconscious. The oversoul. Hallucina
tions. Mass hysteria. Lies. You name it. But what they never 
are, what we never allow ourselves to face, is the truth. 

We can face the reality of the visitors. The first step is 
to admit that they exist but that we do not know what they 
are. We can then make a tentative beginning, seeking to un
derstand what they may mean to us. 

We can do this by developing our side of the relationship 
with calmness, objectivity, and determination, seeking to find 
what we can extract from their presence, and what we might 
be able to give in return. To continue to refuse to entertain 
the possibility of relationship would be tragic. 

If we do that we will deny ourselves the flowering of 
understanding that seems now to lie just within our grasp. 

We have been denying this terrifying, provocative real
ity for a long time, because to acknowledge it is to face 
what is smallest and weakest in ourselves. 

But to look at it squarely, to accept that it is all one 
great, big, glorious question about something that is very 
real-that is at last to raise one's eyes and encounter the sky. 
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TWENTY-TWO 

Beyond Nightmare 

I hope that I have made a case for more general acceptance 
of the reality of the visitor phenomenon as something exter
nal to the minds of those perceiving it, and communicated 
what I feel is the critical importance of keeping it in ques
tion. 

Because of the effort to dismiss the phenomenon, which 
has been carried out by government and echoed throughout 
the scientific and intellectual communities, we remain in ig
norance about it. 

I believe that the visitors themselves have compelled this 
ignorance. I have three reasons for my opinion. 

First, when he resigned from NICAP, CIA Director 
Hillenkoetter remarked that the air force had done all it could 
and that further disclosures were up to the visitors. Second, 
they keep themselves secret when they obviously could do 
otherwise. Third, in my personal experience, they have de
feated my every effort to photograph them and have contin
ued to come to me only late at night or in the predawn 
hours, when there is the smallest likelihood of detection by 
others. 

The effect of the secrecy has been to keep us ignorant, 
and thus to deliver us into their hands in a completely help
less state. From my own experience, I see the wisdom of 
this policy. Had they not surprised me and shattered all of 
my preconceptions in the process, I would never have learned 
anything really new from my encounters. 

I feel that it is up to each one of us to seek our own 
contact, develop it if it occurs, and challenge ourselves to 
use it for intellectual, emotional, and spiritual growth in
stead of letting our fears overwhelm us. 



To do this, we must learn to live with the question. 
I know from experience how hard this is. But if we are 

ever to develop meaningful insight, we must do just that. 
Dr. Donald Klein's advice to me when we concluded our 
work together was of absolutely fundamental importance: 
Learn to live at a high level of uncertainty. Only by doing 
this will we begin to gain the rigorously clear and objective 
outlook we need to perceive what is happening correctly. 

I will not assert anything final about the visitors . But I 
will say-indeed, am clearly obligated to say-what I sus
pect may be true. I have learned a number of important 
things from my experience. 

1. The visitors are physically real. They also function on 
a nonphysical level, and this may be their primary reality. 

2. They have either been here a long time or they are 
trying to create this impression. So far, our perceptions of 
them have been conditioned by our own cultural back
ground. They are an objective reality that is almost always 
perceived in a highly subjective manner. 

3. They have the ability to enter the mind and affect 
thought, and can accomplish amazing feats with this skill. 

4. They have taught me by demonstration that I have a 
soul separate from my body. My own observations while 
detached from my body suggest that the soul is some form 
of conscious energy, possibly electromagnetic in nature. 

5. They can affect the soul, even draw it out of the body, 
with technology that may possibly involve the use of high
intensity magnetic fields. 

6. They used few words to communicate with me. Their 
primary method was a sort of theatrical demonstration, richly 
endowed with symbolic meaning. 

7. When I challenged my own fear of them they re
sponded by taking me on a journey deep into my uncon
scious terrors. From this I learned that suppressing and 
denying fear are useless. I discovered how to accept my fear 
and not be surprised by it. 

I suspect that the visitors may have been here for a long 
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time. It has even crossed my mind, given their apparent in
terest in human genetics, that they may have had something 
to do with our evolution. 

I cannot speculate why we are beginning to see them as 
a demythologized reality-if indeed we are. It is possible, 
though, that we are in the process of evolving past the level 
of superstition and confusion that has in the past blocked us 

from perceiving the visitors correctly. 
The small gray beings that I encountered carried a tre

mendous load of negativity. In his letter to me describ
ing his encounter in the bookstore, Bruce Lee added the 
following personal comment: "I was brought up on a farm. 
I know what it is to look into the eyes of a mad dog. I have 
had to kill rabid dogs and foxes. That mad-dog look was 
there . . . .  " 

But, like so many things about the visitors, there is more 
to all this than meets the eye. It may be that we are also 
encountering our own secret savagery when we face them. 

I think that the most terrible thing I have ever seen 
was my face reflected in the eyes of a visitor. I looked like a 
mad dog. 

To the degree that I learned to use their fearsome on
slaught as a means of gaining insight into my own fears, I 
acquired an effective coping tool: The more frightening they 
got, the stronger I became. 

At first they assaulted me without regard to my strengths 
and weaknesses. My reaction, once I had recovered from 
my initial panic, was to try to face them. I did this because 
I got tired of running away; and my wife and I also found 
the possibility that they might be real tremendously exciting 
and interesting, though I cannot deny that they may also be 
dangerous. 

I feel that the potential for gain outweighs the risks of 
contact. 

As our relationship developed, the visitors began to tune 
it very carefully, leading me step by step through my fears. 
They always seemed ready with the hardest challenge I could 
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manage. They never sought to destroy me with an assault 
beyond my strength. Thus they can hardly be called evil. 
Based on the actual outcome of what they did to me, they 
must be counted the allies of our growth. 

I have emerged from my experience a thousand times 
stronger than I had ever been before it. I am not at all afraid, 
not even of death. Rather it has become another rich poten
tial in my life, a challenge to be met with a peaceful heart 
and an interested mind. 

I have been in my soul separate from my body. My own 
experience thus tells me that the soul has a separate life, and 
the work of people like Dr. Ian Stevenson suggests that it 
persists beyond death, and that reincarnation is apparendy a 
very real possibility. 

The visitors have said, "We recycle souls, " and-of the 
earth-that "this is a school. " It may be exactly that-a place 
where souls are growing and evolving toward some form 
that we can scarcely begin to imagine. I can conceive that 
the fate of souls may be one of the great universal questions. 
It may be that we have emerged as a means of at once creat
ing and answering this question. 

My own struggle has made me realize that our lives are, 
at least potentially, a place of reconcilation between positive 
and negative energies. My encounters with the visitors were 
at their most satisfactory when I was actively struggling 
against my fears and hungers. It was friction that gave me 
strength. 

I do not now find the small, gray beings terrible. I find 
them useful, as work with them is an efficient way to as

sault the dark battlements of fear and acquire the wisdom 
beyond. 

Throughout our history we have rejected the negative 
and sought the positive. There is another way, I feel, that 
involves balancing between the two. It is up to us to forge 
in the deepest heart of mankind the place of reconcilia
tion. We must learn to walk the razor's edge between fear 
and ecstasy-in other words, to begin finally to seek the 
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full flowering and potential of our humanity. 
I have learned much about the value and sense of com

munion with the visitors. The whole point of it seems to 
me to involve strengthening the soul. Certainly this has been 
central to my relationship with them. 

They made me face death, face them, face my weak
nesses and my buried terrors. At the same time, they kept 
demonstrating to me that I was more than a body, and even 
that my body could enter extraordinary states such as phys
ical levitation. 

In order to transform the visitor experience into some
thing that is useful to us, we must, each of us, face the fact 
that they evoke fear-and realize that we possess a peace 
within ourselves that cannot be assailed even by the most 
powerful negative force. 

Really facing the visitors means accepting that one may 
also endure great fear . . . and become free of all fear. 

I have been in anguish many, many times, immersed in 
the fury of their malevolence, feeling them as a kind of tre
mendous, overwhelming superconsciousness that saps all 
sense of self-control. 

If we can strike an effective inner pose of balance instead 
of confronting the visitors with the irrationality of cornered 
animals, I feel that we will begin to extract a measure of 
value from our exposure to them. 

Should we seek to expand the relationship, we will have 
to face some very, very difficult things. The journey will be 
almost inconceivably hard, but also rich with marvels and 
full of hope. We will walk a narrow way between dangers. 
To our left there will be a sick planet and all the social dis
cord and economic misery that must accompany its suffer
ing. To our right there will be the rigorous, demanding, 
and wise unknown that is the visitors. 

We will discover truths about ourselves, truths that will 
change each of us-and all of us-forever. We will pierce 
the fog that has for so many long years obscured our vision. 

At last, we will see. 
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APPENDIX ONE 

Health 

It is very important to me that I not participate in the crea
tion of a false unknown. I have thus been eager to explore 
all possible prosaic answers to the question of what hap
pened to me. 

There are a number of diseases of the brain and disorders 
of the mind that can lead to hallucinations. The most prom
inent disease is temporal lobe epilepsy, which is a transient 
disturbance to the temporal lobe of the brain. It causes vivid 
hallucinations that are often associated with powerful odors. 
Less frequently, sounds can be mixed with visions and smells 
in this disease. People with temporal lobe epilepsy tend to 
be verbal and philosophical and to lack a sense of humor. 

Paranoia and schizophrenia are also associated with de
lusional states and hallucinations. 

How my having such a disease could have caused total 
strangers like Bruce Lee, Dr. Zahner-Roloff, and so many 
others to encounter the visitors in so many different ways I 
do not know. Certainly these encounters cannot be dis
missed as hysteria. Dr. Zahner-Roloff had never heard of 
me and my book; nor had Jo Sharp or Barry Maddock. In 
addition, the great majority of my encounters used to occur 
in a specific place, my cabin. None of these diseases is re
corded as being in the least geographically specific. We have 
also had the water tested for all manner of pollutants, in
cluding pesticides and metals, and nothing unusual was found. 
The air in the basement of the cabin was tested for gas con
tent, and nothing unusual was detected. Nevertheless, a va
por detector was installed. Our water-purification system 
uses chlorine, a filter to remove metals, and activated char
coal to remove pollutants. There are no gases or substances 



in the water that might distort perception. 
I was tested for temporal lobe epilepsy on December 6, 

1986, and no abnormalities were found. This test was con
ducted by Columbia-Presbyterian Medical Associates. It in
cluded the use of nasopharyngeal leads and induced sleep 
and is the most sensitive test for this disease that is available. 
The conclusion of the examining physician was: "This EEG, 
which includes nasopharyngeal leads, is normal with the pa
tient awake and asleep. "  

TLE, however, is an elusive disease, and I have contin
ued to have myself tested for it. 

I undertook another test series beginning on March 14, 
1988. An EEG (without nasopharyngeal leads but with sleep), 
a CAT scan of my brain, and an MRI (a supersensitive brain 
scan) were performed by a different facility (New York 
University Hospital) from the one that did the TLE exam. 
They were evaluated by a different neurologist. Either the 
MRI (Magnetic Resonance Imaging) or the CAT (Com
puter Axial Tomography) scan would have located epileptic 
areas in the brain of an adult with longstanding (two years 
or more) disease. No such areas were observed. 

There was an interesting finding from the MRI scan. This 
is a new type of brain scan, providing a far more detailed 
image than the CAT scan. It works by placing the brain in 
a high-intensity magnetic field and allowing a computer to 
generate patterns from protons emitted by affected mole
cules in the tissue being examined. The image that it pro
vides is remarkably fine, showing even very small details. 

The findings were described by the examining physician 
as follows: "The ventricles and sulci are normal. There are 
no masses, shifts or displacements. Occasional punctate foci 
of high signal intensity are located in the cerebral white matter 
of the frontal lobes bilaterally as well as the left temporo
parietal region. "  The neurologist explained to me that these 
extra structures were so-called "unknown bright objects" 
that are occasionally seen with this test in normal brains. 

Such objects are associated with multiple sclerosis, trauma, 
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microvascular disease, and, very rarely, healed scars from 
an unusual parasitic disease. I do not have MS and have never 
had any episodes of weakness or any other symptom that 
would suggest this disease. Even if I did have it, it does not 
cause hallucinations; nor do any of the other diseases that 
might be associated with unknown bright objects found in 
the brain areas where they were located in me. I have never 
had any trauma to the head worth mentioning, certainly no 
parasitic disease, and, as the parts of the vascular system of 
my brain that were visible were in exceptionally good shape, 
microvascular disease is unlikely. 

I do recall, as I reported in Communion, a number of oc
casions when needles appeared to be inserted into my head 
by the visitors. One such intrusion took place on December 
26, 1985, behind my right ear, and another in March 1986, 
up my left nostril. Are the unknown objects in my brain an 
outcome of such intrusions? There is presently no way to 
determine this, but if a test sensitive enough to reveal them 
in even greater detail is ever devised, I will certainly take it. 
In the meantime, I have no intention of attempting to have 
them excised, nor can I imagine that any reputable neuro
surgeon would perform such an operation, given that the 
objects are of no neurologic consequence and similar struc
tures have occasionally been observed in other normal brains. 

However, I do think it would be most interesting if other 
people who recall similar intrusions to the cranium taking 
place during visitor experiences also undertake the MRI. It 
is an easy test. Unlike the CAT scan, it does not require the 
infusion of iodine into the blood, and it does not introduce 
radiation into the brain. Should a substantial number of such 
people display similar objects in their brains, it would be 
suggestive that the recalled intrusions could be leaving a 
physical trace that we can now detect. 

I have also taken a number of pyschological tests. Among 
these was the MMPI, a standard test designed to detect per
sonality abnormalities. I have also taken the Bender Gestalt 
test, the W AIS-R adult intelligence test, the House-Tree-
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Person test, the Rorschach test, the Thematic Apperception 
test, and the Human Figure Drawing test. When I took this 
test group on March 7, 1986, I appeared to the testing psy
chologist to be "under a good deal of stress, " and to suffer 
from "fatigue" and "inner turmoil. " The overall finding was 
that I suffered from a great deal of fear, which was consis
tent with my state at that time. The tests were taken during 
the time when I was most terrified of the visitors. 

I have also been interviewed at great length by a number 
of psychiatrists and neurologists, and none of them has ever 
discovered the least sign that I am anything except what I 
appear to be: a normally integrated man of above-average 
intelligence, with highly developed verbal skills. 

At the moment that is the status of my case. 
Should any psychophysical condition be discovered to 

have caused my experiences, I will certainly make it known. 
I have not the least intention of creating or in any way sup
porting a false unknown. Indeed, I would be the first to 
suggest that any and all of our present interpretations of the 
visitor experience may be wrong. 

Most of the physicians involved in my case have re
quested confidentiality. I will not release their names. What 
I have done instead is to turn over all of their findings to 
Dr. John Gliedman, and I have given them all permission 
to discuss my case fully with him. While also respecting 
their confidentiality, he has agreed to correspond with li
censed medical and mental-health professionals and con
cerned scientists about my case. We will not respond to 
"investigators" without scientific, medical, or mental-health 
credentials, or to "debunkers" intent on twisting the facts to 
serve their own emotional needs, and not to get at the truth. 

I do believe, and strongly, that behind all the strange 
experiences and perceptions, behind the lights in the sky and 
the beings in the bedroom, there lies a very important, valu
able, and genuine unknown. My hope is that we will even
tually face the fact that it is there, and begin a calm, objective, 
and intellectually sound effort to understand it. 
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APPENDIX TWO 

Truth 

In Communion I reported the results of a lie-detector test per
formed on me before publishing the book. I passed this test. 
I have always tried to tell the truth about my perceptions. 
Even Philip J. Klass, a vociferous and skeptical UFO re
searcher, has written me a letter permitting me to state pub
licly that he doesn't think I am lying. On December 17, 
1987, he wrote me, "I believe that Whitley Strieber honestly 
believes he experienced the weird encounters described in 
his book Communion and that he is not knowingly, inten
tionally falsifying same. " He added that he thought a "pro
saic" explanation would be found for my encounters and 
has asserted elsewhere that he believes me to be a temporal 
lobe epileptic. In view of the fact that no evidence of this 
diseas�r any other intrusive abnormality-has been found, 
even with extensive testing, that is a theory that is now very 
hard to maintain. 

On May 18,  1987 I was given another lie-detector test. 
It was administered by Polygraph Security Services of Lon
don at the request of the British Broadcasting Corporation, 
and paid for by the BBC. I also passed this test. Among the 
questions asked were: 

Are the visitors about whom you write in your book 
Communion a physical reality? 

Whilst in the presence of your visitors, have you actually 
felt them touch you? 

I answered these questions in the affirmative and was 
found to be telling the truth. 

I was also asked if I had invented them for personal gain. 
My denial was evaluated as true. 

I was retested at my own request for Transformation. The 



polygraphist (Nat Laurendi, who originally tested me for 
Communion) was extremely skeptical, but I once again passed 
the test. It is worth noting that on questions where I was 
directed to lie, my blood pressure and rate of sweating in
creased, allowing the tester to determine easily that I had 
lied. The fact that these two automatic functions were what 
changed when I lied suggests that I am not a person who 
could defeat a lie-detector test easily, if at all. 

Among the questions asked in this test were the fol
lowing: 

Do you honestly believe that Transformation is a true ac
count of your encounters with the visitors between April 
1986 and March 1988? 

Are the witnesses named and unnamed in the book real 
people? 

Do you honestly believe that the visitors are physically 
real? 

Have you encountered the visitors at least four times while 
totally and fully conscious? 

I answered yes to all these questions, and my answers 
were evaluated as true. 

I have now been tested three times by polygraph ex
perts, and asked direct, plain questions. 

It must be concluded that I am neither insane nor a liar. 
There is truth in my strange story. Indeed, it may be that 
its very strangeness is its strongest proof. 

On March 3 1 ,  1988, Bruce Lee of William Morrow and 
Company was also polygraphed by Mr. Laurendi. He was 
asked if he thought the two beings he saw in the bookstore 
were visitors, and if he spoke to them. He replied "yes" to 
both questions and his answers were evaluated to be true. 
He was asked if I had offered him anything of value to tell 
his story. He answered "no" and this answer was evaluated 
as true. 
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APPENDIX THREE 

Gaelic 

One of the most interesting and unusual findings in Trans
formation is Leonard Keane's discovery that the star language 
spoken by Betty Andreasson Luca when she was under hyp
nosis might have been Gaelic. This is especially remarkable 
as Mrs. Luca is the daughter of a French immigrant and a 
native New Englander. Mrs. Luca's experience is reported 
in detail in Raymond Fowler's excellent book on the sub
ject, The Andreasson Affair. This book stands as a classic ac
count of visitor experience, and is especially noteworthy for 
its candid revelation of the stunning mystical and religious 
overtones of Mrs. Luca's experience. 

After reading Mr. Keane's translation of her Gaelic words, 
Mrs. Luca wrote me as follows: "I must tell you when I 
read the first two lines of Mr. Keane's translation, uncon
trollable tears washed down my face for at least five min
utes. . . . Finally someone is bringing out the truth of the 
messages. "  

With Mr. Keane's permission, I record here his glossary 
of the "star language. " All phonetic renderings are taken 
from The Andreasson Affair and were created by Mr. Fowler. 
I have listened to the original tapes and found that he did a 
careful and accurate job of transcription. 

Star Language Gaelic Equivalent English Translation 

oh-tookurah ua-tuaisceartach descendants of 
Northern peoples 

bohututahmaw beo t-utamail living groping 



Star Language Gaelic Equivalent English Translation 

hulah uile all 

dub dubh darkness 

duwa dubhach mournful 

maher math air mother 

Duh Dubh Dark 

okaht ocaid occasion 

turaht tuartha forebode 

nuwrlahah nuair lagachar when weakness 

tutrah t-uachtarach in high places 

aw hoe-hoe athbheoite revives 

marikoto maireachtala- cost of living 
costas 

tutrah t-uachtarach high 

etrah eatramh interval 

meekohtutrah meancog t-uach- mistakes in high 
tarach places 

etro eatramh interval 

indra ukreeahlah indeacrachlach fit for distressing 

The translation therefore reads: 
"The living descendants of the Northern peoples are 

groping in universal darkness. Their (My) mother mourns. 
A dark occasion forebodes when weakness in high places 
will revive a high cost of living; an interval of mistakes in 
high places; an interval fit for distressing events. " 
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Afterword 

There is a great question about why the visitors are sud
denly emerging in what may be something like their true 
form. I think that I have a partial answer. I would like to 
direct the reader's attention to the fact that I predicted in 
Communion that the ozone layer is in serious trouble, but 
that it would get better just before getting far, far worse. Its 
decline could also cause a more rapid than anticipated in
crease in the greenhouse effect, leading to the major disrup
tions discussed earlier in this book. 

When I made the prediction that the decline in the ozone 
layer would lessen before getting worse, all of the scientific 
evidence pointed to a steady deterioration. In March 1988 it 
was discovered that the sun was becoming much more ac
tive than anticipated for the beginning of a solar maximum, 
or cycle of increased solar activity. On March 16, 1988 The 
New York Times reported that the decline in the ozone shield 
was worse than anticipated, but that "a cyclical increase in 
solar radiation, which stimulates the production of ozone in 
the atmosphere" is going to offset ozone losses for a time. 
The intensity of the increase was completely unanticipated. 

I wish to remind my readers that I knew nothing of this 
effect--or of the unexpected intensity of the present solar 
cycl�o years ago when I was writing Communion. I wish 
to repeat that the warnings I have received about the decline 
of our atmosphere are absolutely urgent and must be acted 
upon with the greatest vigor even though the ozone layer 
will appear to improve over the next few years. The sur
vival of mankind is very certainly at issue, and the emer
gence of the visitors appears to me to be in part a supportive 
response to our desperate plight. 



But a response from whom? From where? 
The visitors appear to be extraterrestrials, and this may 

be what they are. But we know that their appearance de
pends more on the understanding of reality through which 
a given culture perceives them than on any objective insight 
into their true nature. With this in mind, it seems to me 
almost inevitable that we would, at this point in our tech
nological and cultural development, see them as space-far
ing aliens. 

What has happened to me has been so terribly strange 
and yet so intelligently conceived that it does suggest the 
operation of a nonhuman intelligence. It has also been in
credibly usefol, and I suspect that we can all gain a great deal 
from the visitors once we bring our side of the relationship 
into focus. 

But we cannot focus ourselves on fear. For this reason I 
have withdrawn from contact with UFO researchers who 
have no professional credentials and seem to mix fear and 
ignorance in equal amounts. Many of these people are hyp
notizing distraught human beings, in effect operating as un
trained and unlicensed counselors and therapists, and 
innocently imposing their own beliefs on their vicitms. 

I feel strongly that the people who report visitor expe
rience should have access to mental-health professionals who 
approach the issue with an open mind and are aware that 
many normal, well integrated people confront the visitors, 
and that they can be helped without the use of drugs or 
other aggressive therapies. 

I feel that the present fad of hypnotizing "abductees," 
which is being engaged in by untrained investigators, will 
inevitably lead to suffering, breakdown, and possibly even 
suicide. These investigators usually make the devastating er
ror of assuming that they understand this immense mystery. 

They apply nineteenth-century scientific materialism and 
mechanistic thinking to a problem that actually stretches the 
limits of the most sophisticated modern thought. These un
trained, often poorly educated and unskilled people are 
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spreading a plague of confusion and fear. 
Many of them feel, as Budd Hopkins has written, that 

the visitors are-at least at present-"immensely destruc
tive.' '  

I cannot agree with this. Certainly it  is clear that our 
response to an encounter is often one of fear and terror. Our 
perceptions are distorted by panic at the high level of 
strangeness we observe. 

But it is premature to assume that our experiences are 
actually negative in content. Primitive people, on taking their 
first airplane rides, have often been frightened almost into a 
catatonic state. Many African and Native American people 
once felt that cameras were stealing their souls, and con
sidered having their picture taken a personal disaster from 
which they would never recover. 

Mr. Hopkins, again expressing the views of a segment 
of the UFO community, has also written that the "UFO 
occupants" have either failed to grasp the negative psycho
logical impact of "abduction, " or-if they have grasped it
are an "amoral race" interested only in fulfilling its own 
"scientific needs. " 

These sentiments proceed from the assumption that the 
"UFO occupants" are approaching us with technological 
means and scientific aims similar enough to our own to at 
least be somewhat comprehensible to us. 

I wish to make it crystal clear that I do not support this 
view. To me, the beings appear to be physically real, at least 
at times, and that is as far as it goes. 

I do not think that we have even begun to comprehend 
the visitors. I suspect that we are a lot farther from under
standing them than we are from understanding, say, the songs 
of the whales. And despite years of study, we know as yet 
almost nothing about those complex and remarkable pro
ductions . 

To approach any meaningful answers to such questions 
as why the visitor experience is often so hard and what it 
ultimately means is going to take a substantial effort by bet-
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ter minds, quite frankly, than those that cluster in flying
saucer study groups. 

Good scientists and laymen in the UFO field do effective 
and highly professional work. But researchers are proceed
ing from rigid and simplistic assumptions. If this work is to 
succeed, it must begin with the most powerful tool that Wf 
have: an open, inquiring, and educated mind, free from 
prejudices and preconceptions, and, above all, free from fear. 

Persons wishing to communicate with the author should di
rect their correspondence to: 

Whitley Strieber 
# 188 
496 LaGuardia Place 
New York, N.Y. 10012 

Scientists and medical professionals desiring to correspond 
with Dr. John Gliedman should write to him care of the 
author. 
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(continued from front flap) 
emerged from the unknown as the single 

most powerful instrument of change in 

history? 

Transformation is a journey from the secret 

depths of the mind to the secret depths of 

the universe, a story of fear and courage and 

the final , triumphant breakthrough that 

may lead at last to real understanding. 

Communion was only the beginning. 

Whitley Strieber is the author of Communion: 

A True Story, and such novels as The Wo/fen, 

The Hunger, and the award-winning chil 

dren's book Wolf of Shadows. He i s  co-author 

of the best-selling Warday and of Nature 's 

End. Mr. Strieber was born and raised in 

Texas and has made his home in New York 

for the past twenty years. 
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