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The Jersey Devil
I am here to tell you that this world is not what you think.


We are not alone.  You know it now; you’ve always known it.


Think back to when you were a kid, remember the monsters that everyone told you didn’t exist.  The things that go bump in the night; the shadows that hide on the edge of our periphery; all of those creatures that we now know are not real, the things that could not possibly be real.


When we were young we all believed in these monsters, but with time and growth we learn that these fears are unfounded, just products of an overactive imagination.  


Today I tell you that we were wrong.  There are things in this word that exist in the shadows of our periphery; Things that we cannot possibly explain.  

Every culture that has ever existed has know of these abominations, spoke of them, worshipped them, feared them.  They have been called by many names: angels, demons, spirits, cryptids, ghosts, gods, witches, giants, titans, aberrations, monsters. 
I you were to go to the Louvre right now, you could find a large number of Renaissance paintings that show metallic discs floating in the sky.
These ancient people knew something that all of our modern thought and science has managed to hide rather that uncover. There is something very strange inhabiting this world of ours.  

Take for instance the strange case of a creature know as the jersey devil.
Over the past three hundred years there have been sightings of a strange creature in the pine barrens of new jersey.  The creature is described as being about three and a half feet tall.  It has a long neck and a head that is a cross between a collie dog and a horse.  It has two short front legs that end with clawed paws.  And two back legs that bend backwards and end in hooves.  It also has bat-like wings that grow form it’s shoulders.  It’s scream is said to rattle the very soul of anyone that hears it.

The devil has been seen by thousands of witnesses; including University professors, military personnel, and the brother of Napoleon Bonaparte.  

Stories of the creature date back to the early eighteenth century and seem to originate with a man named Daniel Leeds.  

In the summer of 1699, Daniel took his family to claim a tract of land in Great Egg Harbor, New Jersey.  He was young, ambitious, and his family was growing.  Soon his thirteenth child was born, a baby girl.  They named her Jennifer.

Jennifer grew to be beautiful, intelligent, and strong willed.  She knew what she wanted from life and eventually fell in love with a young British soldier, but in those tumultuous there was a growing and sometime blind resentment of the English and especially their military.  Jennifer’s friends and neighbors did all they could to keep the pair apart.

It was a cold night in early November when an angry mob found the pair in a building that would eventually be known as the shroud’s house.  They tore that young British soldier from the house and his young bride.  They tore him away and took him off to be executed.  Jennifer was taken back to her parents house.  She cursed the people of Great Egg Harbor, that night, and every day afterward.
Flash forward nine months and we see young Jennifer Leeds giving birth to a baby boy.  The child seemed perfectly normal when it was born, but everyone present sensed something evil in the air.  As Jennifer’s friends and family watched over the new mother and her newborn son they witnessed a horrid transformation.  The child twisted and contorted.  It grew wings and claws and then attacked several people before flying up the chimney, around the town, and away into the night.

For the next ten years the people of New Jersey would be tormented by the devils terrible screams.  People would walk out of their houses to find their livestock slaughtered.  Everyone living in and around the Pine Barrens of New Jersey was terrified to leave their house at night.  

I found a document stating that in 1940 a clergyman was able to trap the devil and perform an exorcism on it.  The devil was not seen again for eighty years.

In 1820 the horrible screams returned and livestock was once again being found slaughtered.  People began seeing a mysterious creature flying through the pine barrens and carrying off creatures as large as horses.  They spoke of the creature as having glowing red eyes that seemed to have some sort of intelligence behind them.  These sightings would last another seventy years and then, nothing. 

Charles skinner made the claim that the devil was gone for good this time and the people of New Jersey breathed a sigh of relief, but in 1909 the creature returned with a vengeance.  During the months of January and February the devil was seen by over a thousand people in New Jersey, Philadelphia, and New York.  It was tracked over rooftops and through 18 inch wide tunnels.

Since then people from every walk of life have seen and heard the devil.  If he is the son of Jennifer Leeds he would be over 260 years old.  

Some say the devil is a physical embodiment of evil.  It is always seen most prominently before a major war or tragic event.  It was born near the great blue hole in the Great Egg Harbor river, an underwater geologic formation that is said to lead strait to the depths of the abyss.  

When we were young we were told that this world was a safe one.  We were told that the things that go bump in the night are not really there.  We were told that we would grow up and have children and grow old without needing to fear the dark places on the edge of our perception, but this is not the truth, the world is a much darker place than that.  The world I know is a much more horrible place than that.

They Said

I remember going out there with my dad.  I think it was a Sunday.  We walked out there with the dogs and well… it was strange.  There was no noise ya’know.  Usually your walking around outside and there’s birds and wind but… but this was different.  Then the dogs started.  They were barking and throwing a fit.  Something was scaring them.  It got so bad that my brother had to take them back to the house and wait for us there.  I guess he was the lucky one.
Me and my dad kept going and when we crested the hill that we saw the thing crash on, we saw an area about the size of a football field that was just scattered with debris.  There was this… this rut that was like burnt into the ground.  It was probably about a hundred feet long and when I stood in the deepest part it came up to about the middle of my shin.  It took three years for the grass to start growing back where that rut was.

Everything had these weird symbols written on it in some sort of purple paint.  The symbols looked kind of like hieroglyphics, except, there were no animal pictures. I don’t know, but I’ve never seen anything like it.  Japanese, Chinese, I’ve even looked up a bunch of languages that don’t exist anymore but I’ve never been able to place it. 

There were these little I-beams.  They looked like they were made of balsa wood but you couldn’t break them or cut them, and they weighed nothing.  

There were also piece of paper, and something that looked like tinfoil.  Sort of made me think of cigarette packaging, but you couldn’t tear any of it.  You couldn’t fold it either; well… you couldn’t crease it.  Every time we would fold a piece of it, it would flatten back out.  You could fold it, crumple it up; nothing, and it made this sound… sort of like cellophane.  

One more thing about that stuff; none of it would burn, and we tried.  Couldn’t even singe it.

We were there looking at the stuff for about an hour when the military showed up.  At least I think they were the military; Six large trucks, a ton of guys in uniform, and some guys in black suits.   They escorted us back to our house and those guys in the suits took my father aside and talked to him for like three hours before they would let us go.  My dad told me that we couldn’t tell anyone what we saw out there.  He said they told him it was a matter of national security and that they had places for people that gave away secret information.
I’m sure they were watching us for years after that.  I was always seeing people that just happened to be in the same place as me on a regular basis.  I even found little camera one time when I was changing a light bulb in my parent’s house.

The newspapers all said that it was just a weather balloon; part of some cold war spy program.  


I don’t know what that stuff out there was, or where it came from.  I guess it could have been a weather balloon but I know I’ve never seen materials like what I saw out there.  Some people say that it was from outer space, and I don’t know what to believe.  I guess it could’ve been.  I don’t know.


All I really know is that I was really scared for a really long time.  I knew something that I wasn’t supposed to know and I couldn’t even tell anyone about it for fear of my life and theirs.  
How can they threaten someone like that?  I couldn’t sleep. I spent years wondering, ya’know, what happens if I let something slip.  


I don’t know what will happen by my telling you this, if anything.  I don’t know and I don’t care.  I’m tired of being scared.  They can’t threaten people like that.  They can’t ruin lives just because someone is in the wrong place at the wrong time.  They can’t do that.  They can’t do that.

True Story

Yo man, I don’t know about no Bigfoot or sasquatch or shit but that zombie shit man, that shit is real.  I got this buddy man, Frankie, yea and Frankie’s like in the peace core and shit.  Now I know what you’re think’in; total fuck’in hippie, right?  But get this, Frankie’s fuckin strait edge, never so much as smoke a cigarette in his whole life.  True story.  Ok, so Frankie is down in like Cambodia or shit, little starving marvins everywhere, smells like shit, drink the water down there and you got the runs for a month.  An’ he’s do’in like his peace core shit, hand’in out milk and cookies, teachin the marvins to play basketball, do’in his thing ya’know.  Well all of a sudden the alarm goes up and it’s like fuckin chaos on a stick man.  Marvins runnin around like decapitated chickens.  So Frankie’s like, “oh shit” ya’know.  An he’s like runnin and runnin, trying to get to the headquarters tent, so he can like, see what’s goin’ on and shit.  When he get’s there there’s this one guy in there, name like zambutulu or some shit.  And this Zambutaba guy is like just putting a whole clip of bullets in this other guy.  Screamin at im like, ”click click mubata die mother fucker.”  Finally he puts down the gun and stabs the fucker with one’a those giant crocodile Dundee knives and that finally drops im.  Well, needless to say, Frankie is fuckin stunned.  There’s blood and guts everywhere.  Zubumba just looks over at him and says “Mutulu,” which I guess means undead zombie mother fucker.  Turns out, the guy died on the table and then got back up and started kill’in people, tryin to like eat their brains and shit.  Yea man, turns out, some of the fuckin mosquitoes down there were carrying this fuckin zombie virus in’em and spreadin em around.  Two weeks, the whole place is crawlin with undead brain eating mother fuckers.  Frankie’s sittin in like a bunker he found for like a week when he hears this loud whistling sound.  Apparently the good old U-S-of-A stepped in to “control the situation.”  Glassed the whole place.  No Survivors.  And that’s a true story man.  True fuckin story.

That House

I didn’t do it.  I know that they’re saying that I was the only one that could have, but It wasn’t me.  It was that house.  I don’t know where I’ve been.  We moved into that house and it was like I started to lose touch with myself, like I was floating away from my body and it was so hard to hold myself inside of my own skin.

The place seemed so nice.  So welcoming; and it was such a good deal.  Forty percent below market value and I couldn’t see that something was wrong.  Little piece of advice for ya; if something seems too good to be real, it is.

We were so happy.  So young.  So stupid.  You go through your whole life conditioned to say it’s not real, it’s not real.  So stupid.

The dog wouldn’t go into certain rooms.  That should have been the first clue.

It started with not being able to focus my mind.  

I had a mission.  I spent hours, days, I don’t know, but I had to make changes to the house.  I had to restore make it look like it did sixty years ago.  I could remember how it looked.

I heard this scientist say, one time, that our memory is like a painting.  And that painting is hanging in a room where people are shaking wet paint brushes in random directions and as our painting gets these little drops of paint on it, our memory changes.  Like, a car you remember as being white eventually is remembered as tan, and then maybe yellow.  It was kind of like that, except someone was taking their brush straight into my memory and making broad strokes.


I was “remembering” music that I had never heard before.  I could even play some of the songs on the piano we found in the basement.  I could barely play the kazoo and, yet, there I was, pounding out masterpieces on these keys.  And the tiniest little thing could throw me into a rage.  I was scared for myself, for my wife, for my kids…  I had “memories” of hurting them.


I would wake up with horrible scratches on my body.  I still don’t know how they got there.  I started calling myself by different names.  My wife was so scared.


Oh god.  I couldn’t have.  


I wanted to leave but something said I had to stay.  The last night I can remember is the night I tried to get out.  I woke up to a horrible pain in my arm and I was going to get everyone, and leave, but I wasn’t in my body.  I could see myself lying there but it wasn’t me inside of my body. It was someone else.  It was him.


I watched him life my life for days.  I think it was days.  It was like I was always awake.  Do you know what that is like?  Watching someone live your life for you, and you can’t turn it off.  Can you imagine watching them torment the people you love.


I loved my family.


I would never hurt them.


It was him.


It was that house.


I’m not crazy.  I know there is something in that house and if someone else lives there it will happen to them too.  

I was lost in a white haze for a long time.  I drifted too far away from myself and got lost, until he was done.  

I found them.

I found them and there was nothing I could have done to save them.  He was in control.  I didn’t do it.  It wasn’t me.  

But I don’t care what happens to me.  Put me away, it doesn’t matter anymore, just don’t let anyone go into that house.  Don’t go into that house.

There is something in that house.

Please, Listen to Me

Please, you must listen to me.

There is a hidden network of power controlling the world.

They have been there since the ancient Sumerians walked the earth.

This, hidden, group of people is behind all of the greatest military and political coups of the past four thousand years.  

The group I am talking about is a secret race of reptile people that can change their DNA at will to blend in with human beings.  It’s true.

Look at the state of the world.  The world is not being run by the forces of love.  The world is being run by the forces of evil and hatred.


  Today I say, to all the world, my brothers and sisters, we are in great danger.  We human beings are blinded.  We human beings refuse to see certain things, and we human beings are conditioned not to see others.  The conspiracy is not simply a dream in the minds of deranged people.  It is a sect.  It is an entire alien race.  I never believed that there was such a thing myself.  I used to think, “oh, it is just crazy people talking.”  But now I myself am a victim of this.  


Years ago I was abducted by these creatures, from my home.  They drilled a hole into my leg and placed a small device there.  I will no longer set foot in an airport for fear of embarrassment from this device setting off the metal detectors and interfering with electronic devices.


These reptiles are everywhere.  The royalty of Europe has been bred from different genetic lines of these creatures for many years.  This is why the nobility only bred within itself for so many centuries.  It was to maintain a bloodline.


The aliens are not out in space.  They are here.  They have been here for many years.  They feed off of our suffering.  They perpetuate wars and violence to sustain themselves.


Princess Diana herself once told my friend, a mister David Icke about the reptiles in England.


Watch your news.  Watch the eyes of public officials when they become enraged.  You will see the eyes change, and there will be your proof.


Please listen to me.

I have already lost my children and wife to these creatures.  

I weep tears which will be wiped off of my eyes by nobody.  We are dying.  We are being destroyed.  A brutal, cynical, and uncaring enemy has declared war upon us.  We are being killed by aids and by wars which we ourselves perpetuate.

Please, don’t go into denial my brothers and sisters.  Whole nations are being decimated in front of you.  Open your eyes.  Do not let the children of the reptile blind you.  There is hope.  We can win, but open your eyes.  Please.

Alright Occifer

Alright occifer.  I’ll tell ya what happened one more time but that is it.  

So I left the party after only having two drinks, and yes, I am quite sure that it was only two drinks.  

And, I’m driving home, and it’s pretty dark, and it’s raining, and I guess I may have been going a little faster than I should have.  I’ll admit that one occifer, my bad.

Then, all of a sudden out of nowhere.  No, wait, out of somewhere that I am not sure where that where is.  Things don’t come out of nowhere, and I wouldn’t wanna sound stupid in your final report.  

So, out of somewhere come a pterodactyl, sure as I stand here in front of you.  Well, probably more sure than my standing here in front of you, but that’s a whole other bag of beans.

Now, I know what your thinking, how do I know that it was a pterodactyl, and I’ll tell you.  I just bought my nephew a book on dinosaurs for his birthday and right there on page 87 was a painting of the thing I saw tonight.

And of course, being the good Sumerian that I am, I swerve to avoid hitting the thing and end up running head first into that tree right there.  I wouldn’t wanna be responsible for killing of the last living pteradile… pteradoo,.. Fling dinosaur.  I imagine there would be a mighty hefty fine for that sort of thing, and I am not the kind of guy who goes around breaking the law.

Have You Seen My Son
Have you seen Oliver, my son Oliver.  He’s about this tall, and he has brown hair, and he has blue eyes, and… and he disappeared a week ago.  Disappeared.  We were at home and we were having a party.  Oliver, he had just come back inside and it was so cold and, and he already has his coat on, and I just asked him to go back out.  I didn’t think anything of it.  I asked him to go out to the well and bring in a bucket of water to put over the fire.  

I can remember his scream.  My god I can still remember his scream.  We all ran out side and he was just hanging there.  He was hanging there in mid air like someone was holding him up by his neck.  

He hung there for what seemed like an eternity, and then he just… just disappeared.  Up, up, and gone.  I don’t know where he is.  There was a foot of fresh snow on the ground but there were no prints in the snow except for his.  Just one set of footprints going to the well, and then, nothing.  

It’s my fault.  If I hadn’t sent him out there, then maybe, maybe…

I have to keep looking.  I need to know what’s going on.

The Brown Mountain Lights


If you go into the mountains of Bucks County, around dusk, there is a lookout where you can see, you can see red orbs of light appear and circle Brown Mountain.  Some nights you won’t see much, just one or two lights appearing an vanishing a few times over the course of the night.  But, some nights, you can see dozens of orbs appear and dance around the top of the mountain.


People have tried to explain the lights away as swamp gas or the reflection of passing cars or trains.  Both seem like good explanations, except that no one has ever been able to find a source of gas, and the first sightings of the lights date back over three hundred years, long before the invention of trains or automobiles.


The old mountain prospectors use to say that the orbs were actually moonlight reflected off of a giant ruby that was hidden somewhere on the mountainside.  Some of those men spent their entire lives looking for that great red gem.


Of course, the European settlers were not the first people to see the lights.  No, the earliest accounts of the lights come from the Cherokee.  They talk of a great battle that happened on Brown Mountain.  Two tribes were locked in a great war with each other.  This war came to a horrific and sudden end on the side of Brown Mountain. As night fell so did the last warrior from each tribe.  There were no survivors of the battle that day.


The women and children of an entire generation of Cherokee were left without fathers and husbands. To this day, when the night air and the moon imitate the conditions of that fateful night, the spirits of those widowed Indian women rise from their graves and search the side of Brown Mountain, trying to find their lost husbands and bring them home. 

What’s That Earl

So me and Earl here were way out in the back country, walkin’ down a long lonesome road.  Ya’see my bike broke down and Earl here, he rides side car if ya know what I mean.  So anyway, there we were, just a walkin along, when suddenly, out of the bushes came a chupacabra, or as the mexicanos call it, el chupacabro.  It was ten feet tall and must’ve weighed three hun- What’s that Earl?  Oh, alright, so it was ten inches tall and probably weighed about twenty five pounds; but it had the eyes of the devil, eyes that could peer into your very soul.  And as we looked upon the demonic creature we noticed that, between it’s vicious gnarled claws, it held a severed human hand covered in bl- what’s that Earl?  Oh alright, between it’s gnarled claws it held a severed chicken wing covered in Bar-B-Q sauce, and we was mighty hungry.  You build up quite an appetite walkin down a long lonesome road.  I looked at Earl and he looked at me and the look in his eyes told me that he was gonna get that chicken wing.  So I started sneakin around behind the creature, distracting it, while Earl prepared to get the jump on it.  Well, once I knew that all of el chupacabro’s attention was on yours truly,  I gave Earl the signal and he pounced on it.  Earl had the size advantage but he was up against one vicious opponent.  Earl got a hold of ‘im and it was a battle for the ages.  They must’ve wrestled for at least three weeks, neither one of- what’s that Earl?  Oh all right, they fought over that chicken wing for around five minutes.  Ear was victorious and the creature went scampering off, back into the bushes from wence it came, never to be seen again.  Scratched up earl pretty good too, but that chicken wing was all the sweeter.  Well, after we got back to town I got Earl to my cousin, Ginny, she’s a nurse, and we got im’ al stitched up.  And that, sir, is why we were unable to come to work yesterday…  

The Soul Cannibal

Taken from the journal of Sir Alfred Redfield, 

March 7 1939

We set out today, with a team of twenty seven fine British men and a single native guide, in search of a creature that the natives call the Kikayon, roughly translated, we would call it a soul cannibal.  It is described as being a giant bird like creature.  It is said that the sound the creature emits will result in the death of anyone who hears it.  

I am determined to bring this creature out of myth and into science.

March 21 1939,


After two weeks of wondering around in this accursed jungle we finally have encountered the creature that we were searching for.
 I was called insane for searching for this creature but now it seems that my perseverance has paid off.


We saw the creature flying above a small ridge about a mile off.  Our guide will take us no farther so we move on alone tomorrow morning.  

I am troubled by the prospect of traveling through this territory without a native, but we are on the precipice of discovery and I will not give up now.  I only pray that I can keep up the morale of the men long enough to complete our task.

March 23 1939,


We have discovered a massive nest.  It is approximately two and a half meters in diameter and half a meter deep. Edmund, our tracker, says that it has been occupied recently.  We will set up camp nearby in hopes that the creatures will return. 

March 24 1939,


We have achieved success, but it has been at a great cost.  The creature attacked our group and killed two men.  It came swooping down from the sky, attacking the middle of our small caravan and scattering us in different directions.  We had not foreseen the creature having a sense of strategy.


Edmund made the killing shot.  He and several of the men heard the creatures scream as it died.  They said that the scream sounded somewhat human, like the sound of a terrified child.  


We will have a proper burial service for our fallen friends today.  An autopsy and study of the creature will start tomorrow morning.

March 25 1939,


The creature has an anatomy unlike any I have ever seen before.  It has a definite beak but it also has a set of teeth that are serrated and seem to be for cutting off sections of meat.  The entire body is covered by a type of follicle that seems to be somewhere between mammalian hair and avian feathers.  The bone structure seems to be closer to that of a monitor lizard than that of a raptorian bird.  This is probably the oddest discovery.


On a side note, the men that were with Edmund when he killed the creature have fallen ill.  I cannot say what the disease is, but there is a worry around the camp that the native legends about the creatures scream is true.  I will attempt to quell these fears.

March 27 1939,


The disease continues to take it’s toll.  We have lost a total of five men.  I fear that there may be a mutiny.  


On a good note, we should be able to make it back to the rendezvous with our guide tomorrow. 

March 28 1939,


The natives will not allow the creature or any pieces of it to be transported out of the jungle. It seems such a waste to be returning to England without any proof other than sketches and statistics, but the men will not take the corpse any further.  We have lost twelve men to the mysterious disease that seems to have been caused by the creature’s scream.  


I will not return to the jungle.  I leave that task to those willing to risk more than I ever could again.  There are things here that science has never seen the likes of.  I wish the best of luck to anyone who tries.  But I issue this warning: if you are to truly dedicate yourself to unraveling the mysteries of this world, you must be willing to risk everything.

Big Man


Yes. I know of the one you call Bigfoot.  Many of my brothers have seen him.  The Lakota call him Chiha-Tanka: the big man.  We share a spiritual kinship with him.  He stands on the crossroads of three worlds, the human world, the animal world, and the spirit world.  He is closer to us than even elder brother bear.


You will not find him by looking for him, many have tried.


Some say he is husband to Unk-Ksa, the earth, who is wise in the way of anything with it’s own natural wisdom.


Some say he is a kind of reptile from ancient times that can take a large hairy form, or change into a coyote.


Some of my brothers have seen him.


His appearance always has meaning.  It is up to oneself to learn the wisdom the big man carries with him.  Some who have seen him have learned great truths from their experience, while others saw him and did not respect what they were seeing.  
They are already gone.


I have never seen him and I have stopped looking for him.


I would like to be able to show him to you.


I would like to take you to him, and show you that, there is your big man standing, ever waiting, ever present, like the coming of a new day.  He is both spiritual and real being, he can glide through the forest, like a moose with big antlers, as though the trees weren’t there.  I know him as my brother…


I want him to touch me, just a touch, a blessing, something I could bring home to my sons and grandchildren.  Just to know that I was there, that I approached him, and he touched me.

Taken
They came in flashes and sensations.  The memories, they came in bits and pieces and I didn’t know what was happening.  I didn’t know what had happened.

When I was a child I was terrified at night.  I didn’t know why but there were bits and pieces of memories that I couldn’t piece together.  I couldn’t articulate my thoughts in a way that people could understand.

When I was a teenager I can remember waking up some mornings with strange puncture marks on my arms.  

The first time I went under hypnosis was amazing.  I was so nervous going into it but it was unbelievable.  For the first time in my life I could remember.  I could remember being on a table in what I can only assume was a spacecraft of some sort.  There was a being standing next to me.  He was all blue and his skin had ripples across it.  There were other being in the room but I couldn’t make out any of their features.

The really shocking thing was that I wasn’t scared.  It felt real.  It felt true.  For the first time in my life I felt like I really knew myself.

I know that I’ve been taken.  I know that things have been going on.

I had one experience, it was the memory of being on a ship with several of the blue beings.  I recognized them somehow.  The room I was in had round windows and through them I could see that we were approaching a planet.  It was beautiful.  We came down through the atmosphere and dove straight into a large body of water and as we hit the water I could see it coming up over the windows but there was no feeling of impact.

As we dove deeper and deeper I could see what looked like a city, a base station.  I could see rows of humans and rows of blue beings hooked up to some sort of machine that looked like it was feeding them, or recharging them.  

It was clear that I was connected to all of this somehow, and that these blue creatures were there to support me.  There was no feeling of prejudice or judgment, just love.

I asked why I wasn’t down there in that city. They told me that my place was on earth.

What I have to say to people is that you have to trust yourselves.  If you have flashes of experiences you can’t explain just, please, trust yourselves.

My life was changed in a way that I cannot deny.  I cannot deny who I am.  It feels like I am part of something more.  Part of some entire other dimension.

Fly Away Bigfoot
(Based on Thingpart by Joey Sayers)

So there I was down by my pappy’s lake and I seen me a Bigfoot.  Well, He looked like a friendly critter so I walked over to him and gave him an apple an said “now you stay right chere Bigfoot I’m a comin right back.”  So I ran and I ran and I ran and I burst into my house and I yelled “mama, papa, I seen me a Bigfoot down by the lake.”  An my daddy, he came runnin down them steps and looked at me all lovin like and he said, “Boy! What’d I tell you about bein’ stupid? There aint no such thing as Bigfoot.” An my mama, well she just picked up that fancy dictionary we have, ya’know, the one with all them yellow pages and numbers in it, and she said that she couldn’t find nothing bout no Bigfoot in there so he must not exist.  Well I just hung my head, I and walked back down to that lake and there sat Bigfoot, happy as could be, just stickin his big long neck up outta that water, flapin his flippers all happy like, an alls I could say was ”fly away Bigfoot, aint nobody that believes in you no more.”

Breakfast with Indrid Cole


Oh, well, I’m a reporter.  Yea.  Well ya’know, at least I consider myself a reporter.  Some people like to think of me more as a storyteller.  Which is way unfair.  I’m legitimate.  I report the truth.  I mean is it really my fault that the paper I work for has cover stories like Batboy In Love With Snake girl and: world’s Fattest Cat Saves Christmas or Zombies Attack Malaysia.  


It sucks ya’know.  Here I am trying to have a respectable career in journalism and my editor is sending me off to investigate a rumor about some hick kid that saw Bigfoot swimming around in a lake.  It’s just sad.  I wrote a great expose about the military’s weapons funding and all my editor said was “if you’re gonna write for the New York times then submit to the New York times.  The only article I want from you is the Opra, ET, love triangle story.  Turns out, that story wasn’t even real enough for us.  Well, not real enough to risk facing down enough lawyers to run a moderately size country.  I still say that if we have aliens hiding on this planet, Opra is it.


What’s that? No, no, well… there was one time.  I guess looking into crazy shit all the time was bound to turn up something.  


It was a number of years ago.  I was in Washington investigating a routine report of a UFO sighting made by one Margaret Guillenhal.  We get calls about these things all the time.  The “mainstream” media apparently doesn’t like to take people with tin foil hats seriously.


I came into town around seven and was supposed to meet Margaret early the next morning, and then catch a late flight home.  Well, I always like to check out the little local businesses in places that I go to especially the restaurants.  There’s this little place just outside of Dallas that has the best Lemon Merang pie in the world.  But I guess that’s a little off topic.  


Anyhow, I was eating in this little diner down the street from the hotel when I  was approached by a man that looked like he had been through hell and back.  He sat right next to me at the bar and just stared strait ahead for the longest time.  The really odd thing was that the waitress, who seemed like a real friendly young girl, can’t seem to remember her name, well, she didn’t even seem to notice that the guy was sitting there. She brought me coffee, food; nothing.  I don’t know why I didn’t say something.  


I put money down on the counter to pay the bill and was getting up to leave when he finally said something, “wait.”  That’s it, just, “wait.”

I sorta just looked around, ya’know, trying to act like I didn’t hear anything.  He turned in my direction and handed me a manila envelope and said, “you’ll want this.”  The envelope was labeled project Blacklight and by the time I looked up from it the guy was gone.  Thinking back I realized that the bells on the door hadn’t rang when he came in and I hadn’t heard them when he left either.


I just blamed jetlag and went back to my hotel to get some sleep.  The envelope could wait until morning, probably just a writing sample from someone who recognized me from my column and wanted to know what I thought of his writing.  That night I get a call on the phone in the hotel room.  The voice on the other end of the line sounded like it was my own.  All it said was, “leave it, and go home.”


In the morning I went over to Margaret’s House.  This woman was scared of something.  It took twenty minutes to convince her to let me in the house.


She said that her husband had been abducted by aliens.  She and her husband had been on their way home from seeing a movie when their car just shut off and wouldn’t start again.  Then there was a blinding light that engulfed the car.  Margaret looked out her window and when she looked back to her husband, he was gone.  She couldn’t find him anywhere around the car.  She also said that when she got to the police station to try and get help, it was six hours later.


She showed me a picture of her husband and I immediately recognized it. It was the man from the night before.  I asked her if she had seen her husband since that night and she said that no one has seen him.  Friends, family;  As far as everyone he knew was concerned, He had disappeared from the face of the earth.


I thought I was really on to something.  I returned to the hotel to reserve a few more nights and then I called the airport to see if I could change my return tickets to a later date.  The people at the airport said that I had already exchanged my tickets that morning.  


I went to my car to check, and sure enough I had tickets for a flight that wasn’t leaving for another week.  Then I remembered the envelope.  


Inside I found schematics for something that I couldn’t even begin to describe accurately.  I recognized designs for some sort of electrical system but I couldn’t identify a lot of the symbols.  And there was a small metal disk.  When I took it out of the envelope it hovered in mid air.  It was paper thin and I couldn’t so much as get it to flex.


Finally a story I could actually investigate.  Something real.


Margaret’s husband was a man by the name of David Guillenhal.  I’ve never found any evidence of his existence.  I asked around town.  I looked into public records.  He’s not even on DMV records.  No one recognized his picture.  I went back to the diner I ate at that night and, with a little cash, I was able to get the management to let me see the surveillance tapes from that night.  It’s amazing what five hundred dollars can buy these days.


I saw myself on those tapes, and I saw David.  It was like he was burred out. Everything else was crystal clear but David, he was like a smudge moving across the screen.


That night I tried to call home to let my editor know that I wouldn’t be back for a few days and when I picked up the phone I heard two people talking at the other end of the line.  One was the voice that sounded like it was me.  The other voice was one that I didn’t recognize but the two people seemed to be talking about me.  I hung up the phone and left.  I needed answers.


I drove back to Margaret’s house.  It was empty.  I could see in the windows and there wasn’t so much as a scrap of paper in there.  


So I broke in.  C’mon you would’ve done the some thing.  The place had a layer of dust on the floor like it hadn’t been used in years.


I found a new hotel that night.


In the morning I went to get breakfast.  There was a man, in an outdated brown suit, sitting in that diner that morning.  He was the only person at a booth for two, in an otherwise full diner.


I sat with him.  Don’t ask me why.  I don’t have the answer.


He told me to burn the envelope that I was given and everything in it.  He said “you are not ready for those truths.”
He got up and left and when I looked at my watch I realized that six hours had passed in the two sentences he had spoken to me.  I had anxiety attack more intense than any feeling I have ever felt in my life.


I did what he told me and then went home.  When I got back I found that I had showed up for work all week.  I went to the bar with friends.  I had apparently turned in an article entitled Man Abducted by Aliens: Wife Pleads For Return.  This was great, except that, I had been in Washington state the entire time.  


I’ve tried and tried to figure out what happened that week and I’ve seen things along the way that would make your head spin.  Everything leads to Point Pleasant and the Mothman but I still don’t know why.  Indrid Cole haunts my dreams and some of my stories are so strange that even my editor won’t print them. 


I guess my point is this.  If you ever find yourself looking at the unknown and unexplainable, look away.  Every answer only creates more questions and once your eyes are open to what is really going on, you’ll never be able to close them.

My Name Is Do


My name is Do, of “Ti and Do,” of the “UFO Two” of what a sensationalized media called the “UFO cult,” and it is very important that you hear what I have to say.  I am here to warn you of what is just around the corner. 


My name is Do, of “Ti and Do,” and I am here, as a representative of my heavenly father, to warn you that the planet earth is about to be recycled, started over, and this is your only chance to evacuate before it is to late.


Now, you may ask “Who are you to say that?” and I’ll tell you.  I am a space alien.


Wait a minute, where’s everyone going?  Stop, stop, come back.  I’ve got refreshments, pie, cool-aide, please.

Ok, ok, maybe I should explain a little bit.


The universe is divided into two levels; a human level, and a kingdom level.  The human level is this level.  It is everything you experience on a daily basis.  The other level is the kingdom level, the kingdom of god, outer space.  That’s right, god and all of his angels are extra terrestrials.  Now wait, before you get up out of your chairs and leave, just answer for me one question. When two billion people believe that god looks like an eighty year old man with a white beard and robe, and people still point up to heaven and down to hell, why is it so hard to believe that god might be a physical being that actually lives in the heavens?  Now please, just hear me out before you put an aluminum hat on my head and cart me off to the loony bin, just give me a chance to convince you that I am not the mayor of crazy town.  Thank you.


 Now, you may ask, “If you are telling the truth, then why haven’t I heard any of this before,” and I have a very simple answer for you; Satan.  Oh yes, I believe in Satan and his minions.  They have taken the words of my heavenly father and twisted them into the great religions of the world, but I am here to tell you that there is help, there is still time.


The only way to leave the human level, and got to the kingdom level, is to listen when a member of the kingdom level when they are here, incarnate in human form, giving you a chance to leave this world behind.


My name is Do, of “Ti and Do,” and I was sent here, from outer space, with the express purpose of helping you get to the kingdom of heaven.  All you need to do is leave behind your human ways.  You must break away from your life and come with me and my disciples.  You must leave behind your jobs and your families and your material positions and completely dedicate yourself to leaving this world.  


Now I know what you are thinking and no, we are not a cult   Cults follow obscure religions with insane leaders, and as we have already established, I am not crazy, and I am giving you facts, not theology.  


Individuals like myself are always condemned because we threaten the system that the people in power rely upon.  The last representative of my heavenly father was killed for his efforts.  He came here speaking simply.  He said, “I am the way, the truth, and the life.  No one comes to my father except through me.”  Have I not said the same to you today?


Take one look at the world and the evidence of its impending end is everywhere.  Talk to anyone who studies the environment, they’ll tell you about climate shifts, and earthquakes, and ozone levels.  They’ll tell you that the earth is in trouble.


Look at the lack of restraint in people today.  If you just say something that someone doesn’t like they start throwing rocks at you, big rocks, rocks that hurt.  There’s so little restraint that all of that all of these groups, these ethnic groups, these religious groups, these little governments, they’re killing each for no reason, or at least, no reasons that make any sense.  How many lives equal the cost of one barrel of oil, or a handful of diamonds, or a carton of cigarettes?


You call me crazy, but I’m not asking anyone to wage a war for some righteous cause, or enslave another person.  I’m not asking you to hate anyone.  I’m just asking you to leave your material life behind, follow me, and send me four thousand dollars, in cash or a money order.  My heavenly father’s spaceship is riding in the tail of a comet to get here.  He will touch down and take the worthy into his kingdom.  You can come along if you just follow me today.


My name is Do, of “Ti and Do,” and I am not crazy.  I’m going back to my disciples now.  You are welcome to come along.  There is enough cool-aide for everyone.  

Angels Among Us

I am here to tell you that this world is not what you think.


We are not alone.  You know it now; you’ve always known it.


When we were young we all believed in the things that we can’t always perceive, but with time and growth we learn that these beliefs and feelings are unfounded, just products of an overactive imagination.  


Today I tell you that we were wrong.  There are things in this word that exist in the shadows of our periphery; Things that we cannot possibly explain.  

Every culture that has ever existed has known of these beings, spoke of them, worshipped them, feared them.  They have been called by many names: demons, spirits, cryptids, ghosts, gods, witches, giants, titans, aberrations, angels. 
If you were to go to the Louvre right now you could find a large number of Renaissance paintings that show metallic discs floating in the sky.
These ancient people knew something that all of our modern thought and science has managed to hide rather that uncover, There is something very strange inhabiting this world of ours.
In Los Angeles a woman is driving on the interstate.  She is alone in her car, when, suddenly she hears a voice tell her to look out ahead on her right.  She swerves into the passing lane just in time to avoid a stationary hidden car around a blind curve.

In Oklahoma a man named Ken is about to leave work.  He is on his way to the exit when he is stopped by a total stranger who addresses him by his first name.  When asked how he is doing the stranger replies by saying, “just wondering how far you would’ve gotten if I hadn’t stopped you.”  At that moment a car crashes through the doors that Ken was about to leave through.  When Ken turned back from the accident, the stranger was gone.

In Pennsylvania a man falls from the roof of his house.  Witnesses report seeing a strange light carry him away from his house, and beyond the pile of landscaping equipment that he should have landed on.  Doctors are amazed that the man is still alive.

On the island of Crete a man goes for a swim.  Not realizing what he is doing, the man swims too far out to be able to make it back to shore.  Suddenly a white haired being appears, walking on top of the water, and carries the man back to shore.

In West Virginia a horrific car accident miraculously leaves no one seriously injured.  According to doctors, a one inch difference in any direction could have spelled death for any of the people involved.  Police photos of the crash site show a white, featureless figure watching over the wreckage.

When we were young we were told that this world was one where everything could be easily explained.  We were told that the things that go bump in the night are not really there.  We were told that we would grow up and have children and grow old without being exposed to the places on the edge of our perception, but this is not the truth, the world is a much different place than that.  The world is a much more wondrous place that that.
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