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NOTE: This essay was written in 2001 about events the previous year.  

Hawthorn said, “We must not always talk in the market-place of what happens to us in the 

forest.” There are some who live by this belief. As I boarded my flight for Vancouver I knew 

I was about to meet one of them. When the airplane touched down in Canada I was asking 

myself, “How in the world did I wind up here?” Only a few short months earlier Vancouver, 

Canada was a city I knew little about and had no plans of ever visiting. But there I was 

landing with a six-day hotel reservation, a round-trip ticket, and a million questions. “This 

should be interesting,” I remember thinking as I climbed up the ramp and headed for customs. 

Had it only been February that we first started exchanging e-mails? I don’t remember who wrote who first. We 

emailed back and forth, TJ and I, letter after letter, until we discovered we were very much alike. Then one day we 

got around to UFO’s and aliens, one of my favorite subjects, and I got a hesitant letter from my Canadian friend. She 

said, “Well, ah…. I know about aliens.” 

I wrote back, “Yeah? Tell me.” She was hesitant to talk but since we’d become friends, were a lot alike in 

personality, and she felt comfortable talking with me, she decided to tell me. The story she told was incredible. I’ve 

always had an open mind and believed there are more things going on in the world than we see. I’ve always believed 

UFO’s were real and I’d heard about such things as abductions but the jury was still out on that one for me then. But 

now here was a flesh and blood person telling me things I couldn’t fathom. It wasn’t your “typical” alien abduction 

story. In fact, her mother was the abductee, mostly, and she was an observer, if a somewhat unwilling observer at 

times. TJ’s story was long and complex and being an “aspiring” writer I started thinking that this story needs to be 

told. We talked and wrote and finally she and I agreed I would tell her story. But as fascinating and exciting as her 

story was, it was only an “e-mail” story. I really needed to look her in the eyes and hear her say these things with a 

straight face. So, there I was, landing in Vancouver. 

Flight delays and customs kept me longer than I’d expected but eventually a cab dropped me at my hotel 

where my friend, TJ, was waiting in the pub. The pub had few people in it. She was easy to find and 

recognize from pictures she’d sent me. TJ is short, somewhat thin, deep-set eyes, high cheekbones. We 

became instant friends and started a week-long conversation that went from alien encounters to Texas 

beer. 

TJ’s experiences began when she was very young and spanned her entire childhood. She told me that 

even the circumstances of her birth was abnormal. She has early memories of lights in her bedroom and 

remembers “little people with big eyes” watching over her. When she grew older her mother had a special 

hiding place for her beneath a cabinet in the kitchen where at times she’d spend hours while “they” would 

come into her home. Sometimes “they” would show up unannounced and she recalls sitting in her high-

chair looking directly into the face of a being she later learned to fear. “They” were beings with the 

typical skin color, large heads and “almond-shaped” eyes of the race known to Ufologists and abductees 

as Grays. She remembers a night when as an elementary-aged girl she was carried toe-sack style by her mother, a 

woman as small as she, down an alley late at night to a large field behind her school where some sort of craft was 

sitting. Then she suddenly found herself standing barefoot and cold in the alley behind her home, alone, and terrified 

she would be locked outside. 

TJ had one burning question about her experiences: Why? But there is another question those of us must ask who 

have not had these experiences: not why, but how could this happen? Meet this woman on the street and you’d 

never, ever expect anything extraordinary had happened to her. She is friendly and outgoing, talkative, quick to 

smile and easy to laugh. But her past clouds her present and to get to know her is to discover she has few friends and 

trusts fewer and is suspicious of everyone. My trip to Vancouver was, for me, to make sure I was hearing a story 



from a real person and not some oddball on the Internet. For her it was so she could see that I was also a real person, 

someone she could trust with information she’d never told anyone. 

You have to love a place where there are more coffee shops than fast-food joints, where half 

a hundred cultures live huddled together and a dozen languages are spoken on any street 

corner at any time and where dollars are called Loonies. Vancouver is a delightful, people 

kind of place. Pubs reflect Canada’s English heritage. They are large and elaborate with 

games and beer and little groups crowded around talking and laughing while the inevitable 

TV sits in a corner with some sport playing and nobody watching. In this land of cool air, 

excellent beer, a rainbow culture and as many alien residents than citizens I discovered some 

things about another kind of alien and those who have met them. What I learned about was 

far more foreign than you’d find down in Chinatown, Little Italy, or the East Indian 

communities with their turban’ed men and colorfully draped, dark eyed, dark-skinned 

women. 

We talked as much about that foreign place called “Texas” as we did about Grays and lights in the night. But I got to 

know the personality behind the experiences and saw the struggle she has with the two different realities she lives in. 

TJ’s husband thinks everything alien is fiction and will not listen to her. She has never told him most of the things 

that has happened to her. Only her best friend knew of her experiences and she lost that best friend more than a year 

ago and with the loss of that friend TJ lost a big piece of herself. I felt somewhat humbled that somehow, some way, 

we had become close enough friends that she would share her experiences with me. Behind her eyes I could easily 

see the clouds that hovered in her subconscious and conscious mind. 

“It’s as if they wanted me to know all that was happening,” TJ said, looking me in the eyes. “Why?” What makes 

TJ’s story unique and the reason I said she should tell this story is because the vast majority of people who 

experience abductions do so alone. Spouses and siblings and children may or may not be part of the events and may 

themselves be part of the abduction experience but it’s almost never a “family affair” as it was with TJ and her 

mother. How often do the Grays choose a child to be an observer? She said she actually felt some affinity towards 

them and only learned to fear them because her mother feared them. She told me that she felt that she had been 

“watched over,” or maybe just watched, all her life, by them. 

TJ’s mother, an identical twin whose sister’s family apparently had some of the same experiences, was terrified of 

them. At one point her mother recruited her brother’s help in plugging the chimney and any other entrances that 

might be used by “them,” but it was of little use. They still came. And her mother always knew when they were 

coming. TJ said her mother would change from her ordinary quiet, kindly personality to being angry and frustrated 

and without patience when they would show up and after they left. Communication was apparently by telepathy for 

few words were exchanged but TJ knew what was happening and often had an “understanding” of them without 

having heard a voice. 

TJ’s childhood was not fun. Her older brother, while protective, could be difficult. Her father was loud and abusive. 

And her household was filled with odd events which she and her mother experienced and which was apparently 

unknown to her father and brother. Her brother did, however, have more to do with what was happening than he let 

on. TJ recalls he often drew “alien heads” all over his school books. I saw the results of her brothers’ wood-working 

class, a small wooden head with features resembling a Grey. No doubt the teacher misconstrued the artwork as an 

African head but TJ’s mother despised the little figure and tried to throw it out. TJ kept taking it out of the trash and 

now has it as a memento. 

“I’m not lying, Ted,” she says, over and over, “I’m not lying!” And I belied her. In fact, I was convinced, just as I 

was convinced her story should be told and that someday it would be very important that we did. But she was afraid, 

even as she talked with me. She said she’d been warned to keep quiet. She insisted her name not be used and she 

remain anonymous. I understood and agreed with her. We said goodbye with a hug and a promise to meet again 

soon. 



Delays, bad weather, bumpy rides and blurry-eyed fatigue awaited me back in Texas. 

So did reality, that ordinary kind of life that so many of us take for granted: friends, 

family, the little annoyances of traffic and the wonderful smell of the air after a 

thunderstorm. We can’t understand the storms that rise inside the minds of those whose 

experiences fall far outside of our reality but whose experiences are just as real as the 

bumper-to-bumper madness of Austin freeways and verdant countryside between 

Austin and my home. It’s easy enough for me to share my reality. But TJ’s was one 

locked away, hidden, a reality that nobody wants to hear and fewer believe. I remember 

thinking that it is far more important that we look into her reality than mine for if we do 

not look there then we will never unlock the doors to unknown worlds which impact our lives and we will forever be 

subject to capricious “things that go bump in the night.”  

In the weeks that followed I went to work putting together the basics of TJ’s story. She sent more information, we 

spoke on the phone, I wrote. Then I submitted a short version of her story to a national magazine. The story was 

accepted. Suddenly everything changed. The publication wanted an affidavit from her, a simple formality that I was 

telling her story and not making everything up. She hesitated, then consulted a lawyer, and then refused. She put up 

a wall I could not get past. The publication shelved the story and about the same time I received a cryptic e-mail 

telling me she was taking a break, would not write for a while, and something “wonderful” had happened. I was 

disappointed that she didn’t want her story told and far more saddened at the loss of a close friend. 

It’s been over a year now since I came home from Vancouver. TJ and I had a brief exchange of emails in January of 

this year. She told me she had almost died from an illness and still might. She would not tell me what the illness 

was. She said she never wanted to talk about her experiences again. When I asked she was adamant that they are 

true. I think of her often and I miss our friendship. I am thankful to her and at the same time ambivalent about the 

world she brought me into, a world of secrets, deception, things so alien that they cannot be properly described. It’s 

not an easy world to live in. 

In the end it doesn’t matter so much that TJ isn’t going to be telling her story at the next MUFON meeting or be 

broadcasting it around the world in book or on TV. We’ve heard the stories, even a few as different as TJ’s. Either 

we believe UFOs are real and abductions are happening or we don’t. What is important is that we see the pain and 

anguish abductees are dealing with and we respect them in that. It is possible that my zealous push for the truth 

brought a friendship to an all too quick end. For that I am saddened and very sorry. Those of us who live in this 

“normal” world can never truly be a part of TJ’s world any more than we can understand a holocaust survivor’s 

feelings but we can be more considerate and less inquisitive and maybe by doing that we can learn not about the 

hidden things in our universe but maybe we can learn about the hidden things in ourselves as well. 
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