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The field was cold, which wasn’t unexpected by any means.  Back east in the overnight 

hours of March, it could get cold at night, that special damp kind of cold when dew already formed 

pure wet droplets on foliage and cars, and the air hovered just over the freezing point.  This was 

different; it was dry and less bone chilling, which could lead you to think you don’t need as many 

layers.  Fortunately, I already knew better, having been out here last night as well and nearly frozen 

my ass off.  Tonight, I came well equipped – jeans and a heavy button up shirt over long johns, a 

thick wool peacoat over that and a good skullie because your body heat can escape out of your 

head as easily as anyplace else. 

To call this place a field felt generous at best.  It didn’t seem to me that many fields existed 

in Nevada, certainly not like what I was used to.  I had folded up a blanket and placed it on a hard 

packed, hard baked ground, and sparse tufts of grass sprung from the dried earth here and there.  

A handful of cows mooed off in the distance, but I wasn’t sure what they had to feed on around 

here.  It was flat and dark as far as the eye could see, though I knew a vacant road ran north-south 

maybe a half mile to the right, and purple shadows, barely illuminated by the moon behind me on 

a cloudless night, suggested jagged, uneven mountains somewhere off in the indeterminate 

distance. 

I checked my phone.  1:43.  I opened the browser and scrolled through the algorithm 

selected news for a few minutes.  “Gal Gadot Stuns in Pink Rope Bikini” said one, like I needed 

some random internet article writer to tell me Gal Gadot is stunning in a pink rope bikini.  I clicked 

on it, anyway, validating everything the algorithm thinks about me and my browsing habits.  I’m 

pathetic.  I continued scrolling, because I knew I had time.   

The farmer reported the first disturbance last week at just after two, and the second 

happened right before three.  It was such amazing luck that I just happened to be three hours away 



in Vegas enjoying the greatest debauchery western civilization has ever had to offer when I found 

the story on the back page of a tabloid talking about quaking earth, bright lights, loss of time and 

missing cattle.  Just a few hours away!  I interviewed the farmer, and everything he said was classic 

abduction, even down to the mutilations when he found the cows two days later, always two days 

later.  I resolved myself to staying in this field strangled by desert dryness until… 

Some members of They Walk Among Us think the mutilations – cattle, goats, horses, 

whatever – were just a ploy, a scheme cooked up by those who want to keep the truth from us.  Of 

course, the crazies have never been able to convince me, or each other, whether it’s the military, 

FBI, CIA or even the mythical Men In Black that cover it up.  Us normies tend to roll our eyes 

when those guys start babbling, because they have no proof that it isn’t aliens, just some crackpot 

hypotheses that seem to fit the facts. 

And the Nazis have a base on the dark side of the moon. 

The hair on the back of neck began to stand on end, and I felt the gooseflesh on my arms 

try to bunch and rise despite the many layers.  Lowering my phone, I looked around me, suddenly 

realizing the baleful bright light of the moon had gone away.  I scrambled to my feet and saw the 

meridian of light to dark some hundred feet in front of me, quickly retreating away from me.  I 

whirl around to see… well, nothing.   

The moon and stars were gone, blocked by a great disc of darkness.  I can’t explain it any 

other way, because I’ve never experienced anything else like it.  A blackness, blacker than any 

black seen by human eyes spread across that night sky, absorbing all light as it passed above me.  

I hesitated, my ape brain unaccepting of the reality my eyes transmitted to it, and finally I broke 

from the torpor to raise my phone, using the flashlight in a futile attempt to shine light at the thing. 

And then it happened.  A blinding, blue-white cylinder of light struck me from above, a 

column of freezing ecstasy that caused every muscle in my body to seize.  A million thoughts ran 

through my head – This is it!  It’s them!  Oh my God!  Run!  What are you doing?  Move!  Say 

something! – but neither my muscles nor even my voice would work.  Academically, I knew that 

many of us hypothesized that the light interrupted the nervous system, sort of a biological EMP 

that disallowed any reaction to make it from the brain to any other part of the body.  Academically 

or not, it terrified and excited me. 

My phone slipped from numb fingers and fell to the ground with a muffled thump, and my 

view of the stygian desert began to alter as a sense of weightlessness overtook me.  I rose gently 



into the air (Antigravity!  Just as all the reports say!), even rotating slightly as I did so, bringing 

into my field of vision the farmer’s double wide modular over a mile distant.  I continued to spin 

slowly until I saw the road, not a set of headlights in sight for miles in either direction.  The column 

of deific light overtook all my senses, and I saw nothing else as it blinded my very existence from 

perception of anything else. 

As quickly as it took me, it vanished, leaving me to try and blink away a great, white blur.  

I felt my feet again, and I tapped one, my boot informing me with a slight, deep clang that I stood 

on something ungiving and apparently made of metal.  As my vision cleared, I found myself in a 

wide, circular room with gleaming metal that reflected back unseen light sources with lens flares 

as bad as a J.J. Abrams movie.  The contours of the room, though clearly artificial, flowed with a 

sense of organic biology with curves and eddies instead of hard, geometric angles. 

Forms emerged from the blurs as everything came into focus.  They were small, standing 

only three or three and a half feet tall, their heads making at least a full third of their height atop 

tiny, naked bodies with narrow, extended limbs and fingers and no sign of sexual features.  Their 

faces consisted of huge, abyssal unblinking eyes and vestigial slots where noses should be, not 

unlike everyone’s favorite dark wizard of fiction.  Below these were tiny mouths only two to three 

inches in width that turned slightly downward in an almost disapproving frown. 

Grays!, I thought.  I’ve been abducted by Grays! 

It was all I could have ever hoped for.  I made contact with Grays, the scientist caste of the 

Alien Federation, and by far the most logical of the Six Great Races!  I couldn’t wait to get started.  

After all, can you imagine what would have happened if it were the Reptilians?  I shudder to even 

consider it! 

As they slowly approach, I sheepishly realize that my hands were still elevated as when 

they caught me in the Antigrav Beam, and I lower them to shrug out of my coat. 

“Greetings,” a voice rang out, though I couldn’t be sure if I heard it or if it were in my 

mind.  Okay, that was stupid.  None of their mouths moved, the voice was neither male nor female, 

and the words were in English.  Obviously, telepathy.  “Umm, what are you doing?” 

I glanced up and paused halfway unbuttoning my shirt as they stood and stared.  “Oh, is 

this not where we do it?”  I asked, looking back at uncomprehending faces, and then it dawns on 

me!  “Oh!  Is this just a quick grab, probe and go?  Hey, I can work with that.” 



Before they could say anything else, I undo my belt and pushed my jeans, long johns and 

boxers down into a puddle around my boots.  I turned around to find a smooth, metallic table or 

counter just behind me, and I quickly bent and placed outstretched hands against the smooth, cold 

material.  It thrummed slightly with an unseen power, and a handful of lights blinked into view 

here or there before winking out which I carefully avoided as I waited in silent exhilaration. 

“I have come,” boomed another voice, virtually indistinguishable from the first except that 

it held an air of authority.  “What the?  Another one?!  For the sake of the Galactic Deity, send it 

back!” 

“Now, hold on!” I called out, but before I could turn or say anything else, the light encased 

every fiber of my being yet again. 

The next moment, I found myself back in the field, though my phone and blanket were 

nowhere in sight.  A cow mooed nearby as it stood, stared and chewed on some yellow-green grass.  

Feeling returned, and a certain part of my biology threatened to shrink and curl back into my 

abdomen for protection from the frigid air.   

And then I realized something else. 

“Shit!” 

Bent over as I was with arms extended before me, I no longer had anything to lean against, 

and off balance as I was, I pitched forward face first into a still slightly warm and steaming cow 

pie. 


