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By adulthood, many people have been trained to ignore potential supernatural circumstances. There’s nothing like being exposed to the truth while in childhood.

Hello. My name is Amy, and I experienced something horrifying while with my cousins in White Water, Wisconsin, when I was just a kid. I’m now forty-eight, and I still haven’t gotten over the experience. I feel a tad silly admitting it, but I must confess I sometimes still keep the lights on when trying to sleep whenever my partner is out of town—usually after seeing something creepy on the news or a preview for a new horror movie. I’ve always found it strange how those things trigger minor forms of the same energy I felt that night all those years back.

My cousins, Karen and Kenny, were sixteen and fourteen, and I was thirteen. Technically, they were my third cousins, and their parents had a Lake House near White Water. The place is a popular college town with plenty of rich history. I can’t remember the name of the specific lake their house was on the shore of, but I remember it was on the outskirts because it always took a while to drive back there on the rare occasions their parents took us downtown for a carnival or something like that.

The highly wooded area allowed the whole galaxy to glow every summer night. That went to show how little light pollution contaminated the area. I truly felt like I was in a different world or dimension every time I was there. And I remember my dad saying the same thing about his childhood memories. The lake house had been in our extended family for a long time. 

If I’m not mistaken, it was either the lake, town, or county that had a different name when my father was a kid. That’s how far back that old lake house went. When I think about it now, it almost seems foolish not to expect paranormal activity around there. Some might find it silly, but I try to avoid places like that now—those locations where you could cut the lingering tension with a knife.

One night, Kenny came up with the idea to play flashlight tag. It was around 10:00 p.m., so there was no natural light other than the moon occasionally piercing the overcast sky. Their parents were very lenient, probably because there weren’t many other people in the vicinity to get into trouble with, so we did whatever we wanted even after they went to sleep. We wouldn’t receive any backlash if we weren’t too loud.

There were a few houses within walking distance that the owners didn’t occupy as their primary residences, so there was often nobody home, and we could run around their lakefront yards, using the dwellings to hide behind. None of the houses had fences surrounding them, likely because the residents didn’t want anything obstructing their view of the water. That made the area fun to explore, especially at night.

After playing several rounds of flashlight tag, the three of us rendezvoused and decided to play one final championship game. As Karen said, this one was for all the marbles. Disappointingly, I hadn’t won any of the previous matches, so I was determined to come out on top just this once before we headed inside.

I remember scaling the side of one of the neighbors’ houses when I saw Kenny walking around the corner of another. Or, at least, I thought I saw him. Attempting to be as stealthy as possible, I crept over to my target’s whereabouts, ensuring I stayed in the patches of grass to muffle my steps.

As I turned the corner, I thought I saw him again, peeking around the opposite side of the exterior wall. My adrenaline surged because, in my head, I knew I was about to claim victory over Kenny. I pretty much pounced onto the ground behind him and yelled the words, “Got ya!”

The bald figure immediately spun around and screamed in my face. I’ll never forget how its eyes were all black as it gazed upon me. Its holler sounded raspy and wheezy like it had been experiencing trouble breathing before I walked up behind it. One of this entity’s strangest aspects was that it didn’t look entirely like a human, but it wore the same style of clothing that people might have worn in the 30s or 40s. Why would this thing that looked like a deranged, malnourished person be wearing trendy clothes from that period? 

They didn’t even look dirty or worn out. Where would this thing have gotten those articles from? There was so much wrong with the sighting that I couldn’t even find the words to apologize to the strange man that I had seemingly nearly given a heart attack. Shortly after that, my cousins called my name, and I could hear them approaching.

“What happened?” Karen said after rounding the corner behind me and arriving at my side. I looked at her, expecting it would be any moment before she saw him not far away from me, and either asked him who he was or introduced me to him, clarifying that it was a neighbor with an illness. But she kept her eyes on me, and Ken arrived seconds later.

“Did you not see him?” I asked.

“See who?” She asked. “What are you talking about?”

“Didn’t you hear him screaming?” I asked insistently.

“I heard someone screaming, but I thought it was you,” Ken replied, confused and out of breath from running to the area so quickly.

The three of us were so confused. A part of me didn’t even want to explain everything in great detail, for I was still young and insecure and didn’t want others to think I was some delusional lunatic. It wasn’t long before their parents arrived at the scene, both in pajamas and slippers. They looked more worried than anyone, for they probably thought that one of us might have either hit our heads or tripped and fallen into the water and potentially drowned. They looked incredibly relieved once they saw the three of us still standing.

“What the heck is going on out here?” their father demanded.

“I—I saw someone—or—something,” I replied, my voice still shaking uncontrollably. “He was here just a few moments ago. We were playing flashlight tag, and I shined my light on them. He turned around and looked angry that I had startled him.”

“None of our neighbors are supposed to be around right now,” Karen and Kenny’s father said. “Did either of you happen to see who it was?”

“No,” they replied, shaking their heads.

“You’re sure you saw someone?” the parents asked me.

“Yes, positive!” I said, starting to feel like I was to blame for causing such a stir.

Understandably, it was difficult for them to believe most of the details of my story, especially given that they had never seen anything like that strange person around there. They claimed that all of their neighbors were wholesome and without reason to act as I described. They all seemed to agree that the historic outfit was the oddest aspect of my story, which I found off-putting. It seemed they didn’t want to embrace the man’s features, making me feel they didn’t find my perceptions credible.

That was my final summer at that lake, but Kenny and Karen told me years later that they saw a mysterious-looking man on a rowboat in the center of the water one night. They and their parents watched them through binoculars and were surprised by how much the person’s outfit resembled what I had claimed to see years earlier. Unfortunately, the individual’s back was turned to them during the entire sighting, blinding them from the facial features. I so badly yearned to know whether that was the same being and whether it was a spirit and not a living, breathing life form.

As far as I know, they never again saw anything like it since that occasion, and I sometimes feel the urge to spend a couple of nights there with my husband to see if we can see anything unusual. The possibility of seeing that strange man certainly creeps me out; however, it’s not nearly as bad if I were to have my hubby with me. He’s one of those types who aren’t afraid of anything, so I wouldn’t feel nearly as vulnerable, for I believe he would know what to do if we encounter that disturbed individual together.
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Many know that Gettysburg, Pennsylvania is a hotspot for paranormal activity, but many aren’t aware that supernatural entities can harm those who encounter them.

I don’t feel comfortable enough to give away my name, for I’m worried I could get sued by the involved company, but I think sharing my story with the world is necessary. I used to work for a business that would tour people around Gettysburg and teach customers about its history. As the tours began, I would usually warn people that we would occasionally spot apparitions but not to get too frightened, for they couldn’t hurt anyone.

Most customers would scoff at that statement, but sometimes those same people would head home shaken to their cores in disbelief over what they had just seen. I must admit that those occasions left me feeling somewhat satisfied, as karma delivered to the mockers what they deserved. What’s funny is that those situations almost always involved minor sightings like a Civil War man or woman peeking their heads out from behind trees, boulders, or old buildings to get a look at our group. 

Sometimes, customers would accuse the tour company of having staged those kinds of things, but if you’ve ever seen a ghost, you know they have an appearance that would be difficult to fabricate. Everything about their presence would make that next to impossible. But with that said, the case I’m about to tell you about was very different.

It rained on and off that evening, and a woman—who I’ll refer to as Beth—brought her small dog along for the tour. Technically, that wasn’t allowed, but she was already there, and I didn’t have the heart to boot her and her cute doggy. Initially, I didn’t think it was much of a problem, other than that it was breaking company policy; however, the dog wore a garbage bag raincoat that the woman readjusted every thirty seconds. 

The thing was noisy and distracting. I even asked Beth to stop messing with it several times, for I could tell it annoyed the other tourists. But she kept at it. I think the bag repeatedly got caught underneath the dog’s feet, so she felt she had no choice but to adjust it repeatedly. I’m sure almost everyone else thought she should remove the thing altogether, for dogs could handle getting a little wet.

We were nearing the end of the tour when something caught the dog’s senses. He started going crazy. The only information about the location that I feel comfortable enough to say is that we were at the ruins of an old shelter, and it was the second to last stop on that particular route. I worry that someone might get hurt or even killed if I reveal the specific location, for I know many curious people out there wouldn’t mind risking their lives to see something extraordinary.

Our group stared in the direction the dog kept barking at, and soon, what looked like a Civil War soldier emerged from behind a section of the ruins. He ran a few steps toward us with a peculiar motion—similar to a hobble. He was only wearing about half of his soldier uniform, and there was what appeared to be a cast around his entire right leg. I got the sense that it was the ghost of someone recovering from an injury when he passed away.

Unfortunately, the stunning nature of the spirit’s appearance caused Beth to lose control of her dog, which charged toward the ghostly figure. “No, come back!” she shouted, taking a few steps toward it but realizing she didn’t want to get any closer to the ghostly figure now barking like a dog. He seemed to be mocking the pet as it ran toward him, and I immediately got the impression that the annoying bark upset him enough to prompt him to appear.

I couldn’t tell what it was, but it looked like a rusted pipe that the ghost hit the dog with when it came close to him. The group gasped in horror, and I told them to follow me out of there immediately. The blow from the pipe quieted the canine after the first or second blow, and nobody knew how to prevent the horrible scene from continuing. Even Beth was too afraid to go anywhere near the horrific scene, for the ghostly figure glared at our group in a way that conveyed it wouldn’t hesitate to hurt us if we got too close.

“Hurry! Follow me!” I shouted several times until every member of the group heard me. A few people were already crying as we hurried out of the woods. I felt obligated to come up with a way to comfort everyone, for I couldn’t help but feel somewhat responsible, but I couldn’t think of what to say. I, myself, was having a lot of trouble coming to terms with what we had just encountered. My world changed instantly after learning that supernatural entities can attack living humans.

Once we were far from the carnage, Beth forced me to call 911. I couldn’t think of the appropriate wording to explain what had just happened, and the upset woman took the phone from me to try her hand at it. I doubt either of us made any sense, but the operator informed us that he was sending someone to speak to us in person.

Not to anyone’s surprise, the dog’s death was blamed on a transient, but everyone there knows that wasn’t the case. The tourists from that group were each paid a handsome sum to keep their mouths shut about the incident, and the company let me go. I was planning to quit, but my manager beat me to the punch.

I now take extra special care to avoid any locations I know to be haunted. My experience makes me wonder how many times people were said to die from ordinary things when, in actuality, supernatural entities killed them. I assure you it is more than possible, and if your dog ever shows signs of distrusting an eerie environment, I highly encourage you to get out of there as quickly as possible.

I’ll always be curious about what gives some ghosts the ability to harm the living. Maybe all of them can do that, but most choose not to. The world became a heck of a lot more intimidating after that awful night.
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Most people disregard the numerous lights occupying the night sky, for there are too many to keep track of. But sometimes, they capture our attention, and then it’s too late.

I want to tell a story about something that happened to me and my daughter, Skyler, in 2013. She was only six years old at the time, and we now avoid discussing it.

I was going through a heavy breakup during the night of the event and was amid gathering my belongings at my ex-boyfriend’s house in Guthrie, Oklahoma. My close friend, Rachel, lived in Oklahoma City and invited my daughter and me to move in with her until I worked things out. My ex was kind enough to give me a few hours while I packed my wardrobe. Sadly, my large collection of clothes was one of the things that sparked many arguments between the two of us. It seemed like he would go off about how I had cluttered his living space with “junk” whenever he felt irritable after a bad day at work.

The neighborhood had always felt safe and friendly, so I had no problem allowing Skyler to sit on the front porch while I packed everything. She loved being outdoors as much as possible at that age, playing a horse trainer game on the tablet her grandmother gave her for Christmas. That thing could occupy her for hours, which was an enormous help when I needed to focus on tasks.

Skyler was impressively confident as a child, so it truly startled me when I heard her scream. She seldom did that. We crossed paths while running to each other in the hallway leading to the front door, and she immediately told me about a “skinny naked man” who walked across the front lawn before disappearing into the cornfield. I have trouble remembering whether it was a cornfield or an overgrown prairie. My ex’s location was filled with tall vegetation, giving it an ominous vibe at night.

I remember feeling such a mix of emotions when my daughter uttered those words. On the one hand, I wanted to reassure her that she had merely imagined things, for what she had claimed to have seen didn’t add up. It felt like such a warm and inviting area, making it difficult to leave, so it was hard to believe that something so out of the ordinary could have happened during that sliver of time I was inside. I wanted to believe what she said wasn’t possible, for it disturbed me deeply. I was already in a state of denial. But I also wanted to be sympathetic and continue to reinforce the idea that she could always talk to me about anything that bothered her. So, with that in mind, I was reluctant to reject everything she had told me. It felt insensitive, and I worried that it might fuel a disconnect during a period when it was important we felt connected.

Even though I felt stressed because of the breakup and having limited time to pack up our belongings, I agreed to sit on the porch with Skyler for a few minutes without encouraging or discouraging the things she said. I figured that merely sitting out there with her, observing the atmosphere, would give me a better idea if my daughter had truly seen what she said to have. 

Strangely, as soon as we walked outside, I felt something was off. But after a few moments, I concluded that it was just the anxiety I had already been feeling recently. It came about in sporadic bursts, seemingly out of nowhere. Although this sensation felt slightly different, I brushed it off to keep things calm around my child. 

My attempt at improving the mood seemed somewhat effective, but it wasn’t long before all the power went out. Mysteriously, it didn’t just happen to the electricity in the house but also to my iPhone and iPad. That was when I truly started to worry that something wasn’t right.

“It was him, Mommy; it was him,” Skyler said as she started to cry. Immediately, I knew she was referring to the nude man she claimed to see near the prairie.

“It’s fine, sweety,” I said, scooping her into my arms. “Everything is just fine.” Had it not been for the fact that our devices had had near full power previously, I would’ve assumed that some psychopath had used the breaker box to cut the power. If my ex were crazy, I probably would’ve suspected it was him. But even though we stopped getting along, he wasn’t unhinged like that.

I tried flipping a few light switches inside the house, but every failed attempt made my daughter feel even more freaked out, so I quit trying. Embarrassingly, I had become so confused by the situation that I even picked up the landline telephone, dialed 911, then put it against my ear before realizing that the thing required power to work.

“Wait here for a moment,” I told Skyler after placing her on one of the kitchen counter barstools. “I’ll be right back.” She didn’t like that much, but I insisted she stayed put while I looked out the side and back porch windows. I didn’t want to risk her seeing a potentially nude trespasser that might be in much closer view by that point.

I felt relieved when I couldn’t find any other vehicles in sight. But then I thought of how much creepier that would be if a nude man approached the house on foot. That meant they would’ve had to trek a long distance to get there, and the idea that anyone might be willing to do that while barefoot made the potential individual seem even more insane.

I had seen many news reports involving unhinged people attacking others and committing the strangest acts, so I was already paranoid before that evening. Had I not had my daughter with me to look after, I probably would have felt even more insecure about everything that was happening. For as long as I can remember, I have always been overly scared by anything remotely alarming. Therefore, I firmly believe that Skyler’s presence kept me in check.

“Mommy!” my daughter suddenly screamed while I tried to allow my eyes to adjust to the darkness outside.

I don’t think I had ever run so fast before that point. It was as if I flew back to the kitchen, entirely prepared to tangle with an intruder, no matter their size or strength.

I didn’t see Skyler as soon as I arrived in the kitchen. But it was right after I called out to her she revealed she had crawled under the kitchen table. The table cover shielded any view of the space underneath, which is why she crawled under there in the first place.

“Sweety, what happened?” I said, dashing over to her to scoop her up.

“He was out there, Mommy! I saw him,” she cried into my shoulder. There were only two windows in that room; one faced the prairie, and the other faced a fenced-in alley-like walkway leading to the backyard.

“Can you tell Mommy where you saw the man?” I asked my daughter. As I feared, she pointed toward the one that indicated, if there truly was someone out there, he was likely in the alley or the backyard at that very moment. That potentiality made me want to fetch a butcher knife from the kitchen drawer, but that was another thing I worried might frighten my daughter even more. The reality was that I hadn’t heard anyone try to break into the house yet, so it was probably best I reserve such an act for only when absolutely necessary.

I started strolling around the kitchen, gently singing a happy song to Skyler before a light suddenly lit up every room inside the house. But right away, I discerned that the illumination wasn’t powered by anything inside the house; it was a different type of light, and it came from somewhere outside, possibly from above.

Skyler started screaming louder than I had ever heard once she lifted her face off my shoulder to see what was happening. Although I didn’t feel the same sensation, it seemed like the brightness was painful to her eyes. It only disturbed me due to its unique hue—if that’s even the term I’m looking for. I guess I’m trying to convey that it felt like a different, superior technology.

“Everything’s okay, everything’s okay,” I kept repeating to my daughter, patting her back while standing as far away from the windows as possible. We stood in that position for a minute before I noticed the brightest point of the vast light moving toward the prairie. Then it started moving across the area like a spotlight attached to a helicopter, only it was much larger, and there was no mechanical noise of any kind—at least that my ears could pick up.

Eventually, I felt comfortable enough to reseat my daughter at one of the kitchen table chairs, and I walked to the prairie-facing window to get a better look. There was a bit of cloud cover that night, but I spotted the triangular-shaped silhouette in the sky above the prairie. There was never a point where I saw the entirety of the aircraft, but I could tell it was larger than any I had ever seen in person. The longer I watched it, the clearer it became that it was looking for something. Nearly a minute passed before the spotlight locked on to one particular spot. I distinctly remember how it looked like blades of grass and other vegetation were getting pulled upward as if whatever was causing the light was also absorbing the foliage.

I couldn’t believe my eyes when I saw what looked like a naked man floating upward toward the craft. It wasn’t the quickest process, and there were moments in the scene when the individual appeared conscious and, at other times, unconscious. But the strangest aspect happened once the target was halfway between the aircraft and the ground. 

Its body started contorting in various directions that didn’t make sense. It was too far away to see its facial expressions, and I couldn’t hear any noise indicating it was in pain, but to my eyes, it looked like the individual had been turned into the equivalent of living putty. It was one of the strangest sights I could have ever imagined. It reminded me of something you might see in some abstract music video that once played on MTV.

It was impossible to detect whether whoever was controlling the spotlight was trying to inflict pain onto the individual, neutralize them, or something else that wasn’t even within my realm of thinking. I can’t remember exactly how long I watched the strange scene, but I want to say that the whole thing wrapped up within five minutes or under. Eventually, what appeared to be a stretched-out figure, entered the aircraft through an opening too dark for me to distinguish. Once that was complete, the entire surrounding area went dark or back to normal, I should say.

While I stood there, trying to establish whether the dark ship was still there, I hadn’t even noticed how the house’s electricity returned. My daughter was the first to bring it to my attention; I was too preoccupied trying to see any additional action within the eerie night sky.

After looking over my daughter quickly but thoroughly to ensure she was safe, I immediately called my ex to explain what had happened. Although he was having trouble embracing my story, I could tell he somewhat gave me the benefit of the doubt. We hadn’t been getting along for quite a while, but he knew that I wasn’t one to make up stories—and he could tell that something had indeed happened that terrified Skyler and me. Fortunately, he was kind enough to come over and stick around while I finished packing everything. I remember feeling so much better when another adult was in the house, which enabled me to start pondering the event more clearly.

I believe that an extraterrestrial being escaped confinement and became a fugitive. That might explain why it wasn’t wearing clothing. We often forget that if there was another interplanetary race out there, and they were advanced enough to make their way to our planet, they would have many clashing opinions just like we do. I don’t believe all of them can get along; they would have to have laws to govern the outliers who disobey the rest of society. So, yes, to put it simply, I theorize that my daughter saw an alien prisoner.
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