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It’s certainly no easy task for people to discuss their frightening encounters. I’d like to personally thank the many brave people out there who took the time and energy to put their experiences into writing.

To respect those who were involved, many of the following names have been altered or replaced with “anonymous.”

Would you like to see your report in an issue of “UFO Frightening Encounters”?

If so, all you have to do is type up a summary of your experience, and email it to Tom Lyons at:

Living.Among.Bigfoot@gmail.com

Special Offer

If you submit a report and it is accepted, you will receive an exclusive paperback copy signed by Tom, shortly after the book is released. If you’d like to participate in that offer, be sure to include your mailing address in the email.

​​​​Important Note

This book is the 2nd book in the UFO Frightening Encounters series. Due to an ongoing story that is spread throughout this series, I highly recommend that you complete the first UFO Frightening Encounters before you begin this book. Click here to grab your copy!
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Hello, my name is Dillon, and I first reached out to Tom after I read his “Living Among Bigfoot” series. It terrified me so much yet comforted me at the same time. That’s because back in 1999, I experienced something difficult for most people to believe, so I rarely speak of it. Tom’s courage to publicize his remarkable story inspired me to do the same.

I grew up in the great city of Milwaukee, Wisconsin, and split time between living with my mom and dad, as they had gotten divorced about three years earlier. I mostly live at my mom’s place and would head to my dad’s on the weekends; however, I’d always spend a little extra time with my father in the summer because we both loved to do outdoor activities. We were both passionate about camping, so when he had managed to reserve a campsite at a popular campground in Northern Wisconsin, I was ecstatic. I had a friend who often yapped about how it was his favorite place, but for a few consecutive years, my dad had been too slow when trying to book the reservation.

It was toward the end of summer, and Dad was gearing up to return to his job as a professor of communications over at a local college. I remember that he seemed to be feeling a bit overwhelmed about returning to teaching, but I could tell he was doing all he could to suppress those emotions and make it an enjoyable trip. That was the thing about my father; he was easily frustrated but was composed enough to minimize that emotion when around other people. 

You probably wouldn’t believe the things I’d hear him shout when he thought nobody was around. Sometimes, he’d even smash objects to pieces. Although he wasn’t abusive or anything like that, I always thought his brewing temper could’ve been one of the reasons my parents got divorced. I also remember how it rained during the whole way up there, which made it so we had to drive a lot slower than we would have otherwise. Dad kept saying how the forecast claimed that it was going to clear up, but I now wonder if he was just trying to be optimistic because I don’t believe you could get refunds on those reservations since they were always in high demand.

When we arrived at the location, it quickly became apparent that we were two of very few folks who had decided to come regardless of the lousy weather. The employee who checked us in and eventually let us through the gate was extremely grumpy. Not sure what his problem was, but I wondered if he was frustrated with the few people who did to decide to fulfill their reservations. Fortunately, I was able to brush aside the negative energy as soon as we parked at our campsite. We had access to a trail that led to a nearby lake, and the layer of mist from the rain made the scenery eerily beautiful. Luckily, it turned out Dad had prepared for the rainy weather; he revealed that he had purchased one of those foldout canopies. The two of us assembled it without any problem, and we placed it above the wooden picnic table that came with the campsite. Since there was no wind, we were able to sit under there and play cards. Even though we hoped the rain was going to clear out, we were able to have a great time.

Dad told me all sorts of stories about the year he spent in Vietnam during the war. I felt like it was the first time he acknowledged that I was old enough to learn some of the things that he had been withholding. That would mark the first time I felt more like a man than a boy. It led me to feel a sense of maturity like never before, and I can’t tell you how grateful I still am for that camping trip, regardless of how frightening it became.

I remember it was shortly after we had started cooking on our propane stove that I thought I saw an odd-looking animal peek at us from behind a tree. It was the very millisecond that I spotted it that it withdrew its head. To me, it looked more like a human, but Dad insisted that it had to have been an animal—most likely a giant weasel. Since I trusted him, I quickly returned my attention elsewhere. All of this happened back when I was still programmed by society to think things like this didn’t exist, so it wasn’t too hard to reject my instincts.

Everything felt pretty normal for the next few hours, but it was while I was lying on my cot that things started to get weird. I hadn’t fallen asleep yet, so I immediately knew I wasn’t dreaming. Initially, the noise was faint, but it sounded like there was chanting emanating from the distance. It was such a spooky noise that I have trouble describing what it was truly like. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
TOMLYONS & M“ SANDERS

g g \\\

FRIGHTENING ENCOUNTERS

VOLUME 2





OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





