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To all those who have been touched by the alien

abduction phenomenon, I hope this work will help

anchor your journey in reality, whatever that

reality turns out to be.





Entering “The Land of Illusion”:

Truth becomes fiction when the fiction’s true;

Real becomes not-real when the unreal’s real.

Cao Xueqin (c. 1760)

The Dream of the Red Chamber

from the translation by David Hawkes

published by Penguin Classics, 1973, from

The Story of the Stone: Volume 1, The Golden Days






Introduction






The abduction story that Peter Khoury tells is awash with many of the bizarre features typical of alien abduction stories from around the world. But his case is spectacularly unique in at least one extraordinary sense. It features a piece of evidence unprecedented in the annals of UFO research and investigation: a very unusual biological sample, a fragment of strange hair to be exact, which in a remarkable but paradoxical way confirmed the truly controversial and provocative nature of the episode that led to its recovery. This hair sample became the focus of the world’s first DNA investigation of biological evidence implicated in an alien abduction.

I will describe this extraordinary case that has provided us with fascinating genetic evidence, which forms the nexus of a remarkable breakthrough and the cornerstone of this strange odyssey. With the help of biochemists, I have carried out a thorough forensic investigation of this case, utilizing DNA profiling, coupled with an archaeological-style DNA investigation. The results that have emerged from our work are nothing less than startling.

Hair of the alien? This is no bizarre variant of a “hangover cure” for UFO obsessions. But it may provide a “cure” for the lack of physical evidence that has plagued alien abduction research for the past four decades. What we are dealing with here is a fundamental refocusing of our perceptions of alien reality.

There is no doubt that the small bald gray alien is a powerful icon that represents our society’s image of an alien life-form. What is not widely understood, even by many knowledgeable people in the UFO field, is that the dominant image of the bald gray alien is to a great measure an artifact of the popularization of the “gray” through the efforts of some key researchers, the media, and in particular one prominent abductee—a term given to an individual who claims to have had an alien abduction experience. So pervasive has been the impact of this popularization that the validity of a claim of contact with aliens is now often judged by how closely it conforms to the gray alien stereotype. But like most stereotyping efforts, the media-driven march of “gray” conformity is far from the truth and to some extent has misdirected a generation and perhaps delayed a more realistic understanding of the situation.

With its striking image of an alien face on the cover, Communion, Whitley Strieber’s 1987 account of his claimed encounters with aliens, sold millions of copies and solidified in public consciousness the perception of the alien as bald with large dark eyes. Thousands of accounts describing aliens emerged worldwide in response to this extraordinary public profiling of the alien image. But Strieber had suppressed one key detail of his alien encounter to see if it would be validated independently in subsequent witness descriptions of alien beings. That detail was the presence of hair in descriptions of aliens. According to Whitley Strieber, only one case emerged in this human tide of encounters with aliens that strikingly matched his own experiences with aliens, sharing the key element of the presence of hair. That case turned out to be from Australia. This largely hidden aspect of the alien image may be a potent argument for a sociological dismissal of the whole alien saga, on the grounds that if thousands didn’t report it, then the majority may have been delusional or just jumping on the alien bandwagon. Such an argument is found wanting, however, when this suppressed aspect emerges as the central piece of evidence from Peter Khoury’s encounter, namely the found “alien hair” that was subjected to DNA testing.

Our current understanding of the alien image has been profoundly skewed. The gray alien icon is clearly not the full picture. Part of that complex and bizarre picture includes beings that are far closer to us in appearance, featuring unambiguously hirsute elements, than we have ever imagined. What emerges in this investigation is a picture of a phenomenon that redefines our origins and our place in the universe. This investigation goes further than any other before it, because for the first time the fantastic has been anchored in a strange and disturbing reality. After decades of neglect, science is now colliding head-on with the alien abduction controversy.

Whatever is going on, one thing seems clear. These experiences seem to be a form of intrusion—an intrusion on our cozy grasp of prosaic reality—and if the experiences are real events, the intrusions are a physical assault on the individuals who experience them. The assumption is that if such experiences are more than imagination, there must be tangible evidence. Knowing what to look for and utilizing the appropriate tools to reveal the nature and implications of that evidence is the key to the problem. Ultimately the application of science, mediated with a forensic focus, will hold the key to determining the reality of alien abduction claims.

Our hunt for clues and answers to this alien mystery features the DNA profiling techniques used by law enforcement organizations such as the FBI and increasingly by police around the world. Such work was made possible only through a remarkable breakthrough, the PCR (polymerase chain reaction) procedure. Dr. Kary Mullis is credited with the initial concept that led to the PCR technique, a discovery that ultimately earned him the 1993 Nobel Prize in chemistry. The technique rapidly revolutionized biochemistry and opened the way for extraordinary new opportunities for understanding ourselves as a species.

Dr. Henry C. Lee, one of the leading forensic scientists in the United States, and Frank Tirnady, describe “the new DNA paradigm” in their book Blood Evidence: How DNA Is Revolutionizing the Way We Solve Crimes. Lee and Tirnady end a long list of striking applications of DNA evidence by noting its ability to resolve “contentious public debates” and illuminate “countless other controversies involving biological issues,” 1 both of which are relevant to the controversial issues in this book. The striking utility of DNA analysis rests on one principal fact. “It permits the differentiation of one person from another on a genetic level,” Lee and Tirnady explain. “It can also distinguish one plant from another, one animal from another, and even one viral or bacterial strain from another. DNA-identification is predicated upon the genetic uniqueness of each individual (excepting identical twins, triplets, or clones), a uniqueness driven by the engine of sex.” 2

“Forensic DNA analysis is not a single technique,” Lee and Tirnady point out. “It is a swarm of techniques that have been coaxed out of the vast expanse of the human genome…. [Most] of the forensic techniques are generally powered by polymerase chain reaction, or PCR, a revolutionary process that permits the faithful reproduction of small, sometimes even vanishingly small, amounts of DNA. The process produces large amounts (identical copies) of DNA…[and] allows investigators to obtain a DNA profile from postage stamps, coffee cups, and even single hairs.” 3,4 Then, quoting the U.S. National Institute of Justice review of DNA evidence, they note: “[DNA] has passed the test. The scientific foundations of DNA are solid. Any weaknesses are not at the technical level, but are in possible human errors, breaks in the chain of evidence, and laboratory failures.” 5

The applications of PCR and the DNA analyses to the alien abduction phenomenon are really about a potential breakthrough. Certainty will come with time and any possible replications, but for the moment I would be very pleased if this work helps illuminate this extraordinary controversy with the promise that science can light the way through the dark morass that currently swamps the alien abduction debate.6 Lee and Tirnady conclude, “The singular contribution of forensic DNA analysis is that it has made everything biological a potential clue, and this adds an entirely new dimension to figuring stuff out.” 7 While DNA techniques are indeed an impressive breakthrough, the whole forensic scientific approach will go a long way to providing understanding and certainty in this hotly debated field.

The PCR concept is not the only indirect contribution that controversial scientist Kary Mullis makes to the saga told in this book. Mullis has a further unique claim to fame. He is the only Nobel Prize laureate to admit to a possible alien abduction experience. His bizarre experience, described in this book, is based on his descriptions and my discussion with him.8

One of the great pioneers of scientific detection, or forensic science, was Dr. Edmond Locard. He is perhaps best remembered for the basic principle behind all of forensic science: Every contact leaves a trace. While Locard clearly had in mind crime committed by human felons, the application of the principle in the very controversial area of “alien abductions” is of critical significance.9

If alien abductions really occur in the manner described by thousands of people around the world, then at the very least a “crime” against the sovereignty of humankind is being perpetrated. Most of the claims of alien abduction describe situations that are clearly against the will of the individuals involved. Thus the “crime” interpretation and the forensic approach it inspires are well founded. But beyond the striking biological perspective is a much broader and complex dimension to the forensic approach. As in classic crime scene investigations, the evidence for the reality of abduction claims can come from diverse avenues, such as the biological, physical, intuitive, and just plain commonsense. There is also a cautionary element to forensic investigations; they require considerable care. Even while looking for traces of alien “contact,” we must carefully examine the impact of the “contact” that comes with the intrusions of researchers, investigators, and other participants into these bizarre situations. Their involvement can often give a less than satisfactory or reliable dimension to the more prosaic senses of “contact” with possible alien realities. Not every contact leaves a reliable trace. Every aspect needs to be carefully considered. Beyond these cautionary elements, the idea of a “contact” resonates powerfully with the otherworldly implications of alien abduction experiences.

Here, then, is a factual account of a series of strange events that suggests a convergence of C.S.I.: Crime Scene Investigation10 and The X-Files.11 But this is not fiction. It represents a powerful case for the forensic and scientific approach to the alien abduction experience. At its heart is an extraordinary event steeped in the bizarre and the unusual, an investigation anchored in a forensic scientific perspective, and an odyssey that will yield some remarkable speculations and new viewpoints on what clearly is one of the great mysteries of our time.








Chapter One

Shattered World




PETER KHOURY’S LIFE UNDERWENT A PROFOUND CHANGE ON July 12, 1988. His world was shattered by the intrusion of something he simply could not comprehend.

I couldn’t scream. My mind was functioning, but I couldn’t move. This is evil. I’m paralyzed. I thought, is this the devil? Nothing like this had happened to me before. This paralysis, it was physical. I felt it crawling up my body, a rush of pins and needles. I was petrified. I was overwhelmed by the thought that I would never walk again. Then I became aware that I was not alone. There were three or four ugly figures only about three to four feet tall near me. Their faces were very wrinkled and shiny dark black in color. My fear, already overwhelming, was now soaring out of control.

Peter Khoury experienced a classic alien abduction, but he is not the typical alien abductee. Born in 1964, in Lebanon, he migrated with his family to Australia in 1973. He met his future wife, Vivian, while at school in 1981. They married in 1990 and now have two children, Stephen (born in 1995) and Georgia (1998). Peter works in the building trade, where he has had his own business in cement rendering. Peter’s Lebanese relations and his wife’s Greek relations form a large and close family unit.

Peter is one of the legions of the abducted. A growing number of people from all walks of life, all around the world, have been confronted by the experience of being taken, overwhelmed, or assaulted by something that is intensely strange. It seems to them that they may have experienced the unbelievable and the preposterous, because the perpetrators are seemingly not your usual human beings. Some appear human, but the circumstances in which they appear are distinctly alien. Others are totally alien in both countenance and circumstances.

For most people, the alien abduction phenomenon is a ridiculous subject. It is inextricably mixed up with something else many regard as science fiction, namely the UFO mystery. But some researchers suggest that the alien abduction is actually a hidden epidemic. There may be a very large number of people who have had this experience. Many of them have come forward, reporting this disquieting experience. Most seek understanding and support. Few receive it. More often than not, the experience leaves its victims without supportive evidence. Their sense of alienation is profound.

Peter is one of those people who have been forced to live a double life. On the outside he is an ably functioning person with extensive and impressive connections to the normal world. To put it succinctly, he has a life. He is not the stereotypical alien abductee whose life has been strangled into a fragile form of alien marginalia. Indeed he seems the last sort of person whom one would expect to be coming out with such tales. But Peter has been searching like everyone else who has been affected by such experiences. He was not one to give in to the pressures of marginalization that come with the reception that such claims received from the general public, much of the UFO community, and the more committed skeptics. Peter fought to understand what had happened to him and what was still happening to him. He empathized with others that had apparently had similar experiences, but unlike most other abductees, he set about trying to make a difference.

The 1988 Encounter

Peter Khoury was twenty-four years old. He was living with his Lebanese parents and family in a Sydney suburb. He had been back home for about six months, regaining a sense of comfort with his life. Peter was like the prodigal son returning to the fold. For about six years he had lived a life he is now very happy that he left behind, a rough and dangerous life, moving with the wrong crowd of tough and belligerent people. He grew to see himself as a bit of a “hard head,” “a tough guy.” He had also been in a difficult relationship. Peter felt that if he had stayed in that life he might well have ended up dead, so he left that life behind and hoped to establish a better one. His family welcomed him back home and he reignited a relationship with his school sweetheart, Vivian. Life was good and heading in the right direction.

Peter was at home that quiet night. At about 11 p.m. he and his father were watching television. His brother Sam had been in Peter’s room, sleeping. Sam emerged and asked Peter if he wouldn’t mind watching the movie in his room so that he, Sam, could watch it in his favorite chair in the TV room. Peter didn’t mind; he went to his room and lay down on the bed. What followed occurred immediately, so it is difficult to link the experience with some sort of sleep-related phenomenon, such as sleep paralysis or hypnagogic imagery.

While…lying on my bed, I felt something grab my ankles. As I felt this, a strange numbness, tingling and churning sensation crawled up through my body and right up to my head. I was paralyzed, I could not move any part of my body but for the exception of my eyes, which I could move, open or close. My brain was functioning but I could not do anything physically. I tried to call out to family members but I could not force the words out. At this stage I started to panic thinking I would not walk again. I thought I was truly paralyzed.

As the experience unfolded Peter’s first thought was that this was a form of payback, a punishment for the less than satisfactory life he had led for about six years before he returned to the family fold. He thought, if he survived this, that his community would think, God’s punishing him, God paid him back. What followed—the encounter with the hooded, three- to four-foot-tall creatures with black, wrinkled faces—changed everything.

The fear was so extreme. I’m gone! I’m dead! It’s real! I was petrified and paralyzed. Irrational fears were crowding in. They were going to kill me. I could be killed. The fear level was extraordinary. I was stressing out, how could I get out of this?

I became aware of some sort of communication, seemingly telepathic, no sound made and yet I could hear the message in my mind. I was told not to worry and I would not be harmed and to relax. As I moved my eyes and looked to the left side…I made eye contact with two beings who looked so different to the others. These were thin, tall with big black eyes and a narrow chin. They were goldish-yellow in color.

Astonishingly the stress was gone immediately. The whole fear thing washed away as quickly as a light switching on. How could I be so calm after such a level of fear? My heartbeat was no longer racing. [A whole different situation was unfolding.]

Peter somehow got the impression that one of these tall figures was male, the other female. How he sensed this he doesn’t know. Both had an incongruous feature beyond their incredible strangeness. Each had what looked like small, Band-Aid–size “surgical masks.” The “female” figure had her little mask on, the “male” one had the mask down. The “masks” seemed to convey to Peter that these strange people were “doctors.” Both were wearing whitish gowns, which may have served to reinforce the idea that these beings were “doctors.” They also served to highlight the prominent part of their alien anatomy, specifically their faces.

I was so relieved. The one closest to my head communicated with me telepathically, telling me not to worry, [then, paradoxically for Peter, the entity conveyed the thought] it would be like the last time. The eyes of these tall beings were the source of remarkable feelings. I could feel the emotion through them. It was the eyes that expressed these feelings. You could see the smile in the eyes. Strangely it was like a mother would look at a child. So much love. We are not going to hurt you.

It was at this stage that I noticed a long needle-like flexible crystal tube. The being then pointed the needle to the top left side of my head and inserted it. A thing on the tip, it’s gone in.

It was then that I blacked out.

The next thing I remember I was conscious. I jumped out of bed like a flash, I walked into the TV room where my dad and brother (Sam) were. I noticed they were asleep. I woke my brother up—he looked dazed and lost. As he put it, he felt switched off. I asked him how long it had been since I went to my room. He replied about ten minutes, which was how long I thought it had been. When I left the TV room a film was just starting, yet as I spoke to my brother we realized that the TV station was (apparently) closed and at least one to two hours had passed by.

Neither his brother, who is older than Peter by ten years, nor his father had any idea what had happened. But Peter did have something to say. What he told Sam came in confused fragments and was very strange. Soon it became clear to Sam what Peter was trying to tell him. He told him of floating, apparently, of something touching his head, of people in dark hoods. Sam was initially skeptical, but then realized a good deal of time had passed—from 10:30 or 11 p.m. to something like 2:30 a.m.—and he began to accept that something very strange had occurred. He grew to accept what his younger brother had told him that morning. Sam was very puzzled by the fact that normally he was a very light sleeper. That he, as well as his father, had seemingly been completely “zonked out” for so long was very unusual. He had no way to explain it.

The next day Peter told Vivian, his fiancée, about the strange event.

I explained to her what had happened through the night. As I touched the spot where the needle was inserted, I discovered some dried blood under my fingernail. Vivian took a closer look and noticed a puncture hole and blood. I went to my family doctor and asked for a checkup. The doctor spotted the puncture mark instantly and commented that I must have hit my head on a nail at work. When I tried to explain what had happened, I was laughed at. I had nowhere to go for help, no one to discuss the incident with. It was frustrating to experience something so bizarre, so strange, yet so real.

Rationalizing the Bizarre

Peter was initially anxious and confused about the July 1988 episode. There were physical scars on his body, which he thought were connected to the experience. And he had a possible “biopsy”-style puncture mark on his shin. He was not aware of the world of alien abductions and struggled for understanding. His own Lebanese background and Vivian’s Greek family origins provided no comfort. Family members even suggested he had encountered St. Charbel, Lebanon’s first officially recognized saint, apparently because of the presence of robes. Such rationalizations provided no explanation for Peter.

Months later, while out driving, Vivian and Peter were shocked to see a gas station billboard poster that featured a tall creature very similar to the ones he had seen. The poster provided no information, just the image. How could this be? What was all this about? Peter thought. The answer came progressively over the next few days. The image they had seen on the billboard was the now familiar Strieber gray alien face. The poster was part of an extended promotional campaign for the paperback edition of Whitley Strieber’s Communion. Subsequent teaser posters provided more details until the link to the book was made explicit. Peter eventually bought a copy of the book. Vivian read it first, remarking to Peter that he was not going to believe what he would read. To Vivian it was startling. The stories in this bizarre and strange book were oddly familiar. Peter had told her all about them! Upon reading Strieber’s book, Peter found it was like a checklist for his own bizarre encounter. Their experiences had several significant details in common—but just as much not in common. However, as far as Peter was concerned, he now had some sort of context to anchor his own strange experience. It was a start. It appeared that his 1988 experience was part of the UFO or alien abduction phenomenon—whatever that was.

During his July 1988 abduction experience Peter Khoury had the strange mental communication “not to worry, it would be like the last time.” Initially he had no idea what this cryptic comment meant. Nothing in his immediate past bore any resemblance to the bizarre experience that had befallen him. Then he began to reconsider a strange event that had occurred to him in his native Lebanon as a child of seven during the summer of 1971.

He and several other children (a total of six to eight) had gone up onto the flat rooftop of his neighbor’s house to play, an everyday activity for them. He recalled that the heavy door leading onto the roof had to be constantly pushed open again as each child went through. Peter was the last to walk through the door. Then he looked up. Gabby, his cousin, was looking up. He then saw all his friends “frozen” like statues in front of him. Above them was a big ball, a helicopter he thought at the time. It was very close. Peter thought he could have been able to reach up and touch this strange helicopter, a silent egg-shaped craft hovering above them. Peter could make out the presence of two tall thin people inside the object, but the light was such that he could not make out much detail. Apparently, all the children were just watching or standing in silence. The children later found themselves on the ground floor after some time had elapsed, with no apparent memory of coming down off the rooftop. Peter was the only child who seemed to have a recollection of seeing the strange object and its occupants. At the time, the only context Peter had for the experience, while logically unsatisfactory, was that it was an Israeli helicopter—a very strange helicopter, at that.

In fact, like many abductees, Peter Khoury has had many strange experiences. Peter’s mother told him (in July 2003) about a strange experience that occurred when he was just twenty-two days old. It was mid-May of 1964 and Peter and his mother were at home in the coastal Lebanese port town of Chekka. At about 4 a.m. she was nursing Peter in her arms. She was half asleep when she observed the figure of a man at the window. For Lebanon, this was a rather unusual looking man. Rather than a typical dark-haired Lebanese, what she saw was a blond-haired, very fair-skinned man in a long-sleeved, black turtleneck top, standing at the window. He appeared to have a long handsome face, with his rather long hair parted at the side near his ear. The man seemed to be just looking through the window at them. She had no sense of fear and cannot remember how this strange early-morning encounter ended. Enquiries were made as to whether the stranger at the window might have been a sailor from a ship in port, but ultimately there seemed to be no obvious answer and it remained for Peter’s mother a puzzling memory. When he asked her about UFOs over Lebanon, she volunteered that they saw lights all the time and called them “flying plates,” but everything like that was put down to the Israelis.

Another puzzling experience that involved Peter’s mother occurred at the family home in Sydney, some years before the 1988 episode. She was startled to see an unknown man inside the house walking through a hall doorway into a room. She found the room empty. The men of the house were alerted and a search for the intruder was instigated. There seemed to be no conventional way to account for the presence of the man. The incident became the stuff of family legend—a “ghost” in the house.

The house was the location of Peter Khoury’s striking 1988 experience. That experience was preceded by a series of strange events. For a two-week period leading up to the “alien paralysis” incident, the residence was plagued by repeated occurrences of loud footsteps on the driveway. To Peter and his brothers, it seemed like a lot of heavy-booted men were entering the property night after night, usually in the early hours of the morning, and were coming down the driveway and seemingly passing through the closed garage area. The men of the family tried repeatedly to find the source of these heavy footsteps, but their searches always ended in frustration, with no culprits apprehended. The footsteps seemed to defy logical explanation.

These episodes ended with a striking event. Peter heard the footsteps again, but this time he was prevented from getting out to investigate. He seemed to be paralyzed on his bed, which faced the window to the driveway. He became aware that at the window was the silhouette of a man, but for someone to be in that position seemed impossible because the driveway was about eight feet lower than the window. There was no sense of fear, just concern, mainly regarding the feeling of paralysis. Peter couldn’t understand what was stopping him. Suddenly the silhouette was gone and the paralysis was gone as well. About a week later the much more severe paralysis of the July 12, 1988, “alien abduction” occurred.

Sleep Paralysis?

Could Peter Khoury’s July 1988 alien encounter be an example of the well-established phenomenon known as “sleep paralysis”? John O’Neill, a member of Australian Skeptics, argued that sleep paralysis could explain the paralysis Peter Khoury experienced, hallucination could explain his experience with extraterrestrials, falling asleep could explain his missing time, and “the puncture wound and scab could be from anything—a pimple, an insect bite or anything else in approximately the right location.” O’Neill accepted that Peter’s experience was genuine, as he himself had had a sleep paralysis episode. But his experience was typically vague, like most sleep paralysis episodes—“the feeling of some other entity being in the room, but [I] did not know and could not see what.” 12 That vague description falls far short of the detailed and ordered description Peter Khoury offers of his experience.

Several aspects of Peter’s encounter actually defy this simplistic categorization. First of all, he was not asleep, nor had he reached the state that precedes sleep, the hypnagogic state, that often yields fleeting imagery of a hallucinatory nature. Furthermore, his experience has an ordered sequence of events that were recollected consciously; they were not vague sensory experiences of fragmented sleep. Then there are the physical marks, namely the injury to his head, where he felt the strange needle being stuck in, along with the biopsy-like mark on his leg, which certainly can’t be accounted for as a classic sleep paralysis episode or as a product of the sleep/awake interface that spawns hypnagogic imagery.

Of course, night terrors, sleep paralysis, and hypnagogic (presleep) and hypnopompic (postsleep) visions do provide a rich range of sleep phenomena that might account for some abduction experiences. Hallucination specialist Professor Ronald Siegel has undertaken extensive research into these areas and describes some of it in his book Fire in the Brain. He has had his own sleep paralysis experience, which involved the classic elements of a weight on his chest and a “murky presence,” with a “dusty odor,” that approached his bed. It communicated with him in a strange way, “almost like English spoken backward.” The “presence” then straddled his body, “folding itself along the curve of my back…. There was a texture of sexual intoxication and terror in the room.” Siegel began to slip into unconsciousness, but then the voice stopped and he had the sense that the “presence” slowly left the room. Siegel concluded that this episode was the product of two striking and often alarming sleep phenomena—sleep paralysis and hypnopompic hallucination—which was mediated by his own “images, thoughts, fantasies, memories, and dreams.” A very broad cross section of the population experiences these phenomena. These experiences are not due to psychological problems, but their broad resonances with alien abduction lore require us to consider them as possible explanations.13

During 2002 and 2003 research conducted at Harvard University reignited the idea of psychological mechanisms as a possible explanation for alien abduction reports. The key players in the debate were psychologists Susan Clancy and Richard McNally. “False memory creation was examined in people who reported having recovered memories of traumatic events that are unlikely to have occurred: abduction by space aliens,” states the abstract to their paper, which was published in the Journal of Abnormal Psychology. The researchers examined false recall and false recognition in three groups: “people reporting recovered memories of alien abduction, people who believe they were abducted by aliens but have no memories, and people who deny having been abducted by aliens.” They concluded: “Those reporting recovered and repressed memories of alien abduction were more prone than control participants to exhibit false recall and recognition. The groups did not differ in correct recall or recognition. Hypnotic suggestibility, depressive symptoms, and schizotypic features were significant predictors of false recall and false recognition.” 14

This research is interesting but has some severe limitations. The sample sizes used in each group were very small—11, 9, and 13 respectively. Even more critically, the profile of the “recovered memory” group is flawed. The paper states, “None of the participants interviewed reported continuous memories of alien abduction (i.e., memories of alien abduction that were never forgotten)…. Memories were recovered both in therapy with the help of certain therapeutic techniques (e.g., hypnosis) and spontaneously, after reading books, watching movies, or seeing television shows depicting such episodes.” 15 In fact, there are a significant number of people reporting abductions who do not rely on hypnosis and other therapeutic techniques. Their memories are based on clearly recollected incidents for which they have no memory loss or delayed recall.

The fact that apparently hallucinatory phenomena can occur in states and situations similar to those occurring in alleged abduction experiences begs the question that the details of such experiences need to be considered carefully, rather than superficially rationalized away via token categorization. Could these experiences also be the product of psychological phenomena springing from encounters with an alien intrusion that may even be manipulated by the entities responsible for those encounters? We must exercise caution against either the simplistic acceptance of alien causation or skeptical dismissal. Such uncertainties make it all the more important to concentrate on a broad forensic approach to abduction experiences, but physical evidence, wherever possible, needs to be at the heart of these investigations.








Chapter Two

Hair of the Alien




I AM NO STRANGER TO EXTRAORDINARY CLAIMS IN THE BIZARRE world of alien abduction stories, having quietly investigated abduction claims since the seventies.16 I first heard of Peter Khoury in 1991, and in the years that followed, he revealed his story to me, but only gradually, in fragments here and there. I first interviewed him at length on November 1, 1993. He told me about his 1988 abduction experience in Sydney, the rooftop experience during his childhood in Lebanon, and a UFO sighting he had witnessed with his fiancée, Vivian, in February of 1988. This latter event took place near the Cooks River, in Hurlstone Park, a suburb of Sydney. For about twenty minutes, Vivian and Peter had watched a strange light jump around erratically in the sky. There would be a flash, or a shot of a light beam, and then the light would suddenly be in a new location. It was like a laser firing. Vivian called it “a war with stars.”

Eventually I realized that Peter was being somewhat circumspect with his story. In fact, he did not reveal to me his landmark 1992 experience until four years later. The story slipped out in my presence on July 13, 1996, though its extraordinary significance would not be revealed for some time. At the time, we were meeting with some independent film producers who were interested in my UFO research and Peter’s own experiences. Peter was opening up more than usual. Suddenly Peter came out with an abduction story replete with physical evidence of a most unusual kind.

I made a record of it in my journal at the time: “Peter described a highly personal experience he had at home about two to three years ago—sexual—being forced onto a strange female being—onto its breast. He resisted; then a very strong force pushed him against the breast—he bit a nipple—felt something like a piece of rubber caught in his throat for days—he discovered some very fine wispy hair under his foreskin—he still has one small strand, which he keeps in a small plastic bag. He showed this to the two media people and me.”

The following account of Peter’s 1992 experience is based on a number of interviews I conducted with him in the years that followed. I have edited and reorganized the account to eliminate repetition and to adhere to the original flow of events. It begins with a discussion of some injuries he received on the job on May 13, 1992.

BC: Peter, can you tell me, in your own words, what happened?

PK: Well, basically it was at a time I had had head injuries and I was on a lot of medication, and I was pretty sick.

BC: What were the head injuries about?

No Hallucination

PK: I got attacked at a job site by three guys. I was hit with shovels on the head; trowels were thrown at me. So I had pretty bad injuries. I suffered a lot of pain. I was on a lot of medication. Because of that I would vomit constantly, particularly in the morning. I know there was one time I vomited about ten times, and that was just while driving Vivian from home to the station, which is about three minutes away by car. I had to pull up about ten times. I would just get sick.

If I didn’t have what I have as proof for me, I would say that I was on enough drugs, pain killers, et cetera, to hallucinate maybe.

BC: What sort of things were you on?

PK: Panadeine Forte [paracetamol and codeine phosphate, a pain reliever].

BC: Not generally known for their hallucinogenic properties.

PK: I was put on Prozac, but I only took one tablet. I read up on it and I didn’t like what I read.

BC: Were you suffering from fevers?

PK: No just a lot of headaches, pain, severe migraines, a lot of vomiting, a lot of dizziness. But no, I wasn’t hallucinating…. I had been on medication all along up until the experience and even after. I felt around that time…I was being given too many different medications, so I approached the doctors and narrowed it down and just basically started taking Panadeine Forte and Voltarin…for six to seven months after that. When I had extreme headaches I would take up to three Panadeine Forte and that’s really it.

We can be reasonably certain about the date the strange intrusion into Peter Khoury’s Sydney suburban home. He recorded a brief note in his diary as follows:


Thursday July 23, 1992:

Had a very weird experience this morning with two females. 7.00 a.m. after dropping Viv off at station got really sick a few times went straight to bed. All of a sudden two females appeared from nowhere. A blonde and a Chinese girl. Very weird looking eyes and color of blond. Both were naked. Blonde push me to her breast a few times then I bit her nipple and started coughing. She showed no emotion, blood or screamed in pain. I went to toilet and found two hairs under my foreskin. I put them in plastic bag. It is in my filing cabinet.



These few words do not convey the striking nature of Peter Khoury’s strange experience, as my interviews with him revealed.

PK: I’d had a shower the night before. Got up in the morning, drove my wife to the station. I did pull up a few times and get sick. I came back home. I felt really ill, so I went straight back to bed at about 7:05 a.m. I was clothed.

BC: Can you just describe what sort of clothing you were in at the time?

PK: Tracksuit pants and a sloppy joe…and just jocks…my underwear was on….

It took a couple of minutes. I fell asleep. At about 7:30 I sat up bolt upright in bed. I don’t know why. There was no reason for it.

It was a feeling of something, more so like if something light stepped onto the bed.

BC: Well, let’s get back to your sense of awareness of lying on the bed, and then suddenly upright. I think you mentioned to me before there was this sense of either something going onto the bed, like a cat jumping on the bed.

PK: Yes. Maybe, that’s what woke me up. It was a feeling of something. Yes, you’re right. There was something, more so like if something light stepped…[it is] a normal, conventional bed, base ensemble, with a mattress and bed head…a very firm bed. If someone sat on the bed, you would notice they sat on the bed…and maybe that’s what made me sit bolt upright—the movement, feeling something on the bed.

My eyes opened. I noticed that there were two females on the bed, but for two women to be on the bed it was too light, the movement was too light.

What is going on? What’s happening here? I knew I was looking at something that didn’t belong in my room or in my house, but there they were. How the hell did they get there?

BC: Had the front door been locked?

PK: Oh yes, the front door would have been locked.

A Strange Viewpoint

PK: At the time I was still sort of waking up. In that state of trying to wake up, trying to put my senses together, I was bewildered a bit, more shocked and confused, but there was no fear. I was trying to get my bearings.

I was looking at a transparent image. I’m looking at myself. Then I caught up! This only lasted a few seconds.

The way I was looking at it, was like I was looking through the back of my head, like through my eyes, sitting back behind me, watching myself, like I could see myself in front. Like I could see the back view of me…. It is really hard to explain, but I was virtually looking, [as if] standing back, looking through my image in front of me. I was watching this and I could see myself as well as the two women. Then I caught up—my physical body.

I was now myself looking at the strange scene before me. It seemed very real. [Ultimately it would be all too real!]

Although I had been involved in the UFO field and I had come across a lot of cases, I don’t think I had come across a case where an abduction experience had occurred during the day or morning hours—seven o’clock in the morning. It has always been nighttime or early hours such as three, never during the daylight.

Strange Intruders

PK: As far as the description of these women, one of them was blond and the other was dark-haired and oriental-looking.

It would be very hard for me to find two women who looked like these ones, especially the blond one.

Well, I looked at the blond one. I was trying to analyze how they got there first. Like, someone’s broken into the house. It was just such a shock to me to wake up to see that.

BC: How are these two woman seated on the bed?

PK: Well, the one that was opposite me, directly opposite me. It was on a double bed, so there was a lot of room. The one opposite me was a blond-looking woman and she was sitting with her legs tucked under her backside. She was virtually sitting on her calves. You could imagine her kneeling down with her legs folded, sitting down. The one on the other side was kneeling halfway. She wasn’t actually sitting down on her calves. She was sitting upright a bit.

The Blonde

PK: I’ll describe the blond one first. She was…in her mid-thirties; she had good skin; the hair was pretty weird, for the morning anyway. You don’t see a woman get up with makeup and her hair all done up. This one, her hair was done up like the wind was hitting it, like it was blown back. It was different. I had never seen a hairstyle like that; it was curled something like Farrah Fawcett, but to an extreme…. It just looked really exotic in a way…. It was blond. Her facial features…she had protruding cheeks, very high cheeks. The nose was long; I wouldn’t say too long, such as a big nose; but long as in stretched, with the face, because it was a long face; a longer face than I was accustomed to in females I know. Her eyes were two to three times bigger than our eyes. I looked at the eyes and I knew I wasn’t looking at a human female…. Not forgetting that I had previous experiences…I connected it straight away, to something of that kind. She looked humanoid, and human in features. Her mouth, her lips were normal in size.

BC: What about the shape of the face?

PK: The shape of the face was longer than usual. It was as if it was somehow stretched…just longer, longer than ours, pointier than ours…. The head just didn’t look right. It was longer and narrower than a human being, for example. Her body…had normal female breasts. She was naked…. I didn’t notice anything different about her body…. She had average-size breasts, well proportioned. The only thing that looked different to me was the face, in that it was longer than ours, the eyes were two to three times bigger than ours…. The chin was pointier…like a witch’s long chin in movies…. The hair covered the ears…. Her hair came down to about halfway down her back, and like really high up, it was sitting up. The hair looked really exotic…. It looked wispy in a way; although it looked nicely done, it looked to me like it was frail in a way…it was flimsy…it wasn’t very strong hair.

The “Asian” Woman

PK: The dark-haired woman looked Asian…. The Asian one, she would be average height, five feet eight inches or so. Her features also weren’t completely human—the cheekbones reminded me of Asian women, but too extreme, it was as if she had been punched in the cheeks by Mike Tyson or something…the cheeks were too puffy; the eyes were too big once again, about the same size as the other one[’s]; her eyes were dark, almost black; I don’t remember seeing white in the eyes….

You get Asians, and they would say the same about us, but they all seem to look alike. If I had a lineup of ten Asian women, and she was in the lineup, I would say, yes, I would pick her out, because she had distinctive features about her…. The eyes and the cheeks…

The blond one was directly opposite me, and when I sat upright she was probably two feet away from me. The other one was to the right and sitting on the side of the bed…facing us from the side. When I looked at her I got the impression that she was watching the blond one and learning how to interact. She was just there with this concentrated-like look…. She was looking at both of us…at what she was doing and at the reactions, my reactions basically to the blond woman.

BC: What about the musculature? Were they thin boned or were they muscular?

PK: Well, I got the impression from the blond one that she was very tall because from the waist up she was taller than me. When she sat up…when she cradled me and brought me to her breast, I would say she had…a head and a half higher than me…. [Peter is 182 centimeters, or approximately six feet, tall]I would say she was a lot taller than me, that’s for sure. The blonde had light-colored eyes, maybe bluish…. She had normal human-looking eyes except for the size. But the other one, it was like looking at a TV screen, that tone of dark.

BC: What about skin tone?

PK: One was light [the blonde]. She was like a normal westerner; the tone of the skin was very light. The other one had darker skin, darker than an Asian woman, maybe like…from India, that darker tone of color. She had straight black hair down to her shoulders, super straight…. I didn’t see her hair move; when she would look at us…it was sitting there stiff. It looked like a veil, like a headset…. It looked like it didn’t fit there…. Her skin tone was very dark. Looking at the blond one and looking at her, and looking at these little differences, you knew you weren’t looking at a human female…. The Asian woman’s face looked more human than the other one, except for the eyes and cheekbones…they just sat up too high. They just looked like a deformed human…. The blonde very definitely…I have never seen a human looking like that….

He did not notice any underarm hair, nor did he have the opportunity to see if there was pubic hair. The blond woman’s nipples were quite prominent and the “Asian” woman’s were quite small.

Extraordinary Reactions

PK: [The blonde] just basically reached out and grabbed me from the back of the head with both her hands. She cupped the back of my head and forced me towards her breast, towards her left breast. I resisted and she forced me again. I resisted and a third time that she forced me, pulled me towards her. She was pretty strong…when I’d resist, she would pull me straight back with ease….

She was strong, but she was so gentle the first time, almost motioning me towards her. I pushed her away. Then she used a bit more force. I used a bit more force to push her away, then the third time she used a lot more force. At first I couldn’t push her away.

She had a strength that belied her appearance. In fact, Peter felt she was stronger than him. Peter is well built and, working in the building trade, is in no sense a weakling.

PK: You know, I didn’t feel any weight on me. It seemed to be controlled strength. She was strong. My reaction was, don’t fight, be calm. It was a surprise that someone so frail-looking—a woman—was so strong.

She pulled me over and my mouth was…on her nipple and I bit.

BC: Why did you do that?

PK: I don’t know. I’ve asked myself many times. I know how much it would hurt a woman if you did bite her nipple. I did that, and I took a chunk, a little bit off, because I swallowed it and it was stuck in my throat for three days.

I don’t know why I did it. I don’t know whether it was like a defense thing for me, to get away from her. I know there might be a lot of people who will say this is a sexual fantasy or whatever. I’ve been around. I had been with two women. It wasn’t a cosmic experience for me. It was normal. I haven’t done it again. I didn’t think it was that great. It’s just normal, nothing to write home about…. I think that my biting her nipple was the only way I could say that I didn’t want to do this.

The thing is that when I bit her nipple…she didn’t scream, she didn’t cry, she didn’t react at all in pain. No way at all was there any pain associated with what I did. That really, like, put a big question mark on what was going on with me. Like, what the hell was going on? There was no blood, there was nothing, no trace whatsoever. It was as if I took a bit out of a plastic dummy or mannequin that was made of rubber or something.

I suppose when I bit, that helped me push her away…the expression on her face was like, this isn’t the way. In a way, it was shock or confusion. Like, this isn’t the way it’s supposed to be. She looked at the Asian one, I remember, her looking over. They looked straight at each other’s face and looked at me like this isn’t the way it’s supposed to happen. You’ve done this wrong.

The blond one was showing the dark-haired one how it’s supposed to be done or how to interact or…whether it was a sexual interaction…I don’t know what sort of interaction we had….

BC: Getting back to the two women on the bed, you said the dark-haired one was looking as if she was being shown what to do, what was the right thing to do. What happened then?

PK: The expression on her face was blank. It was if she was there…you know when you look at someone and you see a sparkle in their eye, you know they’re alive…I didn’t see that in both their eyes. It was just like looking at someone with glass eyes…. There was something missing…. The Asian one in particular, her stare was just straight at us, just watching, analyzing what’s going on. The other one, her actions, as far as I was concerned, were clinical…no emotion whatsoever.

They knew what they were doing. They were there for a reason…. The first thing that came into my mind was babies. That may have been due to the Asian-looking woman having a little bit of a pot belly. They were there for a reason, to fall pregnant, I thought…. I don’t know… [Peter also suggested that her more prominent belly could have been accentuated by the way she was sitting.] It was so controlled. There was a reason behind it, [someone or something] made it happen.

A Vanishing Act

PK: I’m swallowing and there is this thing stuck in my throat and I started coughing, and as soon as I started having this coughing fit, that’s when everything stopped, they weren’t there anymore. I got out of bed.

BC: How do you mean?

PK: They just vanished. One second they were there. When I bit the nipple, it felt to me as if I had bitten a little bit of elastic band, for example, rubbery substance. As soon as I did that I saw the expressions and I started to cough, got this coughing fit, and I might have taken my eyes off them for a split second, I think, then I’ve looked up and they weren’t there anymore.

BC: Were you aware, between the time of coughing and being aware that they weren’t there, if there was any sense of, like, continuity of time?

PK: Oh yes, I don’t believe I blacked out. I don’t think so.

BC: What about this sense you described earlier of having viewed most of this through the sense of being behind yourself and seeing through you?

PK: Well, that’s what I mean. Soon as I had this coughing fit, I’ve looked up and they were gone and I was looking through my own eyes. There was nothing there. It was just me on the bed. But the whole time when this was happening I had the feeling as if I was…looking through the back of my own head and through my own eyes…as a second person looking through. It was really weird. It was like looking through binoculars, but through the back of my own head. I was watching myself…having this experience…. I don’t know how to understand it myself, it’s pretty weird…. It gets…you know, being involved in the field you would think you would have some answers. It’s ridiculous.

I got the impression that this sense of transparent viewing lasted the whole experience until Peter started coughing. But Peter said this was not correct, that the duration of the transparency effect was very short-lived, only lasting from when he awoke until he rose from the bed. When he was upright, facing the blond woman straddled across his upper legs, his viewpoint returned to normal.

PK: I got out of bed coughing. All this time I had really bad coughing. I had something stuck in the back of my throat that I was trying to cough out. I remember getting a glass of water, having a drink. Didn’t do anything. [I] walked straight to the bathroom to use the toilet.

BC: Why did you go and drink some water?

PK: Well, to wash this thing down…. There was definitely something stuck in my throat.

While I was home on my own, I was coughing. I was trying to drink. But after the first glass of water I went into the bathroom to use the toilet.

BC: Why was that?

PK: I had to go to the toilet.

BC: Would that have been normal at that time?

PK: Not really…. It didn’t seem odd to me…. I had a strong urge to go to the toilet. I had a glass of water and that even made it more so that I needed to go. I went to the toilet. As I said before, I had a shower the night before. Then I went straight to bed. Vivian and I just fell asleep. Nothing happened.

Bizarre Discoveries

PK: Basically I was in that much pain when I tried to use the toilet. I thought my penis was virtually like slashed. It felt like it was cut up and it was just burning. It was just too painful. I pulled the foreskin back and wrapped around the head and part of my penis was this hair that was wrapped right around it, really tightly wrapped, and there was another little hair that was also intertwined…. It really, really hurt…. It was so painful. It was like a nylon string, and it was going to cut me…. I untangled it. It was really painful to untangle…. Not that it cut me, though. But it felt really, really painful to take it off. When I eventually took it off, I came into my office and grabbed a plastic sachet bag, put it in it, [and] sealed it. The reason I did that was because I knew that there was no way, no way at all, that a hair that size and wrapped around the way it was, should have been there, and thinking of these women, the thing in my throat, the hair, something bizarre had just happened and I’m glad now I actually kept the sample, because as you know I’ve kept it for quite a few years.

The hair was about ten to twelve centimeters, the other about six to eight centimeters…. It was very frail looking, whitish in color, rather than black or blond…. It reminded me of a very thin fishing line…it wasn’t thick. I took a sample of my wife’s hair to look at and a sample of my hair. I had the sample in the bag, and…it was a major difference. [When I first unraveled the hair] I noticed it was blondish, whitish hair, it didn’t even look like my wife’s hair…. I connected it straightaway to the blond woman. There is no doubt that that hair came from her. How it got there, I don’t know. I’ve got no idea…. Vivian’s hair was thicker and way darker in color. We even tried to find the lightest hair, even white hair on her…. It wasn’t anything to match hers….

How did it get there?…Because I had no memory of anything happening. But having a woman on your bed who is naked…who pulls you over to her breast, trying to instigate something…maybe I was a fool to bite the breast…. You handle situations on the spur of the moment. Maybe I should have done it differently. But that was my way of dealing with it, to put a stop to it there and then…. It was so clinical…. They had no feelings, no emotion….

With regard to the placement of the hair on his uncircumcised penis, Peter said:

The only way it could have got there was if somebody had actually pulled the foreskin back, wrapped it on there and left it that way…and I can’t see anybody doing that when I’m asleep…. I wished I had a recollection of how it got there…. It wasn’t knotted, just twisted…it was wrapped around it in a coil. That’s why it was so painful. It wasn’t on just one area, wrapped around. It was hurting in a few places, not just one spot…. [The hair, when taken off] didn’t curl up. It was so flimsy. It had a spring to it, but not curled. It wasn’t straight…like a piece of string….

Peter felt no pain in his penis until he went to the toilet.

He estimated the experience lasted about five minutes, perhaps a little longer. There was no verbal communication throughout the experience. There seemed to be no telepathic communication either, but he knew that the women were communicating between themselves, particularly conveying a sense that the interaction that had gone on between Peter and the blonde “was wrong, don’t learn this.”

There was no sound during the incident. The bedroom curtain was drawn. Though the room was dark, there was sufficient illumination to clearly make out things in the room. Peter did not remember if there was any reflection from the wardrobe mirror. He did not notice. His attention was focused on the two women, particularly the blonde, who was very close to him.

Peter does not remember feeling sexually excited during this episode. There have been innuendos that there must have been a more explicit sexual event to account for the hair being wrapped around his penis. He can understand where people might get this idea, or that he might have had the biggest erection, or the best sex of his life, but he stresses there was none of that. He doesn’t remember an overtly sexual aspect to the bizarre experience. In hindsight, he feels he handled the situation inappropriately, but he in part attributes his reaction to the shock of the episode. Peter was unaware of any similar encounter in the wider UFO experience, although he stressed that he was relatively unaware of the extent of the phenomenon or the literature.

Fractured Continuity?

BC: Given the set of circumstances that you actually recollect, how do you connect this with the women, because you have described the sense that there was no sort of break in continuity, they were there, then you looked up, and they were gone. Then there was this sense of this hair there.

PK: I don’t know if something happened before, and when I drove Vivian to the station it [then] continued [when I got back]. I don’t know if it happened as soon as I went to sleep.

BC: When you had this awareness, this encounter with two ladies, after it ended and you were coughing, were you aware of your clothing being messed about or was it just as if you were dressed the same way as you went to bed?

PK: No, I was dressed the same way I went to bed. The only thing is the coughing didn’t stop….

BC: Had you gone to bed under the sheets?

PK: Yes.

BC: Were you aware whether you were under the sheets when you…

PK: When I sat bolt upright, actually, no, I wasn’t. I was on the bed, on top of the bed…. My legs were exposed. I could see myself.

BC: Where were the sheets at that time?

PK: Under me…. That’s interesting actually. I never thought of that.

While this might suggest some sort of discontinuity in the progression of events—it began with the sheets over his lower body, and ends with them under him, with no awareness of how this took place—Peter has no memory of anything else happening.

Immediate Aftermath

BC: What did you do about it at the time?

PK: Virtually nothing. I was more concerned about this thing stuck in my throat for three days…. It was so annoying…. Somehow I wished I could have spat it out…. On the third day I stopped coughing and it was gone. I knew that something happened that wasn’t ordinary.

I had a coughing fit that went for hours, for three days. I tried bread. My mum called a couple of times during the day and heard me coughing over the phone. Just eat some bread and wash it down. Not that I told her what it was. I spoke to Vivian on the phone.

BC: When did you speak to her?

PK: It would have been half an hour after it happened….

BC: What did you say to her?

PK: She would have just gotten in to work. Probably about 8:30 I spoke to her…. She heard me coughing, and I said I’ve got this thing stuck in my throat. I’ve been trying to wash it down. It won’t go. It’s annoying. I said to her when you come home I just want to talk to you about something and left it at that.

I waited until she came home.

I recall when Vivian came home, I said to her something happened, I’m not ready to talk about it yet, but when I mention to you about the coughing fits I’m having now, if I tell you in a week, a month, whenever I tell you, connect the two. When I say to you remember when I had that coughing fit…relate [it to] what I’m talking about. Yes, she said, no problem. And, it took me two weeks.

Peter’s own diary entry indicates that he actually delayed three weeks, namely: August 13: “females experience—talked to Vivian about the coughing fit I had for three days. I told her what happened.” He showed her the hair.

BC: Why?

PK: I don’t know. In a way I felt guilty, then I felt I have no control over what happened. And then at the same time I thought, how was Vivian going to deal with this? I mean…we were married, we didn’t have kids at the time…. Like, how am I going to explain it to her? How is she going to feel? How is she going to deal with it? Is she going to feel threatened? She surprised me actually. [Three] weeks down the track I said to her, look, remember when I had the coughing fit. She said yes. I said, like, this is what happened and there were these females on the bed, the hair, etc., the coughing. I said, what do you think about it? She said, it’s not like something you can control, it’s not like you’re inviting a woman over while I’m not here. What can we do about it? I was shocked. She accepted it better than I did.
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