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June 30

Tdeas for Low o not be such 4 loser:

— Stark working out

= Get 4 beter aiveut

= Acguire & few friends

= Stop believing in aliens

= I£ T can't stop believing in aliens, KEEP IT SECRET.

Okay, i#'s not like T really believe in aliens. But it's not like T don't believe
in them either. Tt started out 4s just 4 way o kill fime, I guess—reading
about conspivacy Hheories on the inferned, learning about all 4 screwed-up
SHUFE 41ad's supposedly going on in Fe World under our oses. You know—ibe
£ake moon [anding; 4he Weird lizard people who live in 4 secred base inside fhe
core of fue Eardi, and only come out 4o get imvolved in polifics; +ue Tiluminadi;
Project MONARCH. All 41ad stuff. Tt was mostly just 4 joke, me reading
{trough, Wikipedia pages because T fuought it was funny. And most of it
was funny, but every now and then T'd come o sometling Huat made me
fuink, Hmm, okay then. And funen T'd follow a link and fhen anofier link and
suddenly T'd find myself far, far away from Wikipedia.

Tue 4uing is, people really do believe in +iis staff. Some of if's obviously nuts,
but some of if, T don't know. Some of it almost makes sense. Like fe parts
about aliens and alien abductions.

£ ofter people believe in if, why shouldn't 17

Weether T believe it isn't tue poind, at least not rigit now. The point is +hat
when you're af {ie pool and £ind yourself in line At fle snack bar belind 4
veally Lot girl and sie mivaculously Hries 4o strike up 4 Conversation, bringing
up crop circles and Grays isn't 4 great way 4o impress Ler.

Sam
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June THu

T Lad anotier dream about my dad last wight. TH's funny—in real life

T barely remember Lim being here, but When Le skows up in my dreams,
he's realer fnan real. T guess my subconscious knows more about Lim fLan
T even realize. Someimes T wonder wiat else my subconscious knows.

Like, maybe my dad fold me where Le was going and T just forgot, but it's

lurking 4here, underneath everytling else and it could come out in 4 dream.

Everyone says my dad is dead. T know if doesn't make sense any ofher way.
But 4 104 of tuings don't make sense—and T know Le's alive, somewbiere.

T just wave 4is feeling.

Tn e dream last night, like in every dream T Lave about Lim, Le was
4rying 4o dell me sometuing. He's always trying o fell me sometiying, but
Le can't come up witty 4he words. Or ANY words. He just tooks at me and
smiles sadly when T 44tk 4o Lim. We're always in fle same place, this long,
weird Lallway with no Windows and jittery fluorescent lights and we're
standing next 4o 4 Luge metal door tuat won't open no matfer Low Lard

we dry.

But dreams ave jast dreams, rignt? Tuey've just supposed 4o be your brain
4aking out tue frash, or whatever, getding rid of any stupid, lingering
Huoughts you've nad turoughout fue day. And T guess it is frue fnat T
Hhink about my dad 4 lof, so it makes sense that Le would show up i my
dreams. But even 4hough T know all 4hat, 4ere's shill 4 part of me dhat
wonders if these dreams are trying 4o fell me sometiing. If we could just
see wihat's belind dhat door, would i give me 4 clue o where Le wend?

Or 4o wiere Le is now?

Sam
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Juiy 13

T4 came in fre mail yesterday. Out of nowiere. I probably
would Lave figured it was jank mail, except tnat it Lad my
name on if, And notling in the Mail ever Las my name on if.

T4 was 4iis newsleter fhing called "Trey Walk Among Us.”
T'd seen people mention it in some of fie forums T'd been
hanging out in online, but T'd definitely never signed up for
W It might as well be called “The Tofal Lunatic Times.”

Al Hue news $nat no one in Fieir right mind would ever
believe. It's all +uis stuff about aliens and weird Lappenings
1nat might be connected fo aliens. Like, apparently a fwelve-
year—old girl was murdered in London and people think she
might Lave been & casually in 4 ecret war befween
exfraterrestrials living on Eart. Totally nuis.

T wnow, right? T4 makes fne National Enguiver look fike
4he Ecomomist.

But I can't get over e fact tnat T nave no idea wiere

it came from or Low tLey got my address. Most importantly,
T nave no idea Low tuey knew T'd be inferested. Is somebody
watcling me?

T just don't want fo fiink about what it means.

Sam
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July 4

T wend 4o f1e fireworks fonighd—because, you know, it was the
Fourtt, of July and everytuing. T was by myself. (Still 4 fotal foser.)
Anguway, it was fine, but wien T was siting fuere watcling flem,
T nad fuis thought out of nowiere, about fuis time T went 4o tLe
fireworks witl, my dad when T was a (iHie kid.

We were sitting on 4 blanket wiile the marcling band from tie Ligh
sckool played “Tue Battie Hymn of tue Republic,” and hen +ie
fiveworks started going off, and I asked my dad if stars are just
fireworks fuat got stuck in the sky- Wiich T know is about tie
stupidest 4hing in fle world you could possibly wonder, buf, T mean,
T was four or sometiiing.

My dad (aughed, but Le didn't actually seem fo fuink it was & dumb
gquestion. "No," Le said. “Stars are stars.” But fuen he got sork of
& serious look on Lis face for a second, and said, “Tuere's 4 lot out
Hhere we don't know about, buddy. And stars are just fue beginning
of "

T'd forgotten about tnat wiole conversation until fonight. But
remembering it, there on my beach, fowel by myself witl, the fireworks
stoofing over my Lead, it made me wonder if my dad knew something
back fuen that te wasa't telling me. And ften T guess just seeing 4
buncl, of things exploding in the sky made me tuink of aliens—wiicl,
doesn't actually fake muck, these days.

So now T wonder, what if my dad isn't dead? Wiat if Le didn't
run away?

Wiat if he was abducted?

Sam
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August 13

So okay, T guess W's pointless 4o say MOM, IF YOU'RE
READING THIS, STOP NOW, right? Tuat never stopped
anyone's mom. Ti's not like my mom seems hat concerned
with, wiat I'm up 0. And anyway, if my mom was digging
Hurough my drawers, she'd probably be so freaked out by fue
gun underneatl, my underwear tuat sie'd stop before sie got

4o my journal.

T found tne gun in our basement. It must've been Dad's. T
was looking for old pictures of me and my dad and found it
in 4 stoe box, wrapped in An old shirt, loaded and everything.

T probably siould kave just (ef4 it tnere. A few montis ago,
T would have, because wiat do T need 4 gun for? But tue
fuing is, I'm shill tuinking about fLose people in fhe backyard
4ue otuer wight. Wioever tuey were. So T wrapped it back up
in fhe skirt and fook it up o my bedroom and put it in my

dresser.

T stilt waven't stot it T Lope T mever Lave 4o stoot it. But
T tike knowing i's fnere.

Sam
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August 1

Sometling weird just happened. T went fo bed pretty early, but
sometling woke me up at 2 am. T don't know wiat it was. T don't
vemember 4 big noise or anything. T think T just bad a weird feeling
1At somediiing was going on and that woke me up. So instead of
just lying in bed and frying to go back to sleep, T got up out of bed
And went 4o Hie Window, and sometling Was going on in fhe backyard.
T couldn't really see anything—it was fotally dark out, whicl, is sort
of weird in itself because T remember +uat T'd noticed before going
4o bed 4uat tue moon was big, close 4o being full. But now e only
light was from tne streetlights out front.

Still, T saw sometling going on out fnere, near fhe sundial. There
were people moving around. People doing somediying.

T tought about calling fre police, but T didn't really know wiat I
would say. So T just waited and 4ried 40 make out What was going
on. I'm predly sure T saw af teast four or five people.

But tren T blinked my eyes and +ue moon was back—out from
bekind & cloud, T guess. And there was no one fere.

Maybe it was all just my imagination. Or part of 4 weird dream
and T wasn't fotally awake. But wiat if someone was ot there?
Wi would it have been? Wiy would anyone care about my
bacikyard?

Sam
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August 31

Had tue dream about my dad again last might.
This fime we opened the door at fLe end of fhe
walway. But T woke up before I saw wiat was
bekind it

Sclool starts fomorvow. I Lave 4 pretly weird
feeling about tuis year.

Sam






