' ;Ve“ird Sp;:; mﬁﬁnﬁ? “
Examined Me and My
Unborn Baby on a UFO

| Pam Owens, 19-year-old wife of a soldier at Fort
Calif., says she was spirited aboard a UFO on
1978 — where she was examined by two al-
am no memory of the abduction until she
washypnoﬁcaﬂyregressed—andmmshegaveme
full, fascinating details of her encounter.
apes of Pam’s story were examined by C.R. Mc-
uiston, co-inventor of the truth-detecting Psy-
jcal Stress Evaluator. His verdict: “The story
i one of the most bizarre I have heard — but she is
eningﬂnen'uth.”mchardSeih'ied,whoprobedthe
case for the Ohio UFO Investigators’ League, said:
“I¢ is the most fascinating UFO abduction case I've
ever studied.” Here, in her own words, is Pam’s
strange tale.
By PAM OWENS :
~ Paralyzed, able to move only my eyes, I lay
helpless on a table and stared up in terror at the
two weirdest creatures I could ever have im-
agined.
~ Their heads were hairless, oversize domes, their
eyes big and sunk way back in their heads. The green-
ish skin covering their seven-foot bodies was coarse
and looked as if it was made of wrapped string and
tape. Each hand had four fingers that were twice as

long as a human’s. blinking light under the craft.

ﬁﬁeship rose i

the air.
Now the 90 minutes missing
from our lives-has been ex-

And one of those’ strange
hands was holding a long sil-
ver needle — preparing to
plunge it into my pregnant
stomach.

Only seconds earlier, it
seemed, I'd been standing by
my car with my husband
Chris and our 20-month-old
son Brian — gazing in ab-
solute amazement at an ap-
proaching spaceship. Now 1
was inside it ... alone and
terrified . . .

That evening had begun so
normally. We'd been visiting
friends near Trier, West Ger-
many, where my husband
was stationed with the U.S.
Army.

But then, on our way home,
we saw it — a UFO.

It hovered above us. It was
shiny metal, oval and maybe
100 feet long. There was a red

ot

“Let’s get out of here!”’ I said
and drove away fast.

But when we got home,
Chris noticed it was 10 min-
utes past midnight. We'd left
our friends’ house at 10 — so it
had taken us two heurs to
drive home. The journey had
never taken longer than a half
hour before.

A few months later, when
we returned to” the United|
States, I contacted a UFO re-|
search organization and they |
suggested I undergo hypnot-

plained. I feel the creatures,
wherever they came from,
were basically friendly- and
were examining a human
y to see what it was like.

“ Four months after my ex-
perience, my daughter Keli
was born — perfectly normal.
Brian, who couldn’t talk when
it all happened, doesn’t seem
to know what occurred that
night. L

But I can’'thelp wondering
if, later on, it will affect my

ic regression by a psycholo-
gist.

Under hypnosis, my mind
revealed what really hap-
pened that night.

When the UFO appeared,
I'd driven off the main road
and stopped in a clearing.
My husband and I got out of
the car, and held Brian while

we stood there ... waiting.
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Strangely, we weren’t-afraid.
Next thing I remember, I
was lying on a table. I could |:
move only my eyes. Iwasina|i
small room filled with yel-|:
lowish-white light. The ceil-|:
ing blended into the walls so|:
there were no corners.
I was frightened. “‘Where’s |
my little boy?”’ I asked.
A flat voice answered: “‘We
are taking care of him.” :

I asked about my husband. |. . . Oh God, I'm so scared!”’ I
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UFO VICTIM Pam Owens with husband Chris and
son Brian, who were with her during the encounter,
and baby Keli, who was born after the incident.
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- “Please don’t hurt him,” I

begged over and over again.
The voice kept repeating he
was O.K. until I calmed down.

Suddenly two strange crea-
tures moved into my line of
vision. They looked almost

= like mummies. They had very

tiny noses and just straight
lines for mouths.

One started talking to me,
telling me everything would
be O.K. His mouth didn’t
move — it was like he was

talking through his eyes.

Suddenly they pulled up my
shirt — exposing my five-
months-pregnant stomach.

Their hands touched me. I
started getting dizzy and
sick. :

“My baby . . . I'm pregnant

cried. But they went on ex-
amining my stomach, as if
they were checking on the
baby'’s size and the way it was
lying.

Then I saw the needle. I
don't know where it came
from, but it was about six
inches long and silver. I got
really scared and cried out,
“No! ... no! Don’t hurt my
baby!" But one of them stuck
the needle right below my
navel — in the exact spot
where I later found a puzzling
pimple. The needle hurt a lot
and I felt like I was going to
throw up.

Next thing I knew, I was
standing by my car again,
holding Brian in my arms as

before. 1 watched “‘as . the.




