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Jon Holley & Dr. Arnold Mallon
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September 7th, 2023
DR. MALLON: I’m afraid I must apologize for my tardiness. I          

did have a bit of difficulty finding this place. 
PATIENT: It’s fine.
DR. MALLON: It probably goes without saying but this is 

very much out of the norm for me so you’ll have to overlook 

my lack of organization here. I’m Doctor Mallon by the way.

PATIENT: Jon Holley. [Patient and Dr. Mallon shake hands]

DR. MALLON: So, I just—so I’m clear, you were briefed by

General Martin on all matters related to my visit, right?

PATIENT: Yeah. I know what’s going on.

DR. MALLON: Okay good. That was something that I was a bit 

concerned about because the military—it’s like pulling

teeth trying to get an answer to anything, as I’m sure you know by now. 
   But uh… okay so, when we’ve finished the session I will have a few forms for you to sign regarding confidentiality and national security and the like so, I want to make you aware of that. You probably already knew but it was stressed to me that I “was never here” and that neither of us discuss this outside of this house, etcetera so…
PATIENT: No. I know the deal. It’s fine. 

DR. MALLON: I’m going to be taking some notes of course, related to what we discuss here. And I’ll be recording our conversation for later transcription.
PATIENT: Sure.

DR. MALLON: The lighting in here could certainly be better, couldn’t it? Not exactly the comfortable conditions that one would hope to have for something like this.

PATIENT: It’s my eyes. Since I got back, they’ve had problems adjusting to lights. Sunlight is fine. But artificial light, not so much.

DR. MALLON: Really? Interesting. How long have you been held here? Or, I guess that’s what it would be considered. I don’t think it’s a place many of us would choose to—
PATIENT: About five weeks.

DR. MALLON: I see. And uh, how are you dealing with it? Mentally and physically.

PATIENT: It’s been the longest five weeks of my life. But they’ve been keeping me fed. It is what it is. 

DR. MALLON: I was given a report—Oh by the way, do you need anything? Coffee, a soda?

PATIENT: No thanks. I’m good.

DR. MALLON: Alright. So, I was given a report by General Martin a couple weeks ago regarding you and your ordeal, as it were. I barely got to the meat of the thing. The first item I observed, which really struck me, was the “then and now” photo. I must confess, it is… startling.
PATIENT: It’s nothing. It’s the most mundane part of it all, if you ask me.

DR. MALLON: I can only imagine. So, the purpose of these sessions is for evaluation of your mental stability. But, I think more important, is that these events be recorded as quickly as possible. The more time that passes, the less likely this will get preserved for reference in the future. 
   So, Jon… how clear is your memory of these events? 
PATIENT: Clearer than any others of my life by a thousand. As though they had just happened.

DR. MALLON: Amazing. 

PATIENT: Haunting… is a better word for it.

DR. MALLON: Jon… I want to start by giving you some introductory information about me and what we’ll be doing here together. I feel like it’s fitting for you to know something about—
PATIENT: Um… It’s— [Patient walks to the restroom]
DR. MALLON: Are—Jon are you alright? Are you sick?
PATIENT: [Patient returns to the room] The physicians say there is nothing wrong. Just stomach irritability.
DR. MALLON: Well if you need anything don’t hesitate to ask. It’s best that we only carry on these sessions when you’re in good health. 

PATIENT: I’m fine.
DR. MALLON: Yes. Yes I—that is, let me tell you a bit about myself, okay? 
PATIENT: Sure.
DR. MALLON: So I am obviously a board certified psychiatrist, as you know, having received my training at the Georgetown University Medical Center.
   I’ve been practicing for about 25 years now. I have worked with the government on a few other occasions, which is probably why they brought me in on this. 

   I have a wife, Sarah, and two daughters—one is seven and the other thirteen. I also have a son who is twenty, but, unfortunately, I have not seen him in several years. His mother, my ex-wife, moved out west and I can only imagine what things she has told him about me that would make him lose any desire to contact me. 

   I got into this field because I felt like it was the most personal and valuable way that one person could help another. When we get—when we are physically injured, there are those who would stitch us up. And when we are ill, there are those who would give us medicine. But when our own minds start to work against us… can there be any more powerful a foe than ourselves? I wanted to give hope to those people who felt the most hopeless. And I am living that every day now. It’s the best job in the world, I assure you.
   However it—it doesn’t always benefit one’s personal life. Hence the divorce and… all that brings with it.

PATIENT: I used to think that any fight for the greater good couldn’t possibly come with a higher price than the worthiness of the victory.

DR. MALLON: And, so… how do you feel about that now?
PATIENT: I’m not sure. But I’ll know… someday.

DR. MALLON: I see. Our circumstances have a way of reshaping the way we feel about such things. But they can’t reshape the truth. Many people throughout human history have sacrificed everything because they realized this. Our world, as it is, would be much different if they hadn’t.
PATIENT: Truth. Truth can be subjective. You probably thought it to be true that millions of us couldn’t just disappear… lost into nothing.
DR. MALLON: Yeah. Well, it was always true that it could happen. But, I, we… just hadn’t realized it yet.
PATIENT: Does it make you wonder what other truths you haven’t realized? 

DR. MALLON: It does. And, I expect, you will show me a great many of them. So… 
PATIENT: So.
DR. MALLON: Tell me about yourself Jon. What was your life like prior to August 13th, 1989? 

PATIENT: My life. Okay. Um… I was the youngest of four boys. I was born with an atrial septal defect—a hole in my heart that required open heart surgery. It didn’t really bother me any. I was able to do everything my friends could do. But it was one in a series of events in my life that brought me to where I was that last day here.
   It wasn’t that I lived in a perpetual state of sorrow, or anything like that. Actually, life, for a time, was very good. Our family was as close as any could be. There was enough love there to conquer anything. I often thought of my family as a tree. One that overcame everything to become the tallest there was. 
   June of ’81… that was when the first leaves on our tree started falling. My oldest brother was killed by a drunk driver, along with his girlfriend. I hadn’t realized until then that—I mean… I had always figured life would never be anything but what had been before. So, I was made to look at how things really were, for once. And instead of sorting through it all, I kept it inside and locked it away. 

   I relied a lot on my mother during that time. Not just for my needs but… for strength and some direction. I would be at my lowest—drowning in grief in the quiet of the night somewhere. Still, I could find some hope in Mom. She became my rock.
   I had heard it said that cancer knows no color… no gender. I found out on my own that even inner strength crumbles in the face of it. A few times we thought she had beaten it, or at least had a chance. She never complained. She never wanted any pity. She kept us together, smiling and comforting us. I watched her become a shell of what she was until that last night. She was struggling to take each breath. I put my hand on her back and I prayed to God like I had never prayed. Not for her healing… just to take her from the pain and give her peace. She would look at me—she couldn’t speak but, her eyes would tell me things. To hang on. To not give up.

   Losing her… it was the end of everything for me. My dad had already turned to the bottle to deaden things but… now… now he was gone. I didn’t know him after that. My brothers would hold on more tightly to their spouses and my nieces and nephews. But I couldn’t find my strength anywhere. I lost my will to live and saw no reason to. Whatever would become of me in the afterlife I would blame on the hand I was dealt.
   That evening, the 13th, I left work and headed home. When I got there, I walked up to the top of the hill behind our house. I had spent many, many hours up there. It’s a beautiful place. Seemingly endless fields of grass and tree covered hills. No houses. No roads. Just nature. The night was closing in and the stars were beginning to peak out. I laid down there in the grass and just stared into the sky. I probably laid there for twenty minutes or so. Then, I stood up and walked to the edge of a cliff. I whispered to mom to forgive me for being so weak. And then the light began shining in my eyes. Dim at first, but steadily becoming a bright white.
DR. MALLON: That corroborates a great deal of accounts from eyewitnesses of disappearances. The victims complained of a light that was increasing in luminosity until it was all they could see.
PATIENT: Victims? Is that what we were labeled?
DR. MALLON: So, did you jump? I ask because there were a great many instances reported in which the—for lack of a better label at this point—victims, were likely going to die. Or, at the very least, in situations that were conducive to death.
PATIENT: No. I didn’t jump.
DR. MALLON: Hmm. Okay then. So if—

PATIENT: I fell.
DR. MALLON: You… you fell?

PATIENT: The light became blinding, like you described. And in it was this pulsing sensation. But before the light had engulfed everything, I could see the rocky ledges of the cliff passing in front of me. I was falling.
DR. MALLON: And then?

PATIENT: And then there was nothing, for a time. When I awoke, I found myself lying on the ground again. But the sky wasn’t dark and filled with stars. Instead, it almost looked a bit green, and I could feel the warmth of the Sun. I didn’t bother to move any, for a time. I didn’t even give a thought to what was happening when I was last conscious. I also couldn’t hear anything. There was—it was just perfect silence. Peaceful silence. But, I could feel the pulsing that I felt in the light. As I laid there, it began to feel more like little tremors. And the more time that passed, the more familiar that feeling became. They were the feeling of footsteps on the ground nearby. As much as I really did not want to, I decided to sit up and see what was happening around me.
   It was just… chaos. Beauty, and chaos. I wasn’t ready to comprehend it all. As I looked around, there were these creatures… humanoid creatures. They were running in all directions in a panic. Although I could still hear nothing, I could see they were frightened, and screaming.
   Then my attention turned to where I was. A huge, beautiful valley of blue grass, knee high. Surrounded by trees the size of redwoods—larger even. Massive towers of rock and earth jutting up into the sky, touching the clouds. 

   The sky—it was mesmerizing. The sun was immense. It dwarfed the clouds even though it sat millions of miles further away. Just this bright ball of orange, dominating everything.
   When the awe of it started to fade, I noticed that my hearing was coming back. Thousands of voices filled the valley, yelling… crying.

DR. MALLON: What were they saying?

PATIENT: They weren’t speaking any language I knew of. And still, I could understand them. There were a lot of cries for help and calls for loved ones or friends. I just stood there and took it all in. Trying to make sense of it, and failing. My instinct was to try to help one of them, and perhaps find out something about where I was and how I had gotten there. So I took a few steps and then… BANG! One of them collided with me. Knocked me right to the ground.
   I found myself staring at it, unable to look away. It was physiologically identical to a human, but different. Its skin was—it had this leathery looking texture, blue-grey in color. Two eyes, unnervingly larger than a human but, otherwise familiar. Nostrils, mouth, teeth, two arms and legs. Even hair—coal black and slick as oil. But, no hands… that I could see anyway. Instead there were these big, donut or… disk shaped, metal contraptions. They all had them. 
   It spoke first. 

   “Dude, you alright?” it asked.

   I thought for a second that maybe I was dreaming. And someone was trying to wake me up and I was hearing their voice in my dream or something. It seemed really odd to have this creature calling me “dude”. 
   All I could get out was, “Yeah.”

   “We need to get outta here man!” it told me. “It’s way unsafe here. Everyone’s runnin’ over each other. You stayin’ or goin’?”

   There was no denying it was right. It had become pure madness by this time, with creatures fighting one another and trampling each other. So I reluctantly agreed to go.

   And then I reached out… but, it wasn’t my hand. I don’t know why it didn’t occur to me before then that, the reason I could understand these creatures was because I was one of them. These were people… human once, like me. My experience up until that point was theirs as well. 

   But it really hadn’t sunk in before I was raised to my feet by this new acquaintance of mine. I stayed close as we ran through hordes of others, getting pushed and shoved and occasionally knocked to the ground again.

   It was the final time I was knocked down that I happened to look to my side and see these tiny legs… wrapped in tiny arms. Even through all the noise and commotion, I could hear the weeping coming from this huddled little body lying next to me. 

   I said “Are you alright?” 

  Then my eyes met those of a little girl. I laid there for a moment as the thought of a child like this, trying to come to grips with all the same things that had just happened to me just… overwhelmed me. She never answered me, but it didn’t matter. If I left her there, she was probably going to die. And I wasn’t about to let that happen.
   Next thing I knew, there was a tap on my shoulder. My companion was standing behind me wearing a solemn look. 

   “Not a good idea man. We don’t know what craziness we’re in for here. Do you really wanna be responsible for what happens to her?
   I lifted the girl up into my arms, and she took hold of me tightly.

   “I would feel responsible either way now.” I said.

   Then we began again, pushing our way through the masses.
DR. MALLON: But, you had said—that is, your actions as you explained them earlier, were those of someone who had given up on everything. So… why then, do you suppose, was your mind now changed? Caring for the safety of this child?

PATIENT: Giving up on my own life doesn’t require that I stop caring for others. I wanted to help her. I would have even up to the point of taking my own life.

DR. MALLON: So, taking your life, would that have been helpful, or hurtful, to those who cared about you most?

PATIENT: They would have carried on. I couldn’t. But, honestly… I don’t know what changed. There I was, in the midst of all that madness, and instead of fear, regret, or self-pity… I felt… I felt free.
DR. MALLON: Freedom for someone in your situation, in that state of mind, was having the strength to let go. Letting go and taking hold of something new. Everything you were experiencing simply jump started that process for you. When our trials become so great that we feel we’ve lost control, that’s a precarious position. You emerged on the right side of the possible results, thankfully.
PATIENT: So… are you finished analyzing?

DR. MALLON: Ha! Yes Jon, I am, for now. 

PATIENT: When we had made our way out of the crowd we headed further into the valley and into a deep forest. There was a creek running through it. So, we decided to take a moment to collect ourselves at its edge. I sat the little girl next to me on a rock. She buried her face into my ribs and clung to me as tight as before. I wrapped my arm around her and peered up at the canopy of trees. The leaves on some were the size of cars. There were blooms with spectacular color and design. It was like something out of a painting. 

   As I was admiring all that, I heard, “My name’s Oliver.”

My travel companion was on the other side of the creek lying on one of the massive, fallen leaves. We finally had the chance to talk.

   He said, “My buds call me Mooch.”
   “Jon.” I responded. “Jon Holley”. 

   “She okay?” 
   “Yeah. I think so.”

   “Dude, you think this is Heaven or… maybe some kind of purgatory?”

   “Not like any Heaven I ever imagined. No. No this is… something else.”

   “I hope they have a McDonald’s around here because man, I’m no hunter-gatherer type. If we’re counting on me for food, we’re starvin’.”

   That prompted me to look around the immediate area. Just to see if there was any life moving around out there. I had been focused on the ground though. It wasn’t until I looked back up into the canopy that I noticed a large yellow mass perched on a branch of a tree. When its neck stretched upwards, revealing the head, it resembled a large bird. Then, sure enough, it spread some huge wings and took flight. I kept a sharp eye on it as it was gliding downstream a short distance. It landed on an object sticking out of the flowing water. 
   I called out to Oliver, “There. Look at that.”

   He said, “Now that’s a big bird.”

   Then Oliver stood up, abruptly. His eyes grew wide.

   “That’s a car, man!”

I just chuckled for second. It felt soothing. There hadn’t been an occasion to do so for too long.

   “I’m pretty sure it’s a bird.” I replied.

   “No, man. Not that. The thing it’s sitting on. That’s a car!”

   I was about to simply shake my head. Disregard it as foolishness. But, the more I focused my gaze on the object, the more I thought he might be right. So I picked up the little girl and walked with Oliver toward it. When we’d gotten too close for the bird’s comfort, it flew off into the trees, letting out these ear piercing squawks. A few steps more and, well, there it was. The back of a car, just sticking up out of the water. There were pieces of the rest of car strewn everywhere on the ground. Needless to say, I was more confused about our situation than ever. But I felt a bit of hope that maybe there could be more items familiar to us. Some of which might be useful… edible. 
   But more confusing was the condition of it. The car was severely rusted and dilapidated. Not entirely abnormal but… this was a 1990 model Chevy Lumina. It was a brand new car, or at least as close to it as a used one can get. Despite that, whether or not some tools or goods were stashed in the trunk was the most pressing question in my mind.
   “You think we can get in the trunk?” I asked Oliver.

   He quickly started climbing up the wreckage until he reached the top. 

   “Might as well make use of the metal hands, right Jonny-boy?”

   Then he started pounding relentlessly on the trunk lid, probably hoping it would just… pop open or something. That sent me into another round of chuckling. It was that chuckling—the movement and sound of it, that prompted the little girl in my arms to look up at me. It was the first time, since I had found her huddled on the ground in that field, that I was able to look on her face. She didn’t speak. But the corners of her mouth twitched up just a bit. 
   I greeted her with a simple, hushed, “Hey.”

   She stared at me for moment… then buried her face back into my shoulder. I could feel this release in her breathing. Like, maybe a little contentment was making its way into her.

   Well… Oliver had worn himself out trying to pound open the trunk. So I offered to take a turn. A voice coming from somewhere close suggested that I not bother with it.

   “You won’t find anything my friends.” it said.

   I jumped just a bit when I heard it. Oliver… he fell off the car. 

   “Who are you? Show yourself!” I shouted. I quickly added the word “please” to my demand. To take the edge off it. 

   Oliver came running up next to me, and we both were twirling our heads in all directions like lost children. But, we could see nothing.

