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Paul and Ann Andrews 

1 

DRAGONS ORBS & SHADOWS 
 

 was driving towards Long 
Sutton in Lincolnshire en route 
to stay with my friends Paul and 
Ann Andrews. 

 
Even for a seasoned otherworld 

traveller like me the months prior 
to this journey had been unusual. 
Orbs and coloured lights 
increasingly flashed around my 
country cottage, middle-of-the-night 
telephone calls on landline and 
mobile that when answered only gave out peculiar sounds, or 
sometimes nothing at all. Concluding one international conversation 
with a friend in Australia an American voice sinisterly cut in with his 
own: ‘Bye now!’ 1 

 
Emails, scores of them, failed to arrive. Someone had been in my 

home; I noticed things missing, significant things mostly. My mobile 
phone went walkabout for nearly 3 months (and then turned up in a 
place that I regularly searched through – the door pocket of my car), a 

strikingly aromatic piece of palisander wood 
that Peruvian shaman, Inti Caesar had given 
to me and safely stored documents also 
vanished. Then there were the shadow 
people, who sometimes walked past my 
windows, and inside my home, in daylight 
and at night time - and it wasn’t just me who 

saw them either. I would regularly hear knocking on my windows at 
night but there was never anybody there. Sometimes flashlights would 
shine through the back windows. I frequently heard garbled voices 
inside my home; two mystified visitors heard them as well.  

 

                                                 
1 A month or so later I was speaking on the phone again with this friend. I mentioned what had been  

  said at the end of our previous phone call (they hadn’t heard it). At the end of the call another  
  intrusive voice - this time in a rather posh English accent - cut in with: ‘Cheerio!” I waited for them  

  to add ‘old bean’ but he didn’t say it. Perhaps he will next time. 

I 
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My neighbours told me that they heard unusual sounds coming 
from my house when I was away and joked that there must be a noisy 
ghost. I began to arrange things inside when I left so that I would be 
able to tell if there had been any intruders – and these confirmed 
there had been at first. Later these devices remained undisturbed but 
my neighbours continued to hear things being moved around and no 
one saw anyone entering or leaving my house. My home was very 
secure and the only entry point without making one hell of a noise is 
through the front door, which is open to view and easy to see from 
other properties. 

 
Vehicles would pull up outside my cottage at all sorts of hours and 

stay there for a while. Now and again 
there would be a car sitting outside, 
with either one or sometimes two 
occupants, when I left for work. A 
couple of times a stranger, an old man, 
would be sitting on the park bench 
across the green and watch me 
intently as I drove away early in the 
morning. One night I arrived home 
just after midnight and saw the silhouette of what looked like a 
shaven-headed man walk past my front window, but within the house. 
When I got inside nobody was there.  

 
The ancient cottage, built before Columbus set eyes on the New 

World, straddles a weaving Dragon Line that links with the famous ‘St. 
Michael’ Ley Line. Orbs regularly 
appeared in photos taken both 
inside and outside the house; 
many, many of them contained 
scenes and faces. One particular 
spot is really potent (see page 28) 
and it regularly affected 
unsuspecting visitors when I lived 
there. One morning I noticed 
dark finger marks above the 
doorway in this spot (left). 

 
I traced the energy stream through the front garden - it had swept 

across the former site of an ancient pond, weaved sharply and struck 
straight through the front door to ‘the spot’. 
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The St. Michael Line between Marsh Baldon and Garsington in Oxfordshire. 2 

 
 
 
 

                                                 
2 The ‘St. Michael Line’ is one of two intertwining energy lines (the other is The ‘St. Mary Line’) that   
   weave across the widest part of Britain and marry precisely with the rising sun of Beltane (c. 5th   
   May) and Lugnasadh (c. 5th August) - Celtic names for rites as old as humankind calculated by the   

   position of the sun (15° Taurus and 15° Leo respectively). 
 

   I have tracked the St. Michael Line from the village church of ‘St. Peter’ in the Oxfordshire village of  
Marsh Baldon to the church of ‘St. Mary’ in Garsington village. Crop Circles gravitate on and around it 
most years. www.ellisctaylor.com/marshbaldontogarsington.html 

 
   For pioneering work regarding faces and scenes in orbs please visit Jane McCarthy’s website:   

   www.psychicinvestigators.net and John Pickering and Katie Hall’s www.lights2beyond.com 
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Top: The vortex in my home outlined in orbs. 
Below: Before and after - or rather after and before in this case: In December 2007 I 
visited Rochester Cathedral and snapped this rather haunting portal in action at the 

North Quire Transept and Pilgrim Steps 
www.ellisctaylor.com/pokinroundrochester.html 

 

 



 

2 

OUT OF TIME & PLACE 
 

t was late September, and getting on for 2 o’clock in the afternoon, 
and I was driving on the A43 road near Silverstone when suddenly 
the thought came into my head that I ought to stop at a service 
station to visit the loo - just in case I encountered traffic hold-

ups…Everything is now a blur before and after what happened next. 
 

As I drove up the slope into the service station it struck me how it 
was unusually empty for such a busy time on a main road. Way up 
the far end of the parking area, near the motel, was a couple of cars 
but there were no people. Anyway, I didn’t think too much about it. I 
parked my car and looked for signs to the toilets. I didn’t see any but 
in front of me were some double doors leading to the restaurant 
seating areas. Walking through I was again surprised to notice that 
there was no one there. At this point a man appeared from out of 
view carrying a tray full of food and drink. Never taking his eyes of 
me he sat down at a table facing me and continued to stare. I couldn’t 
help thinking how unusual he looked and it made me feel a little 
uneasy. I looked away and tried to find signs for the toilets but there 
were none so I started to walk around the inside of the building, and 
still the place was empty except for this peculiar man and me. I began 
to wonder whether perhaps the toilets were outside so I walked back 
to the front doors. Now, as I am writing this I’m wondering whether 
the man was still there at this point because I don’t think he 
was…anyway, when I reached the front doors I noticed two 
uniformed youths standing by a fast food counter, a boy and a girl. I 
approached the lad and asked him where the toilets were. “This way,” 
he said and led me around the back of the fast food counter; still I 
could see no signs for the toilets. When I came out the boy and girl 
were still there, the man with the tray of food had certainly gone but 
still nobody else. I returned to my car, drove down the slope and back 
on to the hurly-burly of the main road. 

 
I can recall thinking as I left just how very strange this experience 

had been. I have never, ever, come across a deserted service station on 
a busy road, not even at night (and this was lunchtime on a Friday). It 
was then that I noticed how peculiar I felt and this brought to mind a 
journey I had made to Long Sutton two years previously. On that 
occasion I had experienced two hours of missing time. Immediately I 

I 
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looked at the car’s clock but it seemed in order and I didn’t feel 
anywhere near as mentally dislocated as I had the time before: 

 
A missing two hours 
 

It was the 5th August 2004 and I had driven my friend, counsellor 
and abduction researcher, Mary Rodwell from Oxford to North 
Walsham in Norfolk where she was to 
catch up with family and friends before 
returning home to Australia. From there I 
had arranged to visit my friends, Paul 
and Ann Andrews in Long Sutton, 
Lincolnshire. 3  
 

We reached North Walsham at 3pm 
on Thursday 5th August. I stayed for a 
cuppa and a chat was given directions for 
the quickest route to Long Sutton and 
drove away at 3.30pm. I was told it would take just over an hour.  

 
As I motored towards the town of 

Thorpe Market I made a mental note to stop after I’d cleared Kings 
Lynn to phone and let Ann know when I would arrive and reminded 
myself that I must telephone my partner in Australia when I arrived. 

 
The drive was smooth and uneventful - no hold-ups or delays. I 

was still some way from Kings Lynn on the A148 road when I 
happened upon a parking area and felt compelled to drive into it, 
which I did. The crescent-shaped parking area was hidden behind a 
row of trees and bushes and a medium-size white box-truck was 
already there. It had a name on the side that I recognised (but 
afterwards couldn’t remember for a long time). I pulled up behind the 
truck, rang Ann and told her that I was about 10 miles the other side 
of Kings Lynn from her and would probably be about 40 minutes. (I 
gave myself extra time in case I met any delays - which was why I had 
originally planned to phone her AFTER Kings Lynn.) I hung up and 
drove back out to the road; as I did so an identical white truck (with 
the same name) was approaching from my right so I put my foot 
down and drove on towards Kings Lynn. Once on the highway I 
realised immediately that I felt somehow disorientated, groggy, 

                                                 
3 This all occurred on the ancient festival of ‘Lughnasadh’ - a time dedicated to the step-mother of the  

   Celtic lightning hero ‘Lugh’, their ‘St. Michael’. 

Mary Rodwell 
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queasy… and burnt. I put it down to the several hours of driving I 
had done on this hot day, even though I had rested at North Walsham. 
I had been feeling perfectly ok when I drove into the parking place. A 
little down the road I noted a sign that said Kings Lynn 6 miles.  

 

 
I later discovered that the parking area is only 2 or 3 miles from the royal palace of 

Sandringham and opposite the B1440, which leads to it. Is there a doorway through 
time near Sandringham? Was my experience somehow connected to this? 

 
When I drove into Kings Lynn I came to a set of traffic lights and 

had to choose between two lanes: one to turn left and the other to 
carry straight on. I knew I needed to drive straight on but chose the 
lane to turn left.  I felt extremely confused but did manage to see I 
was in the wrong lane before I got to the lights so I stopped, indicated 
to get into the correct lane and someone let me through. It was a little 
slow driving through the outskirts of Kings Lynn but nothing too 
tiresome. However I still felt very strange indeed.  

 
Approaching Sutton Bridge I had 

the strange sensation, almost a 
mechanical feeling, of my 
consciousness clicking into another 
gear - it was like abruptly waking 
up but not fully. At this point I 
noticed two red, round signs with 
white bars across their middle, and 
one atop the other. I immediately 
recognised them as ‘NO ENTRY’ 
signs...and slammed on my brakes - as did every other car behind me. 
They also (understandably) began to thrash at their horns and (no 
doubt) deliver streams of obscenities. Still not fully with it I could see a 
stream of cars crossing from the other side of the road in the other 
lane but nothing in front of me on my side. I was so confused. I didn’t 
know whether I was barred from crossing the bridge but I reasoned 
that I must be able to because there was nowhere else to go even 
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though the NO ENTRY signs clearly (to me) said I could not. I gingerly 
drove across. 4 

 
In less than 10 minutes I was at Ann’s house and she was putting 

the kettle on. As she did so I remembered that I had to phone my 
partner so I asked Ann,  

 
“What’s the time, about 5 o’clock...?” 
 
“No”, she said, “It’s 20 to 7!!” 
 
I couldn’t believe it; three hours to drive 70 miles! A journey I was 

told would take me about one hour!! 
 
Ann said that she’d been worried: “I wondered where you got to. 

You telephoned me at 4.15. I thought you must have gone for a look 
around Kings Lynn or something.” I still felt disorientated, queasy and 
hot. My coordination was hampered and I found everything very 
difficult to do but gradually during the evening I felt better and better. 
It wasn’t until the next morning that I realised what I had risked - 
without any comprehension of the peril at the time. 

 
Something happened to me at that lay-by I’m convinced of it. I lost 

approximately two hours somewhere. My fuel gauge (oddly) read the 
same the next morning as it did when I left North Walsham. 
Unfortunately I didn’t take notice of the mileage but even my cars 
don’t run on fresh air. 

 
I tried and tried to remember the name on the side of the truck 

but it took another 22 months…and my recall came in a very 
strange, and slightly sinister, way. In May 2006, I was watching the TV 
drama, ‘See No Evil’ about the Moors Murders and in a street scene the 
white box truck appeared briefly. It was 
an exact match for the truck in that lay-
by near Sandringham; even the name on 
the side: REPCO. I’d remembered at last! 5 

 
The reason why the name had been 

familiar to me was that it is the name of 
quite a well-known automotive firm in 

                                                 
4 A couple of days later I drove over the bridge again and the “NO ENTRY” signs were not on top of  
  each other (of course). They were on each side of the roads on the pillars. 
5 See No Evil: The Moors Murders (2006): www.imdb.com/title/tt0491807                                                                                      
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Crossroads near the Andrews’ home 

Australia, where I used to live. Apart from on the truck in the 
television programme I haven’t seen the name here in the UK. I think 
it’s very odd and the nagging feeling that the REP part of the name on 
the truck in the lay-by might be short for REPTILIAN doesn’t go away. 

 
I have not yet got to the bottom of what happened in that secluded 

lay-by in August 2004, but let’s get back to 2006 and I’ve just left the 
service station somewhere near Silver-stone: 

 
On the road again 

 

I estimated that the visit to the service station had taken me about 
8 to 10 minutes – if that. As it transpired I did meet two traffic jams 
on the journey and it was a good job that I had stopped. After the 
second one I was following another vehicle along a brand new and 
straight bypass when a couple of cops flashed a speed gun at us but I 
never received a ticket. Other than these incidents the drive was 
uneventful and did not seem out of the ordinary in any way; except 
that I cannot remember much about the last stretch of the journey, the 
long, flat, straight as a die, road to Paul and Ann’s house.  

 
There are anomalies that I cannot account for, at least at the 

moment. One of them is to do with the time I arrived. 

 
Arrival 
 

My recollection is that I drove 
straight to Sutton Bridge post office 
to pay my road tax. This, according 
to my receipt, was at 4.46pm. 
Sutton Bridge is 5 minutes’ drive 
away from Paul and Ann’s home. I 
remember the journey all the way 
from the post office to the 
crossroads near their house but 
after that is a mystery until I get 
out of my car, in pitch-darkness, at 
their house. I fumbled in the dark 
to find the bolt on the iron gates, lifted it and cautiously inched my 
way across the lawn to the front door. I knocked and was relieved to 
see Ann’s smiling face as she welcomed me in.  
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Paola Harris 

Ann showed me into their newly-built conservatory appended to 
the side of their spacious lounge where my good friends: fellow 
experiencer and author, Mike Oram and his lovely partner Fran, who 
is a great author, were engrossed in conversation with a lady, who I’d 
communicated with, but never met before, Paola Harris. 

 
After greeting each other and being introduced to Paola I was told 

that Ann and Paul’s son Jason, and Jacqui, his wife, were expected 
shortly and that they were picking up a person called Sacha from the 

train station. 
 

The reason for my visit, other than to 
catch up with my friends Ann, Paul, Jason 
and Jacqui Andrews and Mike and Fran, 
was to attend a talk that Paola, a renowned 
Italian/American journalist and UFO 
researcher, was to give on the Saturday 
night, in a village called Bergh Apton, for 
the Norfolk UFO Society, Sacha had been 
dispatched by UFO Data Magazine to 
report on the event and to interview 
Paola.6 

 
I didn’t question the circumstances at the time but it puzzled me 
during the next week how I had come to arrive in full-on darkness. It 
was the 29th September and the night doesn’t fall until after 7pm at 
this time of year. It should have been no later than 5pm and so it 
should still have been light. Interesting too - and I think this might be 
significant - is that the dates of both the 2004 and 2006 road-trips 
have such strong links to the Dragon-Slayer, St. Michael. This journey 
occurred at Michaelmas, the feast day of St. Michael.  
 

I telephoned Ann to see whether she could remember what time I 
had arrived and she said that she thought it was between 7 and 8pm 
and remembered that it was dark because she had to put the light on. 
Paul, both he and Ann told me, had asked why I hadn’t parked in the 
drive and I had answered that it was because it was dark and that I 
had found it difficult to open the gates. Ann, Paul and Fran, when I 
asked them later, said that I seemed very tired, and slightly dishevelled 
upon arrival. I had also complained of feeling out of sorts and having a 
bad headache. Ann had made me a sandwich and a cup of tea and 

                                                 
7 www.ufodata.co.uk 
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remembered that she had to switch on the table lamp too. Paul and 
Ann had assumed that I had driven down straight after finishing work 
and had had nothing to eat. (This seems to corroborate the late hour 
that it seems I had arrived.) 
 

According to the AA the journey time should take 2 hours 33 
minutes from my home to Long Sutton. I had left home at 12.30pm so 
there are about 1 ½ hours to be accounted for (the journey from my 
home to Sutton Bridge). There had, as I said before, been traffic jams 
along the route, two of them, and they were both quite long and 
tedious. I had stopped, once to visit a cash point in Wheatley (5 
minutes max.) and then at the service station, but at that point, as I 
mentioned before there seemed to be no time anomaly, according to 
the car’s clock. Another 10 minutes, say? So I must have been in the 
traffic delays for about 1 ¼ hours, or was I? And then how come there 
appears to be another 2 ¼  to 3 ¼ period of missing time if in fact I 
arrived at the Andrews at 7 or 8pm rather than 5 o’clock? 
  

There is another twist. Still perplexed by my arriving at the 
Andrew’s home in darkness and the seeming contradictions of it I 
telephoned Fran. She said that she was pretty sure that I had turned 
up somewhere between 7 and 8pm, but that she would check with 
Mike, which she did. Mike said that he wanted to say between 7 and 
8pm but seemed to remember it was 5pm, because Paola had 
mentioned that a car had just arrived – mine. Fran said that she had 
deliberately not prompted Mike regarding the timing so why did 
Mike want to say between 7 and 8pm? I wrote to Paola and she 
emailed back: 
 
About your arrival, It was at 5:00...but not dark...Not at all...and you saw a 
man in the rain...It was raining buckets. 
 

I’d forgotten about the rain and I really don’t think that I would 
have crept across the lawn if it had been light and raining buckets. I’d 
forgotten about the man too, but I remember now. It was a little while 
after I had arrived and I was looking out of the back window when I 
spotted a figure bolt across my view and through the gate into the 
chicken run. It was tipping with rain, chucking it down. I commented 
on it to the others and thought it was probably Paul going to lock the 
chooks up; but Ann said they hadn’t got the chicken run anymore. In 
the morning I went to take a look but there weren’t any footprints in 
the now very muddy ground either.  
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(I do remember from a previous visit that I had discovered an energy 
stream flowing by this particular location, which may well be 
connected to this sighting. 

 
Jason, a friend of his, Jacqui and Ann told me about some very 

scary incidents that occurred late at night when Jason and Jacqui lived 
in a mobile home just the other side of the hedge from the chicken 
run. They were suffering continual harassment from a coven of 
Satanists who had been viciously attacking their horses, chanting at 
the house and had also burned the field just behind them. There had 
too been occasions of them hammering on the walls of the mobile 

home issuing threats 
and more chanting. 
One night a group of 
friends came to visit the 
two Js in their mobile 
home when without 
warning, and for no 
reason, one of the lads 
launched into a raging 
possessed fury. 
Fortunately Jason was 
more than equal to 
what was happening 
and was able to quell 
the threat.) 

 
Ann doesn’t remember 
it raining when she 

opened the door to me either. Something is amiss and puzzling here. 
Was Time distorting, or somehow being manipulated? Someone (Paola) 
sitting in one part of the room was experiencing a radically different 
time and space perspective to other people (Ann and Fran) sitting just 
a few yards away, while someone else (Mike) who was sitting in 
between was unsure which reality he was experiencing. Of course this 
is all conjecture and the possibility exists that I did arrive at 5pm, that 
it was hissing down and that I was just tired from driving: but before 
you make up your mind read on… 
 

Paola had been staying with Ann and Paul, sleeping in Jason’s 
former bedroom, for the previous two nights but had decided to book 
a hotel room for the remaining two. Mike and Fran were staying too - 
after a last minute decision to attend Paola’s talk as well as the 

Jason’s former bedroom - Notice the orbs in the corner. 
This is the portal where the beings come in. J told me 

this years ago. 
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preceding daytime Mind, Body and Spirit Fair. I had been expecting to 
sleep in Jason’s room but arrangements had been altered because Mike 
and Fran were there. They took Ann and Paul’s elder son, Daniel’s 
former room, which meant that Paola was accommodated in Jason’s. 
 

For readers that are not aware of this, Jason Andrews, now 25-years-
old has conscious recall of every one of his previous lives and has had 
continuous experiences with 
otherworldly beings since before he was 
born (this time). Every member of his 
family has witnessed supernatural 
events, mostly to do with Jason; 
although previous to his birth it was 
Daniel alone who was attracting these 
entities, or so they thought. It has 
subsequently been discovered that Ann 
herself has a long, and sometimes very 
emotional, history too. 
 

It seems to be incredibly difficult for some people to accept, until 
they meet them, that the Andrews’ are just a very ordinary family, 
‘much like most others’, as Ann would insist. I’ve known them for quite 
a few years now and I’ll tell you what if you didn’t know that their 
lives were filled with such bizarre experiences you would never guess. 
Even after all the media attention they have had there is not one iota 
of ego and no airy-fairy airs; down-to-earth is what they are. They are 
good, honest, hard-working people with the same bills and everyday 
concerns as everyone else but on top of this they’ve had to cope with 
always perplexing, sometimes frightening, intrusions from otherworlds - 
and our own military and government agencies. 

 
As well, like me and many others who live with similar 

experiences, they have to somehow synthesise what their experiences 
show them is real with what orthodoxy insists is true. It isn’t easy. 
They, like I do, find that the very best way to deal with these 
experiences as well as the pallid certainty of resolute sceptics and 
what I call, Moloch’s mouthpieces is to see the funny side. To banish 
this dis-ease of the Darkness we laugh. Ann Andrews has written two 
great books: Abducted, The True Story of Alien Abduction (with Jean 
Ritchie) and Walking Between Two Worlds ~ Belonging to None) There is 
an online interview that Paola conducted with Jason on her website at 
www.paolaharris.it/jason.htm 
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 Paola, who has interviewed many of the most well-informed 
people in secret technologies, ufology, conspiracy, psychic phenomena 
and remote-viewing, did not want to spend one more night in the 
farmhouse:  

 
“I want to get some sleep! I have to give a presentation tomorrow,” she 

pleaded.  
During both nights she had been woken many times by doors 

creaking open and by footsteps walking up and down the stairs and 
along the landing; footsteps that belonged to no incarnate person! It 
was like Piccadilly Circus! Fran had heard them too. (On a previous 
occasion that Mike and Fran had stayed there this pacing about had 
happened. Mike had ventured out to investigate but found nobody, yet 
the footsteps continued.) During this latest visit, at one point their 
bedroom door opened and someone or something sat on the side of 
Fran’s bed. 

 
Paola’s no scaredy-cat, the nature of her work means that she just 

cannot think that way. She just needed some sleep! Paola and I 
swapped books and I recommend her book, Connecting the Dots to 
everyone who is interested in what is really going on in our world. It 
is crammed full of fascinating interviews with such well-known people 
to alternative, and cutting-edge, research as Col. Philip Corso, Zecharia 
Sitchin, Dr. Michael Wolf, Dr. Steven Greer, Sgt. Clifford Stone, Sgt. 
Major Robert O. Dean, Richard Hoagland, Padre Corrado Balducci 
(Vatican), David Icke, Dr. Richard Sigismond, R. Leo Sprinkle, Clark 
McClelland (NASA), Alex Collier, Uri Geller, Ingo Swann, Paul Smith, 
Dr. Courtney Brown, Dr. Russell Targ, John Mack and more. I loved it. 

 
Anyway…back in the conservatory, as we chatted and listened to 

Paola’s absorbing stories of her friendships and meetings with so many 
intriguing characters, I was feeling extremely tired and hungry and my 
head was pounding. At this point I had no inkling of how long my 
journey had been and that it was so late. Ann, bless her, hurried off 
and brought me a plate of cheese sandwiches and a cup of tea and 
soon I was feeling much better. I still had a banging headache though, 
but I hoped the food would put paid to that. Shortly after this we all 
moved to the lounge and continued our chat when Jason, Jacqui and 
Sacha arrived. We had a really entertaining evening discussing all the 
interesting stuff we all experience and then, I think about midnight, we 
decided it was time for bed. Jason drove Paola to her hotel, Mike and 
Fran retired to Dan’s former bedroom, Sacha to Jason’s and me (what a 
gentlemen!) got the sofa. I remember whilst Ann was sorting out some 



Out of Time & Place 17

blankets for me she asked whether I would prefer to sleep on the sofa 
in the conservatory “as it is much more comfortable”. Something urged 
me not to. 
 

It didn’t register at the time but the sofa I was to sleep on is directly 
under Jason’s bedroom. 

 
 
A most terrible night 
 

I lay down to sleep on the sofa and was just drifting off when the 
clock chimed loudly. ‘I hope that it doesn’t keep me awake all night,’ I 
thought. Then immediately I heard this loud scratching noise coming 
from the back of the room, either the patio doors or the back window. 
‘Oh, go away!’ I grumbled to myself, ‘I’m not up for this tonight, I’m too 
tired.’ The next thing, directly behind me, I could hear several objects 
moving about on the coffee table, scraping along the surface; and 
through my closed eyelids I saw bright lights flashing around the 
room. Next came some garbled voices… what they were saying I 
could not comprehend. Then quick as a flash something shot right 
into my head, it felt like my brain was being squeezed, and it bloody 
well hurt! By this time I could not move, I felt paralysed and I had the 
sense that whatever this was it was trying to read my mind. I saw 
visions…A great long bridge that spanned a bay, which could have 
been the Golden Gate Bridge in San Francisco, although after looking 
at photos of this, it was much longer than that. I think it was symbolic. 
Right now I cannot remember what the other visions were but what 
happened next left me with evidence that what was happening was 
very real. 
 

Somehow I got to be standing at Ann’s 
back door. I was looking out towards the 
sheds but it was pitch black, darker than 
hell. Then I noticed something moving 
around my feet; and it rose up. It was a 
large black dog, with eyes that looked back 
to before the dawn of everywhere; and 
flecks of white on it; and the beast began to 
chew on the ends of the fingers on my right 
hand; not biting chewing, and hard. I felt 
the dampness of its breath… and I 
couldn’t move or call out. From behind this 
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dog came another big black dog which also rose up. The first dog 
nudged the second away and then resumed its chewing… and then 
the clock chimed, and there was daylight. It seemed to me as if I had 
only just gone to bed. I got up and climbed the stairs to the bathroom. 
As I did so I passed Jason’s bedroom and saw that the door was open. 
Sacha was awake and dressed sorting the bedclothes out. “I’ve had the 
most terrible night!” she trembled. Not wanting to awaken anyone else I 
suggested that we go down stairs, have a cup of tea, and then she 
could tell me about it. 

 
“I heard these voices talking to each other,” she said shaking, “And I 
couldn’t move, but I could see that I was wrapped in something like cling-
film, and I was hot and sweating. “I brought this tape recorder along with 
me and I left it on. It starts recording when it hears something… and 
listen to this…”  

 
She switched it on and peculiar sounds emanated from the device. 

There were more things that occurred but I’ll leave that for Sacha to 
relate. 

 
Afterwards I began to tell her what had happened to me.  

 
“And then there was this dog…’ I said 
 
…”The dogs, oh no, the dogs!” she cried, “They were biting the top of my 
hand…look they’ve left bruises on it.” Then she paused, seeming to be 
confused, “They were biting my other hand, this one! How can that 
happen?” On Sacha’s hand were several small dark reddish-brown 
bruises. Several weeks later they were still there! 
 

I had no bruises on my own fingertips, 
not that were visible anyway, but the first 
joints felt very tender, and did so for weeks 
afterwards. The skin was very sore to touch 
– as if it was severely sunburnt. My hair 
fell out in clumps and my facial hair did 
not grow for nearly a week - which was a 
bonus! For a long time, weeks, I did not feel 
myself. It was as if my mind had been split 
and hadn’t been put together again 
properly. Things I could easily do with my 
eyes shut I found difficult. I was forgetting 
simple things, and even more 

The bruises left on Sacha’s 
hand by the hounds. 
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disconcerting, I seemed to be a different person in some ways. I found 
myself saying things that I didn’t agree with. My friends started to 
notice these discrepancies. I think this has been much the same for 
Sacha.  
 

Before I had arrived at Ann’s house, I think it had been on the 
Wednesday, Paola took some photographs of Jason’s bedroom and also 
of the landing, two of which she has very kindly allowed me to 
reproduce here. It appears that the whole of Jason’s bedroom is 
shuddering - is it between worlds? - and there is something very 
strange going on with the landing too, as you can see. Paola tells me 
that she showed the photographs to Pascal Riolo a noted Belgium 
Psychic. He said that the family is part of an experiment being 
conducted by several groups of aliens. On the Thursday Ann took a 

video of Jason’s room (which she 
showed me later) where a 
bedside light seems to be fading 
in and out of substance. 
 
I was standing in the garden 
chatting with Mike on the 
Saturday morning when I spotted 
a seagull flying over. As it 
reached a point maybe 70 yards 
behind the house it suddenly 
crashed into something invisible, 
seemed to reverse, rallied itself, 
and then flew around whatever 
the unseen barrier was. 

 
Paola’s talk was outstanding (she 
was as well surrounded by orbs 
throughout, some of which I saw 
and photographed). The Saturday 
night went off without any more 

incidents.  
 
I drove home on the Sunday afternoon and made much better time 

arriving in just over 2 ½ hours. I didn’t notice anything missing from 
my home but an internal door was open even though I’d made a point 
of shutting it.  
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Paola Harris (and orbs) speaking at Burgh Apton, 

Norfolk. 

The following week 
saw the now usual late 
night phone calls with 
no one answering on 
the other end. 
 

On the Friday I was 
preparing for my trip 
to St Anne’s in 
Lancashire to speak at 
the PROBE conference, 
opened my sock drawer 
and right there was the 
piece of palisander wood that Inti Caesar had given me; which had 
been missing since 26th April 2006. 

 
 
 
Ellis Taylor 
www.ellisctaylor.com 
 
 
 
A documentary of Ellis’s experiences is currently being produced 

by Chris Turner. 
 
Ellis is also one of the interviewees in his documentary series, ‘Don’t 

Mention the Reptilians’, entitled ‘Reptilian Alien Legacy’ in the USA. 
 
In May, 2016 Chris Turner presented his first conference focussed 

on humanity’s interactions with Otherworld entities. It was a roaring 
success.  

 
Look out for further conferences and documentaries by Chris 

Turner, as well as more information on his excellent contributions to 
human awakening, please visit: 

 

www.dontmentionthereptilians.com 
 

 


