CHAPTER 1

In the summer of 1954, my father, Ernest Edward Oglesby, a skilled hard-working carpenter, accepted a job offer in Albany, Georgia.  We moved from Rincon, Georgia, our birthplace, into a furnished two-story house nestled in a pecan orchard on a farm west of the city.  A large plot of rich soil, coined “The Big Field” by the caretakers, flanked the west side of the farm.
Thanksgiving Day, visiting relatives arrived early. While my mom and sisters had been preparing the holiday feast, my dad and uncles gravitated to the living room.  I listened to snippets of their interesting conversations until a subtle, mental urge beckoned me outside and into a cool November night.
I plopped down at the base of a pecan tree at the exact moment a blazing meteor streaked across a dark starry sky. Surprisingly, it seemed as if the breathtaking fireball had hit the ground.  I leaped up and as adrenaline soared through my body, I bolted across the freshly turned soil, running as fast as I could, my eyes riveted on an amber light that loomed nearer with every step.
I paused abruptly near the edge of the Big Field.  I stared straight away at the amber glow of a kerosene lantern reflecting through the front window of the farm workers’ pinewood shanty.   In my excitement, I had mistaken the amber light emanating from the kerosene lantern for the meteor as it passed directly over the shanty.  Disappointed, I joined relatives for the holiday feast. 

From time to time over the course of the ensuing years, I wondered about that spectacular event and the compelling urge that had beckoned me outside the house at the precise moment the meteor had passed overhead.  I wasn’t aware of it at the time, but the coincidental timing of that meteor set the stage for a cycle of extraordinary events that inevitably guided me to yet another awe-inspiring event that confirmed a childhood belief; we were not alone in the universe!
My parents passed in 2010 and the household items, including hundreds of photos, thoughtfully organized and distributed to family members by my sisters, Pat and Sandy.  One night, while writing this book, another thought popped into my head.  I retrieved the box of photos off the shelf and went through them one by one.  I found the one featured below.  I flipped the photo over and read the date my mother had written – Easter Sunday 1957.

Every Easter Sunday after the church service, Mom would get out the Polaroid camera, usher us kids out to the front yard, line us up, and take our picture wearing our Sunday best.  However, on Easter Sunday, 1957, she ushered me outside and instructed me to stand near the rear right corner of the house, and not on the front lawn.  She took my picture and went back inside the house.

I wondered if Mom had known that the UFO was there when she rushed me outside to take my picture on that Easter Sunday. 

I always wondered how I would have reacted if Mom had given me the photo that day, and I had seen the UFO in the upper right corner of the photo. 

In the upper right corner of the photograph, I noticed a white spot, or at least what I thought was a white spot.  Upon closer examination, I realized I was looking at a UFO.  
The white spot reflected definition.  Moreover, it seemed to emit a distinct glow.  Then I noticed what looked like somekind of a field of energy trailing off behind the object.  It became obvious to me that the occupants inside the UFO had wanted me to see the picture, featuring the UFO.  I had questions that needed answers, so I donned my detective hat.  It looked like the UFO had emerged from another dimension and into the Earth’s atmosphere.

  I believe the occupants inside the UFO had selected the right location that would offer the best view for me to see the UFO – a field across Highway 21 that ran right by our house.

During that particular time period in my life, being a teenager I got hooked on rock and roll.  Elvis Presley’s Heartbreak Hotel; Carl Perkins’ Blue Suede Shoes; Fats Domino’s Blueberry Hill; Chuck Berry’s Maybellene; Conway Twitty’s It’s Only Make Believe, and The Platters The Great Pretender and Only You, had settled into my mind.

McKenzie’s Soda Shop was right across the street from Rincon High School.  Most afternoons after school I’d make it over to the soda shop along with a dozen or so other students.  I’d drop a quarter into the juke box, punch in five of my favorite tunes, plop down on one of the bright red stools at the counter, order a cherry coke and a moon pie, and listen to the music.  I liked listening to the songs.  But little did I know, being hooked on rock and roll was a distraction that might have kept me from being contacted by the occupants inside the UFO.
