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 My face began to twitch uncontrollably a day after my mom moved out of the house.  

First the spasm made it appear that I was winking, and then my nose began to crinkle, and then 

my eyes would blink and get stuck.  I realize now that I was in the nascent stages of developing a 

nervous tic, but as a sixteen-year-old, I was convinced I was having a bad reaction to puberty.  In 

hindsight, that was a senseless conclusion because I didn’t hit puberty for two more years.  It 

made sense to the still-developing mind of a high school sophomore, though. 

 My friend, Benny, who was perpetually campaigning to be class president (because the 

24/7 Facebook cycle left him little choice), corroborated my theory while he mindlessly fondled 

the sparse foliage beginning to sprout from above his upper lip.  He also made sure to tell me my 

weird facial twitching would doom my chances at politics.   

 Naturally, my facial twitch kept me locked in my room for nearly three days.  My mother 

was gone and my father was occupied by her leaving and my sisters were in college, so Benny’s 

visits to play video games were my only connection to the outside world.  “Seriously,” he’d say 

when my uncontrollable blinking allowed a kid from Indiana to kill my persona in Halo, “if you 

keep that up I can’t hang out with you at school.  It’ll cost me votes.”  I responded with a wink. 

 On the third day, after Benny tired of Halo, I decided to venture outside.  My house was 

dark because my dad had left for a business trip.  I only know this because there was a note on 

the kitchen table that said, “Son, away on business.  Back Friday.  How are you?”  Underneath 

the letter was $200 in crisp $20 bills.  My nose scrunched violently and stuck in that position for 

nearly a minute.  I thought it would become permanent until it started to subside. 

 I pocketed the cash and headed out to the backyard.  Being locked in a room with a facial 

tic gave me new appreciation for fresh air.  High from the sudden infusion of oxygen, and with 

nothing better to do, I sat directly on the wooden deck and stared out into the hills behind my 

house.  I followed the hills up to the sky and began looking at the stars.  I found the Big Dipper 

and followed the outer two stars to find the Little Dipper.  Cassiopeia.  O’ Ryan’s Belt.  I know 

these only because my father made me memorize them on a camping trip many years earlier.  In 

fact, it’s one of the last honest conversations I remember having with him as a kid.   



As I sat on the deck, there was one particularly bright star that caught my eye.  I wasn’t 

familiar with it, but it seemed to grow larger by the second.  It actually began to sink right out of 

the sky at a rapid pace to the point I thought I was about to be ground zero of an asteroid strike.  

The star, or asteroid, or whatever is was, settled a few feet me, hovering above the lawn.  I can’t 

honestly say if my face was twitching, but my feet certainly weren’t working.  I assumed I was 

dreaming, or was delusional, but it was all surreal.  I sat on the deck staring at a star that had 

fallen out of the sky and hovered in front of me.  It must have been a sign.  Or it was a coping 

mechanism to deal with my mom moving out.  I even considered if the sudden influx of oxygen 

actually did get me high.  Whatever the reason, even if my feet were working, I don’t think I 

would have moved.   

So I remained sitting, intrigued by the glowing star hovering in my backyard.  I became 

slightly more awe-struck when the glowing star opened and a little green alien stepped out.  The 

alien could only have been about two feet tall, and it was a spitting image of one of those 

creatures from the 1950s Mars Attacks films.  It casually stepped out of its vessel and marched 

with fascination onto the deck.  It began studying me as I studied it.  We sat silently staring for 

several minutes until I raised a hand and waved.  Intrigued, the little alien did the same.  It 

appeared to have an extra thumb. 

Finally, the alien made a noise.  First it sounded like a grunt and then a giggle.  As though 

on cue, the star responded and began to glow brighter and then sent out a pulse.  The alien 

quickly ran back inside, sealed the light, and flew off.   

That was my first encounter with aliens, assuming it was real.  I had to consider that it 

was a symptom of my bodily changes. 

 

The alien encounter, or delusion, seemed to dull the significance of my facial tic, but 

complicated my life in other ways.  For starters, a sixteen-year-old with a facial tic is 

unfortunate; a twitchy kid who claims to see aliens is essentially suicidal.  Additionally, I 

remained unsure that it was real.  Did aliens really just pop into my backyard, wave at me, and 

then fly away?  I decided to keep it to myself. 

My mom called me the morning after my alleged alien visitor.  She said she was just 

checking in – now that she no longer lived at the house.  I asked her, “Mom, what do you do if 

something happens to you that you can’t explain or really talk to anyone about?” 



“Oh, honey,” she said after a staggeringly long silence, “I’m flattered you want to talk to 

me about this stuff, but you should really bring it up with your father.  Or a therapist, if you’ll 

agree to go.” 

My face immediately started twitching.  I don’t know if it was because I was 

uncomfortable, or because I was concentrating on what exactly she was implying, but it got to 

the point I couldn’t physically speak so I hung up the phone.  My whole body went tense, as 

though the affliction of my face snagged my body and began snaking its way through my veins.  

I collapsed onto the carpet.  I could feel my heart beating in my arms and I could hear it in my 

ears.  I didn’t understand what was happening but I was decidedly more petrified than seeing 

aliens. 

As the sun sunk below my window sill several hours later, I felt my body begin to relax.  

Probably because my thoughts had drifted to the extraterrestrial visitor, my body seemed to once 

again release its grip on me and allow me to venture outside.  It felt good to sit in the backyard.  

The summer air was warm and crisp and most importantly the stars were out. 

The falling star arrived promptly five minutes after I assumed my position on the deck.  It 

seemed clumsier this time, less like a falling star and more like someone trying to control the 

mechanical arm of the impossible grab-a-toy game at pizza parlors.  It briefly touched the lawn 

this time before popping up to its resting hover. 

This second time, now that I was nearly certain I was not insane, I wasn’t as awe-struck 

as I was expectant, but I was pleasantly surprised when two little aliens popped out of the ship 

(which is merely an assumption; it just looked like a ball of light).  I wondered if the first alien 

needed a sanity check as well so it brought a companion along. 

The first alien sauntered straight up to me and raised its hand, which I of course 

reciprocated.  The second one, slightly taller, was more suspicious.  It reticently yet curiously 

walked a circle around me.  The first alien watched it and then made a chirping noise and a grunt 

and I could tell it was compelling the other one to come say hello. 

It eventually came and stood by the original visitor and – racked with uncertainty – lifted 

its arm.  I did the same and it jumped back a solid three feet.  The first one laughed and made a 

gesture that I took to mean, “Seeeeee?”  And then my face twitched.  First I winked and then my 

nose crinkled and then the corners of my mouth bounced up and down.  The two aliens both 

widened their eyes and moved closer, dropping any pretense of fear. 



I couldn’t figure out what the sudden captivation was until I realized they thought I was 

trying to communicate.  I saw them begin to wink at me and then, though they had no nose, 

scrunch their faces together.  Suddenly, they both burst out laughing.  They grabbed each other 

and were rolling around on the ground together.  This continued until the ball of light began to 

rumble and let out a pulse like the night before.  Terrified, the two little aliens retreated quickly 

and the ship was gone before I could say goodbye. 

 

I couldn’t keep this to myself any longer.  I had to share this incredible occurrence with 

someone.  My dad was gone, though, and my mom seemed uninterested, so I decided Benny was 

my best bet.  I couldn’t exactly tell him, though, since he would just dismiss me outright, so the 

next night I invited him along.  We both sat there on the deck in the dark, just a couple of 

teenagers waiting for aliens. 

“Dude, this is super gay,” he said.  “If this is some weird meditation shit you’re getting 

me into, I’m never going to forgive you.” 

“Relax,” I replied calmly, “just wait for it.” 

He saw me staring at the stars so he did the same.  After a couple of minutes, two stars 

seemed to fall out of the sky and landed on the lawn.  Benny jumped and took cover, throwing 

his arm over his head like they teach us in earthquake safety class.  When the stars remained 

hovering and he saw I continued to sit without panicking, he popped up and maneuvered himself 

behind me. 

“What the fuck is that, man?” 

“Just chill and sit back down,” I said. 

Benny began pacing back and forth behind me as the aliens began to emerge.  There were 

half a dozen this time, three from each ship.  They all followed the first one and all six raised 

their hands in unison.  I did the same.  They didn’t seem concerned that Benny was there and that 

he seemed agitated, but they did expect him to extend a greeting. 

“Dude, just back away, man,” he said, much to the aliens’ delight.  “Don’t let them get 

too close.” 

It never occurred to me to panic or think this whole experience was out of the ordinary.  I 

had assumed it was a figment of my imagination, but once I accepted it as real, I dismissed any 

notion of precaution or self-defense.  Maybe I was just too numb from life.  Or maybe I just 



contained a certain belief that there must be something more.  Regardless, Benny responded like 

most normal people would respond.  That of course didn’t mean it didn’t annoy me. 

“We need to call 911,” he said, his voice erratic.  “Or NASA.  Or the military.”  I could 

almost hear his brain calculating his options and possibly even weighing how this would impact 

his campaign.  A high school kid in contact with the military to fight off an alien invasion?  That 

would certainly win some votes. 

The first alien walked past me and approached Benny.  It continued to hold its hand in the 

air.  It was smiling and confidently scrunching its whole face together in different patterns. 

“Just sit down,” I said more forcefully. 

I raised both hands and began to push at the air in front of the aliens.  They seemed to 

understand and took several steps back to where only the first alien remained on the deck.  

Benny took a deep breath and, against his better judgement, rejoined me.  A few of the aliens 

seemed uncertain, much like Benny, but remained standing there, either out of intellectual 

curiosity or, more likely, to hold up their pride in the face of danger.  The more I got to know 

them, the more it seemed these were just some teenagers whose parents were out of town and 

accidentally left the keys to the family vehicles on the counter. 

“Hello,” Benny suddenly blurted out in a diplomatic voice.  “Human.” 

“What are you doing?” I asked, not at all appreciating Benny’s attempts to interject 

himself as the leader of the delegation. 

“I’m communicating.” 

“These aren’t your constituents.  Just be cool.” 

The aliens turned to one another and then started blinking wildly. 

“What are they doing now?” Benny asked. 

“They think they’re communicating.” 

 “Their faces are all twitchy like yours is.” 

“Yeah,” I say, refusing to take credit for creating an interstellar communications system. 

We all sat there staring at one another until the ships began to rumble and sent out a pulse 

like the previous two nights.  All the aliens retreated, but before entering the light, the first alien 

held his hand up and winked at me. 

 



Benny didn’t come around the next day.  I spent most of the morning trying to view the 

whole situation from his perspective.  Absolutely nothing good could come from discussing the 

matter openly.  This extended beyond his political aspirations.  This ventured into the threatening 

territory of social stature.  It’s hard to keep such an explosive secret hidden, though, so it seemed 

plausible he simply blocked it from his memory.  Would this extend to our friendship?  

Potentially. 

I don’t know why I opted to bring Benny into my world of alien encounters.  I also don’t 

know why the aliens chose me to communicate with.  I suppose I was just excited and wanted to 

share it with someone. 

As I contemplated these concepts, my facial tic took on an auditory element.  A sort of 

deep-throated grunt began to enter the twitch sequence.  So now after the winks, scrunched nose, 

bouncing lips, and all-around tension, an occasional grunt would occur.  This made me even 

more reluctant to leave my room than before.  Now I’m the twitchy kid who sees aliens and 

grunts. 

It wasn’t difficult to deduce that the grunts were an incorporation of the alien lexicon.  

They would chirp and grunt and giggle, and now I coopted one of the noises into my facial tic.  

We were inadvertently creating a truly inter-species communications system, but neither of us 

knew exactly what was being said. 

My father came home later that afternoon.  We hadn’t yet spoken, but I heard him 

rustling around in the kitchen trying to make dinner.  I didn’t know how best to broach the latest 

development in my life, and our last heart-to-heart six months ago on the way home from soccer 

practice was awkward to put it mildly. 

“Your mother and I are having some problems,” he had said, his voice defeated.  “I’m not 

sure we’re going to make it through this one.”  While I silently tried to make sense of the words, 

failing to see how they fit into the usual critique of my ball handling and passing, he quickly 

changed the topic and asked, “So do you need me to buy you condoms or anything?” 

I didn’t anticipate this conversation going any more smoothly, but I felt compelled.  With 

every encounter, the weight of the reality became heavier and heavier.  Aliens were coming to 

Earth.  This wasn’t just life-changing for me, this changed the very world we were living in.  

And these events were occurring in my father’s backyard.  I didn’t want to tell him merely to 



share it with someone – Benny filled that void – I wanted to let him know just how special his 

property had become. 

When I approached him in the kitchen, he was reading the back of a pasta box.  Water 

was boiling. 

“I’m making spaghetti, if you want some,” he said. 

“Um, sure, yeah,” I said, my confidence momentarily thwarted by the unexpected banter.  

My face immediately began to twitch.  My nose scrunched and locked.  I closed my eyes to try 

and relax.  I grunted. 

“Jesus, what’s wrong with your face?” I heard him ask. 

My eyes opened and my nose released itself, but I kept blinking. 

“Nothing,” I said. 

“Why are you doing that with your face?  Stop it.” 

“I’m not… I can’t.” 

“Seriously, it’s weird.  Just what I need is a twitchy son.  Please, just stop.” 

I saw him return to the pasta box.  I couldn’t stop twitching, though, so I walked away 

and retreated to my room.  I few minutes later, I heard him eating.  I knew I was invited to 

partake, but my face wouldn’t stop twitching, so I let him eat in peace. 

A few hours later he walked upstairs and the hall light flipped off, so I quickly ran 

outside.  The ship didn’t come for nearly an hour, which I figured had to do with my father 

turning his light off.  That further reinforced my belief the alien is a teenager.  It came alone this 

time, like our first meeting. 

I watched as it hopped out of its ship and approached me.  It seemed reserved, solemn 

even.  It stepped onto the deck and we both waved.  This time, though, it winked and scrunched 

its face and grunted in certain patterns. 

Two left winks and a nose scrunch.  Pause.  Two left winks and a nose scrunch.  When I 

realized it was waiting for me, I began to copy it.  After the first pattern, it winked with its right 

eye, grunted twice, and curled its lips.  I did the same and its eyes lit up.  It felt more and more 

like we were learning a language. 

We did this exercise for nearly half an hour, a much longer stay than the first three visits.  

When it exhausted its possible sequences, it came and sat next to me.  Together we looked up at 

the sky.  It pointed to itself and then pointed to the sky.  I nodded and pointed, saying I 



understood it came from the stars.  It wasn’t content with the response, though, and pointed 

again.  It was trying to tell me something and I couldn’t figure it out. 

The inevitable pulse from the ship came just a few moments later and our visit was cut 

off before we could come to an understanding.  The alien stood and held a hand up, but this time 

held it out towards me.  I extended my hand as well and our fingertips touched.  Its skin was 

rough, but still felt soft.  We held our fingers together for a long moment and then it bowed its 

head and departed.  From the light, I could see it wave once more.  The star returned to the sky 

and the darkness returned.  I realize now that it was trying to say goodbye, that it was returning 

to the stars from whence it came.  I doubt I would have done anything differently if I had known, 

but it still makes me sad that I couldn’t say goodbye. 

I brought my father out the next night, but the star never fell.  My father and I sat there 

staring at the stars, no questions asked. 

Finally, he said, “Son, I know this stuff is hard to talk about, but if you want to talk, I’m 

here.” 

“Ok,” I said as my eyes welled up.  My face twitched briefly, but I don’t think he saw it 

in the dark of the night. 

We eventually talked, but not for several more years, and by then he had come to terms 

that he had a twitchy son.  Communication was never easy for us, but I wish he could know I 

was trying to share something very intimate with him.   

Doctors could never pinpoint exactly what caused the facial tic, but as a form of 

interstellar communication, I figured I should just keep it around for legacy purposes.  I still sit 

outside at night, hoping my friend will come back and visit me.  I think about our attempts to 

understand one another; that in the absence of language, we relied on a mutual respect and desire 

to speak.  I think about those lessons as I speak to my own species.  I wish I could tell the alien 

how much I appreciate the time it took to get to know me and how much I learned from it.  At 

the very least, I know it would get a kick out of my son’s facial expressions. 


