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	I’m not stupid you know. I know there aren’t fairies. Or Elves. Or aliens. Or whatevers.

	But I tell ya, there was something in her crib. Some “things” to be exact. And they looked like fairies or elves, or I don’t know what. I had been sleeping for probably the first time since she was born, and she was in her own room. I was a young mom, and I didn’t know I was supposed to keep my baby in my room for godonlyknows how long. I heard her cry. It wasn’t her cry. I don’t know, give me a minute. It was like, like the cry of an adult. Not a baby voice. It woke me and I knew something was horribly wrong. My baby! 

	I ran the six or seven steps between our rooms and saw that her bed was covered with dozens of these…I don’t know whats. Fairies? Elves? Aliens? Whatevers. I have no idea. But I swear to God they all swiveled their heads as one and looked in the eye; it chilled my soul, and then they all just blinked out at once, like a lightbulb. Disappeared. Gone.

	How big? Oh, I guess they were about 6 or 7 inches tall. They all looked alike. I don’t know. Brown, I guess. Yes. Some kind of hats or something on their heads. And the eyes. All looking at me. But I didn’t care about any of that. I just scooped up my darling girl and ran to my bed. Her dad was still sound asleep. But I didn’t sleep. I knew. I knew without a shadow of a doubt, that if I had not run into that room, she would have been gone. There would have been an investigation. They would have called it Sudden Infant Death. There would have been no evidence of foul play. There would have been condolences and pamphlets and support group help made available. But they wouldn’t have had any clue that those “things” simply took her, her essence and left the shell behind. She stayed in bed with us then for godonlyknows how long.

	Why does that matter now? Because, between you and me, I think they found her. They knew she was special and magical in some way. So, they waited. Until she was alone.

	Sure, it’s easy for you to scowl and think I’m a grieving mom making up bullshit stories to deal with loss, but you weren’t there. Whatever was in her crib came back for her.

	Yes, she had just moved across the city, was alone in her first apartment, her first real job, and within a week…gone. A week.

	No. The autopsy didn’t show anything specific. No drugs, no alcohol. Just an “unexplainable collapse of body functions.”  Suddenly. No foul play.

	Yes, yes, a tragedy she was so young, but I’m telling you, there’s more to this. A mother knows. Do you have kids? Ok, well then you know you have some sort of radar, or sixth sense, or intuition when something isn’t right. Right? Well, that night, I had a feeling. I mean it was more than that. It was like this rush of pain and anguish and horror and ice shot through my body from head to toe. Totally laid me out for an hour. I thought I was having a stroke or heart attack. And then just few hours later a cop came to the door and told me that she was dead. God, that must be the most horrid job in the world, that poor guy. But even in that first moment, before the grief really hit me, I remembered, and I knew. And my first thought was, “They finally found her.”

	No, I don’t know what it means. I’m just telling you what happened and what I think. You know there’s stuff that nobody can explain or prove—even when you know it’s true.

	No, I don’t need you to believe me. It doesn’t matter now anyway. What’s done is done. I’m just telling you what happened. But when I saw those, I guess they were huge moths, circling the streetlamps last night, I swear to Jesus, Mary, and Joseph, they looked like those things that found my baby asleep in her crib. And it all came back, and I freaked out a little. Ok, I freaked out a lot.  

	Do I think they’re coming for me next? Well, that’s why I’m here, isn’t it? You’re the expert, not me.
