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I think my blood pressure and breathing are beginning to return to normal.  As I sit in the doctor’s comfy lounge chair and repeat my story for the third time, I can actually see my message beginning to sink in and the light bulb of validation slowly brightening over his bald head.  I can see that indeed, my strange tale might just be factual as it sinks in.
I was brought to the psycho ward of the nearest hospital soon after the CHP found me running down the highway screaming, “They’re here already! You’re next!”   Though it was less than a day since my arrival, it seems a lifetime and considering the story I repeatedly told anyone who would listen and especially the head shrink, I’m surprised they just didn’t put me in some padded cell and throw away the key.
It all began quite innocently enough in a small town in Florida named Santa Mira the week of August 26th, 2012.  A major national convention had come to town and the residents were excited about having the national spotlight on their town while deriving some major income from the deluge of people and press. 

For the record, I am a doctor myself and I think a damn good GP at that.  Name is Miles Bennell and I’ve had a nice family practice in the same office for over 20 years.  I know these people very well and many are my good friends, so it wasn’t difficult to recognize abnormal behavior in the people around me.  The first night that I began to notice odd behavior around me, was just after a small tropical storm had passed nearby to our town, killing power and dropping substantial rainfall.  Though barely a Category One hurricane, most everyone you encountered talked as if we were experiencing a No.5 Katrina-like hurricane and became unnecessarily agitated.  I chocked it up to the general hysteria of having a national convention in our midst. 
I recall very clearly the conversation I had with my girlfriend Becky Driscoll and our agreement on the general public’s odd behavior, a day later on the evening of Monday the 27th.  It didn’t end there though. As the week progressed, it seemed that everyone in town was displaying symptoms of general malaise and a sort of like-mindedness that mimicked lobotomy cases I had seen in med school.  People seemed to just grin knowingly at first, and then, as the week advanced, started to rant and rave the same messages over and over.  Some of these messages emanated from the Fox News station I had seen playing at the sports bar each evening.  But most of what the people parroted came from speakers of the convention. 

Becky and I were at a loss as to understand how this mass behavioral change or indoctrination was happing so fast and so thoroughly.  What made the entire affair such a horrible nightmare was the people’s insistence that what they said they truly believed.  All of it was so totally untrue and unbelievable to Becky and me.  It was as if we had all fallen down a rabbit hole and nothing was as it was suppose to be.  Up was down and down was up.  I confess I was truly rattled by the lack of common sense and any adherence to facts or reality.  It’s as if they needed this delusion to feel good about their lives and simpatico with their neighbors.  It seemed that if you repeated a falsehood over and over again, not only would you begin to believe, but your friends would also.
It wasn’t until the last night when we stayed longer than our usual visit to the sports bar after work hours, that we noticed people falling asleep after an actor gave a speech to an empty chair, which had the result of putting many conventioneers and bar patrons to sleep.  When the lengthy speech was over those people, including my girlfriend Becky, were chanting in unison “Down with Obama.  Trickle Down economy really works.  We must trust the rich.” And other highly disturbing messages, like less taxes for the very wealthy and elitism is good for the struggling middle-class and the poor.  
I had seen the transformation with my very own eyes.  Those who rose from this momentary sleep, including my girlfriend, had a kind of foamy spittle at the corners of their mouths and vacant look in their eyes.  It was then that I was sure of my rising convictions.  Aliens had taken over Santa Mira and were using the national media to brainwash our citizens and the rest of the country.

I had to leave and warn the rest of the nation.  They quickly recognized I was not one of them when I shouted “I want nothing but the facts!”, and they began to screech in unison, raising a horrifying din that sent chills down my spine.  The last thing I remembered Doc, was the highway and trucks heading out of town loaded with lots of posters, pallets of money and tons of media equipment.  “I truly fear for our future Doc!”
“Don’t worry son, I’ve prescribed some magic underwear for you that should have you feeling normal in no time.”
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