

  [image: Cover]




Eduard Meinema

Barker





  
    First published by www.transfiction.nl 2021

  

  Copyright © 2021 by Eduard Meinema


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  

  

  
    First edition

  

  

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  




  
    
      Contents
    

    
    
      	
        1
        
      

    
      	
        2
        
      

    
      	
        3
        
      

    
      	
        4
        
      

    
      	
        5
        
      

    
      	
        6
        
      

    
      	
        7
        
      

    
      	
        8
        
      

    
      	
        About the Author
        
      

    
    


  




  
  
  1

  
  







“Honey? Will you walk the dog?”

“Hmm, do I have to?” Flinders asked.

“No you don’t…But I’m telling you right now that I will not clean up the mess tonight…,” his wife replied with a little, sophisticated sarcasm.

“Alright…,” Flinders sighed. He called the Golden Retriever: “Jag? Come on girl. We’re going out.”

They had bought the dog for the children. Who doesn’t? Now all their kids had left the house, Sheila and Brandon Flinders were all alone. With the dog. Jaguar.

The gold haired Jaguar came running to Brandon. Impatiently wagging its tail and jumping against Brandon’s body. “Yeah, yeah, I know you like that,” said Brandon. His only desire in life was to obtain a real Jaguar. A big, massive English car. But his wish was never granted; by the lack of a car he had named the dog Jaguar. Although the kids called her Aurelia; while his wife usually called the dog ‘Go away!’…




“Sure,” Flinders mumbled when he opened the door. “A little rain to have more fun…” Jaguar ran in front of him. Jumping, playing, rushing through the grass and eating poop. Oh, how Flinders hated that. It really was a lovely dog, but if he had known she would be eating dog shit he never would have bought her. The groaning of the dog alerted him. Like most Retrievers, Jaguar hardly ever barked. Now she was barking for the third night in a row. She looked up to the sky. Strengthened her backbone and straightened her tail.

“What’s up girl? It’s only a plane.” Flinders looked up and followed the flashing lights that were trespassing the dark sky. The lights disappeared as sudden as they had shown up. “Where did they go?” Flinders wondered. “Did the plane land overthere?” As far as he knew there wasn’t any airport nearby. Yet the lights indicated a plane had landed only a few miles from his house. For the third time this week.




At home Jaguar was still restless. “What have you done with that dog?” Sheila asked.

“What did I do?” said Brandon. “Jag is upset by some lights she saw in the sky. I guess they were lights of an airplane flying low and probably landed nearby. Thing is, I never noticed an airport in this area.”

“Maybe there’s an airstrip at one of the farms,” she said.

End of discussion as far as Sheila was concerned. But the idea of planes landing in his backyard, kept Brandon awake. Early in the morning he walked to the neighbors to check out if they had seen anything.

“Morning’ Steve.”

“Flinders!” Steve answered talkative as always.

“Mowing the lawn?”

“Can’t you tell?”

“Yeah, yeah. Sure…Can I ask you something?”

“Is there any way I can stop you?”

“Just a simple question,” Brandon laughed. “Have you noticed the planes flying over our houses lately?”

“What planes?”

“Well, for the last three nights, when I walked the dog, I noticed flash lights in the air and…”

“I said, what planes? I didn’t see any, Flinders…”

“Okay… thanks, sorry for bothering you. Happy mowing…”

Obviously Steve Townsend wasn’t the best choice to start an investigation. Unfortunately the other neighbors were not much more of a help either. Of eight people he asked, only one had confirmed she had seen something. Mrs. Deville. She was angry because she had heard Jaguar barking late at night. She wanted to check out why the dog was making so much noise and peeked through the curtains. Dah, thought Flinders, you’re always peeking through the windows. Except for Flinders and his dog, she hadn’t seen a thing. Just like his other neighbors she could not help him much further.








  
  
  2

  
  







Back home Brandon ‘Googled’ and ‘Yahooed’ until it was far past midnight. He checked maps and satellite views of the area. Newspaper archives. Even found a website about abandoned airports. But despite all his efforts, he could not even find one successful lead. A little bit upset he called Jag to go out.

“Now?” Sheila said with a sleepy voice. “It’s almost two in the morning!”

She could not hear what he mumbled. But she did hear how he slammed the door. Angry for being unable to find what he was looking for. Out in the cold night his madness slowly disappeared.

Jaguar was running and playing. A great opportunity to have fun at this time of the night. Usually she was sleeping and waiting till the ‘boss’ would wake her up around 7 AM. Now she enjoyed a moonlight walk. Yet something triggered her. Something was not alright. She straightened her tail and started to groan.

“Oh come on Jag, not again. There’s nothing out there!” Brandon shouted.

Jaguar started to bark. A loud and clear sound in the silence of the night.

“Jag! Knock it off! You’re wakening old Mrs. Deville.”

Then he saw what Jaguar had noticed. The lights were back. Brandon tried to see what was flying over their heads. The position of the lights did not show similarities with any plane Brandon knew. Brandon took out his Smartphone and made a picture of the flashing lights. Whatever it was, it was flying through the clouds and going to land. The flashing lights were shining through the clouds, creating a surrealistic atmosphere. He took the photos just in time. A few seconds later the lights disappeared somewhere at the horizon. Brandon peeked into the distance. What was out there? And ‘where’ was ‘out there’?

“Hush now Jag,” he said to his dog. “Why are you still barking? The lights are gone…”

A rustling sound in the bushes suddenly disturbed him. There was something shoveling around, hiding in the dark. Jaguar became more and more aggressive.

“Who’s out there?” Brandon asked. “Come on out!” The rustling stopped, but nobody answered. The only sound left was Jaguar’s groaning. “It’s okay girl. Let’s go home.” They both hurried home. Before Brandon stepped into his bed, he secured the locks on all the windows and doors. Just to be sure nobody would get in.

“What kept you love?” Sheila asked in her sleep.

Brandon didn’t answer.

Sheila didn’t notice; she had fallen asleep.

She did.




Early Sunday morning he went out of bed. Uploaded the photos from last night to his desktop computer. The 21” screen provided much more details than he could see on his Smartphone. He carefully studied the photos of the lights he had seen in the sky. The clouds prevented him to have a better look at the airplane itself. He remembered how the lights disappeared in the east. What was out there? Searching a map of the area he thought the only logical place, big enough for an airplane to land, had to be Riker’s Ranch. An outlying farm and a very large property. Brandon had passed the long, almost endless fence only a few times. You could not miss the big sign with the name ‘Riker’s Ranch’. He never saw anybody at work. However, the corn did grow so at least someone was taking care of business. Maybe he should ask at the ranch if they had found crop circles? Brandon laughed. Alright, time to stop this nonsense. His imagination was getting out of control.
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He had heard the car stopping in front of the house. Shortly thereafter someone knocked on the door.

“Mister Flinders?” the officer asked.

Brandon Flinders, still wearing his bathrobe, opened the door. “Sheriff?”

The man at the door smiled. “Officer Bradley, good morning sir!”

“What can I do for you officer?”

“Someone called us. Do you have a weapon in your house?”

Brandon raised his voice. “Excuse me? A gun? Why should I…?”

Upstairs Sheila Flinders noticed there was a visitor. “Who’s there dear?”

“An officer. But it’s alright love” Brandon answered his wife. Then to the officer: “Why are you asking me about a gun?”

“Nothing to worry about sir. We received a message about a barker. The office asked me to check it out. We like our neighborhood to be calm and peaceful.”

“A barker? You mean someone complained about my dog…? Oh! Mrs. Deville! Of course…!”

The officer was a bit surprised. “A dog? You have a dog?”

‘Yes, is that illegal nowadays?”

“I’m sorry. I received a message about a ‘barker’. I presumed it was a gun. Barker is old slang for pistol you know…”

Brandon laughed. “I see. A misunderstanding. No I don’t keep a weapon in my house. And ‘yes’ I do have a dog that barked last night. And the nights before actually…You see, there were some strange lights in the sky, going to a nearby airport…”

The officer looked estranged at Flinders. “There is no airport nearby sir. I guess you are mistaken.”

“I know,” said Brandon. “That’s exactly why I am concerned. There’s no airport, not even an airstrip, but every night I see those lights. I am sure there are planes landing nearby. Could it be they use Riker’s Ranch?”

“The Riker family is very wealthy. If they needed an airstrip, they surely would have built one. But I don’t know about an airstrip at the ranch. I think you are mistaken sir.”

“Then come inside and take a look at my photos!”

Officer Bradley hesitated. He did not have the patience to listen to Flinders’s story. He had checked on the complaint the police had received. As far as Bradley was concerned, he was ready to go. “Well alright. Just a quick look.”


Brandon Flinders showed the officer the photos he had made with his Smartphone.

“I see a cloudy sky and some lights. Might be anything…” said Bradley.

“But last night Jaguar barked…” He noticed the surprised look of Bradley and corrected himself. “Jaguar, my dog, started barking. I thought he recognized the lights, but there was something in the bushes.”

“There are all kinds of animals around here Mister Flinders. I guess there was a raccoon looking for food.”

“Obviously you don’t care. Alright. I will check it myself.”

The officer sighed. “I have listened to your story, looked at the pictures you’ve made. There really is no reason for me to check on the
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