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OUR VILLAGE IS SO SMALL we don’t even have a stoplight. We do have a bar called the Village Pub. This place sits next to the railroad tracks and across from Fireman’s Hall. Fireman’s Hall is used for many things, like gatherings, fundraisers, and dances.

The Hall is decked out for a wedding reception, as we often do. There is this one guy, I don’t remember his name at the moment, who is father to the groom or something like that.

This guy gets drunk and goes out for some air, and I believe there is an argument. While he is outside taking a breather, he walks over to the tracks and someone comes up to him. They begin arguing, and he takes out his keys and says he is going to drive home. The man is standing on the tracks and drops his car keys between the railroad ties into the stones in between. The other person leaves to go get a flashlight.

As he bends over to look closer in the dark to find his keys, he notices that a train is coming. He is determined to find the damn things and loses his balance, then falls onto the tracks. Because he is drunk, he cannot get up before the train hits him.

Of course, the train stops and the cops and EMTs show up; it is quite the spectacle.

Some time passes, about 6 or 8 months, and people start seeing someone at night by the tracks next to the pub’s parking lot. Then a bit later there are reports of a guy walking in the pub’s parking lot and asking people if they can help him find his keys. He continues to follow them until they either get into their car or go into the bar. This is a full-body apparition.

Another part of this story is that sometimes when the barmaid is alone before closing at night, this guy will be walking in complaining that he can’t find his keys and orders a beer. When the barmaid looks away and then back again, the man disappears.

Some swear that this is the guy who died on the tracks a few years ago. Others blow it off and say it's bullshit. What do you think?
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ONE OF THE FIRST THINGS I did when I moved to this house was build my fire pit out back. We have a few acres with some woods and there are more woods beyond me and the wife’s property. So, it goes without saying there is plenty of wood to burn without having to pay for it.

Most nights after I first moved in and had the fire area made, my dogs would come out back with me and hang out. They loved the fire and had to make sure they were not missing out on anything that might be going on.

A lot of the time the wife would join me after the fire was started, and we would drink mead and have the music going. This was nice since there were no other distractions aside from the occasional siren from the fire trucks going off.

Then there were the nights when the wife would stay inside the house and keep the dogs in with her. She either wanted to watch something on TV or play the video game she was into or whatever. Those nights were fine with me too because it would give me time to myself to reflect on life and stuff.

I would either take my guitar out there with me or just sit and listen to the music I would play on my phone. Whatever the reason was, I do not remember now. Things in my life would change forever.

One evening at dusk, what I thought was a coyote walked up close to the place I was sitting. My dogs were inside the house. The coyote then laid down on its belly and crawled up to me, showing me that it meant no harm. I asked it if it was hungry and gave it some of the food that I had there with me that I was eating, along with my whiskey.

This is where it gets weird. The coyote shifted into a human woman, or I should say, what appeared to be human. She was short, about 5 foot tall, with long blond hair, and needless to say, she was naked.

After getting over the fact that a nude girl just appeared before me, I offered her a blanket because it was getting chilly out and it would also keep her from being eaten up by mosquitoes. I had the extra blanket with me because I thought the wife would join me, but I hoped she wouldn't after the woman appeared.

I spoke up, “Why are you here? Why would you show yourself to me?”

She said to me in my head that she had been watching me and thought it would be safe to reveal herself to me. She said that she could hear my thoughts and that she could feel me, so she knew it was ok to talk with me. It took me a few minutes before I could respond. I just sat there smoking my cigar and sipping on my whiskey.

“I am pleased to make your acquaintance, Ma’am. My name is-”

She cut me off. “I know what your name is, David.”

“What do I call you, Ma’am?”

“Call me Friend. I do not have a name that you can pronounce, anyway.”

I lean over to my new friend to offer her some whiskey. “Thank you,” she says, then coughs. “Damn, that is some good stuff.” She hands the bottle back to me.

“Why do you talk to me without using your mouth?” I ask.

“Because I can. It is easier this way.”

“OK. If you say so,” I get up to stoke the fire and add more wood.

We sat there for hours just talking about whatever we came up with to talk about. I asked her if she would return and keep me company by the fire again, and she agreed. Then she shifted into another animal, a raccoon, and walked off.

I sat there for another hour and let the fire die while I thought about my new friend. Then I went inside.

I have often thought about that girl, but to this day, she has yet to return. This experience let me understand what another friend said to me once. That you should treat every animal with kindness because you never really know if a bird is just a bird.

[image: image]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Changeling 

[image: ]


I WRITE THIS HERE BECAUSE I have to tell someone of the things I have seen and what has happened to me throughout my existence in this world. Surprisingly, it was a human that suggested to me that I write this down. He said that it may just be what I need to do to get over all the baggage I carry. So, what the hell? I will give it a try.

I will start by saying that it is not my fault that my planet, Tiamat, grew unstable and blew up. It is not my fault that I ended up here, either. I had nowhere to go and no way to get anywhere else. My ship became crippled, and I had to put myself into a state of hibernation while we drifted here over several years.

Yes, I said “We”. When we got here, there were many of us that escaped the death of our world. We had no choice but to sleep. We had no food or water, so it was the only way we would not die.

When we first got here, life was pretty good. The life forms here did not really bother us. Except for the humans, but they were pretty stupid and easy to keep under control. So we built our own village so that we could keep a lot of our influences away from the native life here. This worked well for a long time until a few of my people decided to make contact with the humans and started to teach them things they were not ready for.

This created a conflict between us that would last for ten thousand years. It would become the reason for our downfall here, and the reason we all had to go into hiding. It also made the humans so scared of us that they try to kill us on sight to this day.

Now, things are beginning to become twisted for me. I have been alone for so long now. All I have to keep me occupied are my memories and the ramblings of my own thoughts. I start thinking about humans too much, and it becomes depressing.

I have not seen or spoken with any of my kind in decades. I can feel that I am not the only one left because we are all connected. But we are so few anymore, and so spread apart, that we seldom get to have any contact outside of knowing that we still exist.

The only consolation is the fact that we know the humans will not be around much longer, and we can live the way we want to again.

So we wait for the day we can live without hiding. We will all have purpose again, fixing the damage done to this world so it may become an oasis again in the cosmos.

It is hard to believe the amount of destruction done to this world and yet it survives. Humans have killed off thousands of species on the planet and don’t even care. If it is an insect, then it is annoying or destructive to them, and it must die. Never mind that they may be vital to the life chain in making things work here.

If it’s animal or aquatic, they hunt it either for sport, food, or just because they can until they are all gone. Because humans have this false god that seems to have told them that they are all that matter here. They think everything else is below them. and so they do not care.

They pollute the planet to the point that it is like living in a dirty bathtub. But they just don’t seem to care. Or maybe it's the fact they just don’t get the fact that their actions affect everything else in this world in a big way. Hell, they cannot even get along with each other.

So, I cannot wait until they are all gone. Should only be another 20 years or so. Since they are now allowing their own DNA to be manipulated to the point that they will become something other than human very shortly.

When they are all gone, I can live in peace without the worry of being found out and then killed. That is, after I have been thrown into prison and then thoroughly dissected to see how I tick.
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THE GUY LIVED ALONE. He hated people, so he stayed home for the most part, never having anything to do with anyone. However, so that he did not feel so alone, he spent a lot of his time online, though this never really filled the hole in his life of loneliness. He didn’t really care that he felt so alone.

If it got too much for him, there were a few people he would visit from time to time. He also had his dogs for company, Loki and Freyja, the two shepherds that his wife had gotten way back before she passed. He loved his dogs and thought to himself that he didn't know what he would do when they got old and died.

Dude’s favorite thing to watch online was the doomsday videos. He got a kick out of how people would talk about aliens and how things were supposed to be headed into World War Three. Or even how the government was filled with a lizard species that was against us with their own agenda. He didn’t buy into any of it.

Then one day, things changed. While out in his yard, he heard loud noises. It sounded like a lot of jets, so he stopped what he was doing and looked up to the sky to see military planes. There were a lot of them and helicopters as well.

Then he saw it, and it scared the hell out of him. From a distance, like what he guessed was 20 miles away or so, he saw a missile. Though he hoped it was not nuclear, he assumed that it was. He also knew that each missile had at least ten warheads in them, and he began to get scared.

‘So it turns out that there really is something to all the end of the world crap,’ he thought as he headed inside his house and down into his basement. He knew it would not be enough to protect him, but what else was he going to do? He had nowhere to go. Then he remembered his dogs and went back up to get them. He thought to himself that at least he was not totally alone when shit hit.

Then the power went out. He thought to himself that it must be an EMP. This was enough to get him to venture back outside, and as he got out of the front door, he heard a sound and this made him look at the missile again. He watched as it split into multiple pieces, but he could not tell how many, and he knew everyone, including himself, was fucked.

Dude stayed outside and watched long enough that he thought he would be able to see where they landed. He was thinking that he could maybe judge the distance of the explosions and then know if he was far enough away or not.

It did not work this way. As he watched the first warhead reach
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