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Introduction
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Where do we find security? What happens when, even though we’re surrounded by that security, our worst nightmare comes to life?

What if we were raised differently from everybody else? What if we lived our lives like everybody else, but when we went home it was too different?

Would we stray from the confines of what we know, just to be normal? Just so we could be like everybody else?

Or would we stay within what we knew, no matter how strange it was?

From one weirdo to another, Stay weird and enjoy the ride!

You may be more normal than you know! And you just might learn to enjoy the worst nightmare of your weird universe.
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Dykerk
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Dykerk felt her claws tighten around him. He felt how strong they were. He felt how sharp they were. 

Dykerk was educated enough to know that the creature which held him was not a bird. For one thing birds had talons. This creature had claws instead of toes. Claws that felt as though they were made of the sharpest, strongest crystal. 

Other than that, the creature may have appeared to be roughly a bird, if one used a lot of imagination. And if a bird were six times as tall as a person. 

And, perhaps one could mistake this creature for a bird, if it were majestic or beautiful or any of those other attributes which made humans fond of birds.

Those things aside, Dykerk supposed it might be a bird or some far relative of a bird. 

But it obviously wasn’t a bird. 
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The Unfortunate One
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The creature who held Dykerk had no name. Or at least no one knew what its name was. So some called it a bird. Dykerk just called it the creature.

The creature’s claws closed more and more tightly around Dykerk as he prepared for sleep. Her claws were familiar. 

As far back as he could remember, Dykerk had always slept in those claws. And as far as he knew, he always would. 

When he was young, Dykerk thought that everybody slept in claws, just as he did. But he soon found out that not all were so fortunate. 

Unfortunately, when he made the mistake of stating how sorry he was that not everybody could sleep in claws, he was scoffed at and ridiculed. Apparently there were some who considered him to be the unfortunate one.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Days and Nights
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Dykerk had considered trying some night to not sleep in those claws. But something always called him back to them when it was time for sleep. He did not know if it was the familiarity of them; or if it was the fear that the creature would hunt him down if he did not return. 

Not that he’d ever had reason to fear the creature. But she was so different from him. And she was so enormous that he knew such horrible fears lay deep inside him, even if they never surfaced.

In this way, Dykerk lived from day to day. Each day was pretty much the same. 

During the day, Dykerk was free to walk on the ground. He assumed that was more like scampering to the creature. 

At night he lay down, ready to be enclosed in those wonderful, yet fearful claws.
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While Dykerk Slept
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Now, those claws closed closer around him until he could feel each one encircling him tightly. They held him too tight for movement, let alone for escape – even if he’d wanted to. 

And soon, Dykerk found himself drifting off to sleep. 

His passage into sleep took about thirty minutes. Each minute that passed pulled him much deeper into sleep than the previous minute. But that half hour gave him time to remember the most important things that had happened that day. 

Sometimes however, as tonight, he frittered away the time thinking wildly impossible thoughts. He wasted these precious moment musing on things he could never possibly know.

Tonight, Dykerk thought about what happened while he was asleep. He assumed that the creature carried him far up into the sky. 

It might almost be like floating among the clouds. 

The creature might even take him to her nest. Though he supposed aerie might be a more proper term. 

Dykerk had no idea if this was the case or not. Many times he had plotted ways and devised triggers to wake himself up during the night. It would be so grand to see things from that height. 

But none of his attempts had ever worked. He always remained asleep the entire night. In the morning he would slowly awaken, as the creatures claws uncurled around him. 

He knew others who said they had stayed awake all night long sometimes. But those others did not sleep in claws as he did.

Dykerk could feel that he was not far from sleep. He would be asleep in a few more minutes.

And tonight would be no different from the rest. He would sleep all the way through the night. He would never know if the creature could fly or if it was earthbound as was he. 

And no one else whom he had dared to ask seemed to know. Indeed they didn’t care where the creature went during the night, so long as it went away.
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A Primal Scream!
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Suddenly, Dykerk heard himself screaming. But no sound escaped his lips. They were as immobilized as the rest of him was. 

He could only breathe, and that shallowly. 

He must be dreaming. He started to relax again. Dykerk was no longer haunted by the scream, when it came again. 

He gasped. That was a motion that normally would have cost him. But the creature’s attention must have been focused elsewhere. And its claws had relaxed, just enough to allow him that “pleasure”. 

The creature must be chasing some vole – well, perhaps it was a very big vole. Dykerk drifted back towards sleep.

Then he felt himself gasp again as he realized he was plummeting towards the earth. Dykerk was falling, faster and faster. But somehow the earth never got any closer. 

Dykerk realized that somehow his eyes had opened. The creatures claws had relaxed enough that he had rolled over and was facing downward. Then his eyes had opened. 

They were flying very high now. He was very high above the ground. 

Dykerk heard himself mutter, “Very high, Very high, ...”, quite a few times.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Dale Stubbart






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





