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It was a cold morning in Moosejaw, when the aliens landed. Cody was deep asleep when it happened; he’d missed the whole thing. Cody had stayed up all night playing Xbox with his friend, Cassandra. She’d moved to Toronto a few months ago, so they only got to hang out online, or on the phone. And it wasn’t as good as before, when she’d lived right next door – but at least he still got to spend time with her. 

Cody was buried under his pile of blankets, when he heard his bedroom door open. Cody had no idea why anyone would be coming into his room at this early hour. He didn’t have school – it was a Saturday. He’d been planning on sleeping in till noon, and then getting up for lunch. 

“Honey, get up,” Aunt Justine said, shaking him awake. “Something’s happened.” 

Cody groaned, throwing his hand over his face.  He slowly opened his eyes, and looked blearily up at her. “Come one. We need to go outside.”

“What is it?” Cody asked, annoyed. “It’s Saturday. I’m not getting up.”

“Something’s happened,” Aunt Justine repeated. “Come on! Put your sneakers on. We have to go outside.” 

That was the last thing that Cody wanted to do. He immediately pulled his blanket over his face, trying to snuggle down further. She pulled the blankets back. Cody shivered violently, and curled up into the fetal position. 

“God – what the hell is wrong with you, Justine?” He asked, finally sitting up. Cody sniffed the air. “Is something burning? Did you leave the food in the oven for too long again?”

“No. It’s . . . outside.” Justine’s hair was long – down to her waist in waves and curls. Normally, she braided it every morning so that it fell down her back in two French braids. But today, it was loose and messy. “Cody, come on.”

Cody could tell from the urgency in his aunt’s voice, that something was terribly wrong. He sat up, and yanked on his sneakers. Cody changed quickly, slipping into jeans, and throwing on his red plaid shirt over his pyjamas on his way out the door. He could hear loud voices in the hallway; it sounded like Mr. Matthews, their elderly neighbour, who owned the yappy Chihuahua. And there were shouts from down the hall, of what sounded like the neighbour who’d just moved in down the hall – the one with the baby. 

Cody was met with a blast of frigid air, when Justine opened the door. It looked like they weren’t the only ones leaving their apartments – everyone was. The apartment complex’s carpeted stairs were full of people, most of them still in their pyjamas and slippers. It was a slow walk down the four flights of stairs. The elevator never worked; it had broken down last year. The landlord had never bothered to get it fixed. Their apartment building wasn’t in the greatest condition, but the rent was cheap enough, and that was what mattered. 

“What do you think happened?” Agatha asked him, as she stood beside on the crowded sidewalk. Cody glanced down at her. Agatha was short, only up to his elbow, with a faint moustache growing on her upper lip. She was a struggling actress in her fifties, always telling everyone she was ‘this close’ to scoring a big role. Cody knew she hadn’t had a TV role since her two-episode stint on that cheesy vampire show a few years back. He kind of felt bad for her. Agatha was a great woman, but she was not the greatest screen actor. 

“I’m not sure,” Cody said, rubbing the sleep out of his eyes. It was too early for any of this. “I just woke up.” 

The street was already starting to fill up. There were residents from not only his building, but also from all the surrounding ones as well. It was so early that a lot of kids were still clad in their garish, cartoon pyjamas, some of them clutching stuffed animals. Neighbours were protectively holding their pets close to their chest, and a few elderly couples were holding their partner’s hands. One by one, the crowd started staring upwards – some of them pointing, others gasping in fright. Cody followed suit, squinting upwards to see what had garnered so much attention. 

His mouth fell open when he took in the strange sight in the sky, and he was filled with both awe and horror. It was a spaceship. That’s what Cody thought, as he stared upwards, his mouth falling open in surprise. He thought that he must be dreaming; there was no way that this could be real. It wasn’t the flat, disk-like kind of UFO that was often portrayed in films. No, this was much, much different. But it was still definitely alien. The ship was a large, ominous sphere – charcoal grey in colour. It was suspended in the air, twenty or thirty stories above them. There were smaller sections that protruded below the main part of the ship that whirred underneath, like ceiling fan blades. Cody could hear a high-pitched whine, and he clamped his hands over his ears. 

“What the hell is that?” Cody shouted out, fearfully looking around. “Justine?”

For a second, Cody couldn’t find his aunt anywhere. His heart pounded in his ribcage, and he began to panic. But then, Cody spotted Aunt Justine a few feet away, crouched down beside Mrs. Spalding, who lived on the second floor. Mrs. Spalding’s two cats were curled up together in a plastic carrier beside her on the curb. Cody stepped towards his aunt, calling out her name. She reached up and grabbed his hand, and squeezed it reassuringly. 

“What is it?” Cody asked, turning to her for answers. “Where’d it come from?” 

“That thing in the sky, it showed up about ten minutes ago,” Justine said, shooting him a scared look. “I was on the phone with your mom, and I-I looked outside. That spaceship – it just showed up.”

Cody’s mother was in Vancouver, working at her new job. He’d been given the choice to relocate to Vancouver with her, or stay in Saskatchewan with his aunt. Cody had chosen to stay; he didn’t want to start at a new school. And he wasn’t one for oceans, and mountains. The prairies were much better. 

As they stood there, Cody could hear distant sirens. Police, ambulance, even fire trucks by the sounds of it. He shivered in the cold, spring breeze – and he knew that he should’ve changed into something warmer. His shirt was fairly warm, but his jeans had large rips on both knees. Fashionable, but not great for the cold weather. The ground was still white with frost, though at least they hadn’t had any snow for a few weeks. He didn’t know what to do in a situation like this. The ship continued to hover over them, unmoving. It was unnerving. 

“It’s aliens, isn’t it?” Justine asked him, her eyes growing wide. “This is some kind of invasion, right?”

“Yeah. Looks like it,” Cody said, nodding. He looked back up at the spaceship, fearful of the aliens. The spaceship looked like it was made of metal. Smooth all around, not a single window or opening in sight. It was unnerving. “An alien invasion.” 

They stayed there for a few minutes, watching the ship floating high above them. There was no change; the ship continued to hover high above them. There were conversations taking place all around them – people wondering what they should do. Was it safe, being down below, under the ship? What if the aliens vaporised them? Or what if the aliens beamed them aboard their ship, kidnapping them and bringing them into deep, dark space? Nobody knew what to make of it.  They had no way of knowing if the aliens had good intentions, or not. 

“Come on,” Cody said, finally forcing himself to look away from the strange sight. He glanced over at his aunt, seeing how scared she was. “Aunt Justine, let’s get out of here. We need to go back inside. Listen to the sirens, the police are going to be here any second.” 

“Maybe we should wait a minute,” Justine said. “Don’t you want to know what happens next?” 

“No. We should go.” Cody had a bad feeling about staying. He could hear the distinct sound of a low-flying chopper up above them. It was a news helicopter. Cody squinted, shading his eyes with his hand. A flurry of dust and leaves swirled around his feet. “Let’s go inside.” 

Cody could see the red and blue lights reflecting on the windows of the building on the corner, as the police cars began arriving. It would be a shitshow once the cops showed up, and he wanted no part of that. The crowd had begun to disperse, and Cody and Justine followed some of their neighbours back into their apartment building. He glanced behind him, and saw that some of their neighbours, like Agatha, were still staring wide-eyed at the spaceship. 

Once they were back inside their apartment, Aunt Justine locked the door, then attached the chain. They both felt immediate relief now that they were inside the locked apartment. Cody ran to the TV, and switched it on. The spaceship was already all over the news. There was live footage from the helicopter outside, as it circled the block – cameras pointing at the spaceship hovering above. The cameraman zoomed in, trying to get a better look at the ship. 

“It doesn’t feel real,” Aunt Justine said, in nearly a whisper. She sat down on the couch beside him. “Aliens! I never thought I’d see something like that.” 

“Yeah, it’s like a sci-fi movie, or something.” Cody leaned forward, staring at the TV screen with rapt attention. 

For the next few hours, Aunt Justine and Cody stayed put in front of the TV. A few times, they would go to the window and peer outside. The entire block was locked down, police cruisers and firetrucks parked on either side of the street. The neighbours had been instructed to go indoors. Cody was anxious, uncertain what was going to happen next. This was not how he’d envisioned his Saturday at all. 

The spaceship was still
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