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The keepers say I am a very fine specimen. I am lean, with sinewy muscle, and a healthy male in my species. Some may view me as an apex predator. Other predators view me as competition. However, like them we are all another predator’s prey.

I don’t know how long I’ve been here. I have lost track of time. It’s been at least five years, it must be.

The first year was tough. I tried repeatedly to escape, but to no avail. As the first year became the second and then the third my escape attempts became fewer and far between. By the time the fourth year came, there was really no point. Since then, I pretty much accepted my fate.

I know there isn’t much I can do.

Besides, I am a creature of habit. The keepers can detect when I do something out of the ordinary.

I guess the time isn’t really important. My survival and well being are.

I am an exhibit in a zoo. I have to admit I am treated well here. My keepers take good care of me. My diet is carefully regulated. I get annual physicals, exams, dental visits and shots as needed. The temperature in my enclosure is regulated to my liking to keep me comfortable. I also get exercise daily.

I really have no complaints about being here, except that I wish I was free.

Well, that’s not really true. At least about the complaints. I would like to see my family again and know they are all right.

My family consisted of my parents, two brothers and two sisters. I haven’t seen them since we were captured when we were roaming around wild and free. After we were caught, we were separated. I haven’t seen them in quite a while. I don’t even know if they are dead or alive.

The day we were captured is still fresh in my mind. I remember it like it was yesterday. We were out really doing nothing at the time, except roaming around, enjoying the nice warm weather. Other than that, we were just being a family. We had stopped to rest when, the next thing we knew, we had somehow been trapped. I knew my parents tried to resist as the rest of us attempted to flee. My brothers and I spread out and headed in different directions while my sisters stayed together and bunched up. They were caught first. I was the last one caught. I saw them all tranquilized and captured. That was our last time together as a family, and we were all sent our separate ways.

I can only hope they are in a place like this. They may not like or appreciate it, but they would be safe. Being an exhibit in a zoo isn’t all bad. Like I said, we’re treated well here. Taken care of, fed regularly and treated medically. 

True we have to put up with visitors from time to time, and they’re imitating us or calling out to us, but I know it could be far worse for me. 

Far worse.

I could be in some kind of circus, expected to perform and do some stupid tricks. If not, I would be punished, or put to use doing some hard labor there. I could be privately owned which might be better than a circus, but that might depend on the owner and what they wanted to do to me. Or, worse yet, I could be used for medical experimentation which would be the cruelest of fates. The thought of that is terrifying.

I just hope my family isn’t in one of them.

For a while I had to share my enclosure with an older male. He was not too bad. He spent the bulk of his time sleeping, eating and walking around. He was really too old to do anything and was not a threat to my own safety. It was nice having one of my own species around even if it wasn’t for very long. It seemed as if he were just waiting to live out his remaining days quietly, and then simply die.

Then one day his heart stopped. He went peacefully in his sleep. He seemed to welcome it. In the end, he was finally free of this place. Death had been his escape.  

From time to time I do think about escaping, but then I decide not to, remembering my previous lessons from before. Besides, I’m too far away from home...I have no idea where to go or how I would even get home.

I have no idea where home is anymore. 

It’s kind of sad how apex predators like my kind are no longer the dominant ones. Now, we are cared for, fed and are basically little more than ‘wild’ pets or exhibits. All of us, regardless of species and our sizes and strengths, have compromised with that fact. Then again, we all had to.

There was no choice.

We were subdued and captured by an even more dominant and smart apex predator.

But, like I’ve said earlier, I am alive and living my life. That beats being a dead trophy stuffed and mounted somewhere.

Since I’ve been here, and for more than a number of times a year, females are brought in for me to mate with. In five years, I think more than twenty of them. Some were more receptive and friendlier than others. Some, while hesitant, eventually gave in to it. I think the keepers got the desired results they were looking for since the females were kept around until they were all impregnated.

The first time I that I was expected to mate, I was hesitant and unsure of myself. But they let me have my way with them as much as I wanted for as long as I wanted. That was quite nice. But best of all was the companionship. I wasn’t alone. 

I know I have several offspring, both male and female out there. Where they’re at or how they are I don’t know. Then again, I wasn’t supposed to. I imagine they were sent off to other places like this.

Sometimes I wonder if that’s what my siblings are doing as well. Are my brothers to act as studs to females so they can breed some more and my sisters are sent off to be impregnated by other males for the same purpose?

While there is little I could do about it, I hope not.

At least my cage (or should I say my enclosure, because there are no physical bars holding me in) is fairly nice. There’s plenty of open area in which to roam, a decent shelter and all of the similar comforts of my real home. The entire enclosure’s surroundings are eerily reflective of where I used to live all my free life.

While there are no bars or fences of sorts keeping me in, there are towering walls equipped with electrical wiring that generates extremely uncomfortable but non-fatal charges. I’ve experienced them, while trying to escape a couple of times, when I was first here.

I know there are other animals around. I’ve seen them. From certain vantage points in my enclosure I can see bears, apes, and white-tailed deer.

The bears are very interesting. At times they are real characters. They seem happy and content enough and almost willing to do anything for food. Sometimes we look at each other for great lengths of time. I just wonder if we thought about similar things, like about being free.

I felt some sympathy for one poor old bear. I don’t know how long he was here, but it was much longer than if he had lived in the wild. He became old and ill, and had to be put to sleep. 

At least the keepers were gentle and humane about it.

Still it was kind of sad not seeing him out there frolicking in the sun and care-free. I had grown used to seeing him every day.

Now he’s gone.

I liked him way better than the monkeys.  

Also, nearby are the apes. This includes the gorillas, chimpanzees and others in the primate species. Whoever said they were directly related to men had to have been insane. On one hand they are right, especially in the fact that they care for their young and are social animals. On the other hand, I wonder. They are covered in hair and smell a lot worse. Besides, they act a lot dumber.

I observed some monkeys...well chimpanzees I think...run around and act stupid, throwing poop at each other. Besides, they aren’t very nice. On top of that they always seem to be fussing and fighting over something. I wish the keepers hadn’t put them so close. Some days I can smell them, and it is not good.

At least the gorillas don’t do that. They act stoic and pretty much keep to themselves.  

As for the deer nearby, they pretty much stay quiet and uninteresting. They are curious, and we watch each other but that’s about it. They just roam around peacefully, not bothering anybody. I wish at times I could eat one, but that is not happening. At least not here.

We’re in a zoo and deer are not on the menu here.

Still, all in all, they are nice to watch and observe. They aren’t as bothersome as the monkeys, nor do they stink like them.

My typical day is basically waking up, eating, roaming around my enclosure...sometimes I run around it, take a nap, roam around some more, eat again, then relax and watch the stars at night and wonder all kinds of random thoughts.

When females were provided you could add sex to my routine. Sometimes it was a couple of times of day or more. Not every day or all of the time, but enough. Certain times of the year and on a lot of days that was all we did. Other than eating and sleeping, there wasn’t a whole lot more to do than that.

I heard the keepers talking a while ago. I know I’ll be provided with female companionship soon. Plus, they told me directly. I may not be able to understand everything they say, but I understood that.

From what I could figure out, when there was only one of a certain species and it didn’t have companionship then it became depressed, and its life expectancy was shorter. 

I guess that was true for most of the species of animals here.

It makes sense. Many animals have a kind of social need for others of their species. 

Whether it was with one of the females that I mated with before or another one I have never met, I don’t know. I do wonder if this female has had other offspring or was saved for just this special occasion. I realize that’s why I was thoroughly cleaned earlier, so that I look my best.

Hopefully the keepers took the time to make sure we were compatible. I assume they probably have done so. I guess they do care about me to do that. They do treat me well and we’ve built up a kind of trust of sorts, especially since I no longer try to escape.

I’m not aggressive anymore around them either. When I used to be, I was always quickly sedated. 

Don’t get me wrong, I’m not totally complacent. I still long to be free. Every once in a while, I do show a temper and bare my fangs. It lets them know when I’m not pleased. But that isn’t very often.

Even though this is my home now, I still haven’t gotten totally used to the place. I know that I am watched and monitored most of the time, and this usually includes sex and most other bodily functions.

I know I’m watched when I sleep. Especially when there’s a female present. That’s a given. It’s probably to see how we interact when resting or sleeping.

For the keepers, my life is almost clinical in everything I do. That is how much I am studied and observed. It involves eating habits, sleeping habits, mating habits, all activities and even grooming habits. It goes on and on.

For now, I’ll take a walk in the wooded area of the enclosure. It’s peaceful and relaxing there. It reminds me of home. It’s similar to the area where my family and I were captured. It has all the familiar trees and foliage, the same tall grass, a flowing stream, wildflowers and even a tremendously large stone that’s flat on the top where I sit and rest upon several times each day.

It’s very scenic, and I like it here. It’s my favorite part of the enclosure. I know most of the females I mated with like it, too.

Like life, some days are better than others. Most days I am pretty happy and content. Very few others I am not. Mostly because of the loneliness here.

Because of that, some days I have trouble deciding what to do. 

I imagine getting a companion will change that. We will be spending almost every waking hour together or near each other.

I figure we will get acquainted first, and depending on the female it might take a little while.  I may offer my food to her as a kind of welcoming friendly gesture. This, I hope, will be regarded in the right way. Then if we are really compatible, we will eventually mate. If that happens, and we have offspring, I wonder if we’ll be allowed to keep them this time. I know they let some species keep their offspring out of necessity. It would be nice if they did the same.

I hear my keepers approaching. I’d better be ready and greet them like I usually do. Apparently, they are finally bringing my companion. I have to admit I am more than a little curious, excited and even concerned.

Hopefully we are compatible. I would hate to end up with a companion that I would fight with.

The keepers are now moving me to an area of the enclosure where I can see, but where I am not too close. They do not want me to frighten the female or make her uncomfortable by appearing too aggressive upon our meeting.

From what I can tell they want us to be introduced slowly and gradually to each other. I think it’s to make sure we get along and for our own safety.

That is understandable.

So, for now I’ll just wait until told to move forward.

Here come the keepers. There are two in front, four that are around my new female companion who are partially obstructing my view of her and two in back of her.

I watch with growing anticipation and uncertainty as they enter my enclosure. I have backed up a couple of steps to show I’m not aggressive.

Finally, I am able to see the female of my species. Physically, she’s a very fine specimen...the finest I’ve seen and encountered so far. She’s sleek, with fine lines and curves, while her hair and body have a nice sheen to them.

She’s seen me and is looking over at me curiously. I don’t sense any apprehension from her in any way. That is good.

The keepers are slowly leading me over towards her. As I get nearer to her, she’s even more impressive up close and it seems she’s looking at me the same way that I am at her. We both notice that the keepers are slowly backing away to see what happens next. 

It became a kind of friendly, non-aggressive stand-off, with us just staring.

I have decided to end this by giving the female some of my food. She has taken it and begun to eat. She seems to have accepted my gesture of friendship and possible kinship.

The female is slowly approaching me and sniffing. She has a fragrance to her that is very welcoming and nice. The female is leaning into my body, touching me, and trusting me.

I think we’re compatible. Slowly the keepers are exiting our enclosure. I think they know or believe we’re compatible as well. They should be happy with this. Two very fine specimens of our species, compatible and finally put together in a single enclosure.

After a few hours of getting better acquainted and sitting side-by-side, the keepers returned. At first, we were filled with great fear and apprehension because we both thought they were going to take one of us away or separate us again.

The keepers went about their business, only occasionally keeping a wary eye on us. We noticed they were erecting a sign, and after its completion they departed. We know they would return soon to feed us again.

We both headed over to check out their handiwork. We stood there reading the sign that read in several different languages we weren’t familiar with, including one in English: Earthlings - Male & Female: Homo sapiens.

She leans her head on my shoulder, totally comfortable with me, as I put my arm around her to try and be reassuring. I can tell we both need each other. I still cannot get over how beautiful and friendly she is. I can hardly wait for us to make love. Right now, it’s just nice being next to her.  

It truly has been an eventful day. We both gained much wanted and needed companionship today. We will continue to get acquainted and to know each other better, get some much-needed sleep and live our future together. 

We are just two very fine specimens, a very long way from home and dreaming of freedom.     
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I have never been a believer in much of anything, I guess...other than what I could see and feel through some kind of analysis or research.

Don’t get me wrong, I believe in God, the hereafter and have a mild religious faith. I’ve been to church and a semi-regular at our local one, meaning I don’t go every Sunday.

Still, being an anthropology professor at Oakland University, the metaphysical and the unknown had taken a backseat to history and cultures...the real, the here and the now.

The thought of psychic phenomena and some kind of life on other worlds never even truly crossed my mind much.

At least until now.

This story started at the middle of my winter semester when I’d been diagnosed with lymphoma. I decided during my treatment I would take a sabbatical until fall semester.

I taught only part of the winter semester and worked my treatments around my classes when I was actually able to teach. My colleagues filled in when I couldn’t. I even had one take over one of my classes entirely.

After my last round of chemotherapy, my wife Kelly and I decided to take me up to our cottage near Rogers City for the rest of the summer. Kelly and the boys would come up on weekends and eventually stay when school let out. Our oldest son, Ryan, was in second grade, while our next oldest Kyle was in first and Matt was in kindergarten, so they had a little time left before school ended.

The boys in particular loved this, because up north to them was like one big adventure-filled playground or an undiscovered country. All three could spend all day playing outside with nary a thought of eating or playing one of those confounded video games that are little better than domestic zombie-makers out of kids.

There was an ample amount of property which we had to ourselves, and lots of woods, fields and farmland nearby. Plus, there was always Lake Huron right close to us. It all made for quite a setting.

When we first arrived, the boys helped unload their belongings and some of ours before getting distracted and began running around and playing. Kelly and I finished unpacking after some rest breaks and lunch.

Sensing that my energy level was still on the wane, she asked me if I was tired and I answered just a little and that I would be alright.

About an hour after, we were greeted by our closest neighbor’s son, Bobby, a thirteen-year-old, who was, for lack of a better word, a special-needs child. Even so, he had a heart of gold, was honest and a very gentle soul. The boys thought of him like a big brother or a cousin. They would play everything from board games to army together and all got along very well.

He would also always bring Kelly some flowers. Though some of them were weeds or little better than wildflowers, she appreciated the thought and received them gracefully.

Even with his handicap, or challenge, Kelly and I both had to admit that Bobby had a keen insight to many things. He could grasp many concepts, if explained in certain terms and with patience.

His warmth and great personality were appreciated and welcomed every time he visited. He was like family to us.

On this visit, after he gave Kelly an assortment of wildflowers ranging of blue, orange and yellow, he was excited to tell us about some new great discovery he’d made.

“It’s my ultimate find,” he exclaimed with excitement.

He pulled out of his jean pocket a sort of stone or gem-like artifact. It was different from anything I had previously seen.

“I found it in the field,” he announced proudly. “I don’t know what it is, but it came from out of the sky during the last bad thunderstorm we had. See!”

Bobby handed Kelly the item.

She held it up in the light, as we both looked at it intently.

It was the size of a pearl onion and was cloudy, white and smooth, almost to the point of being polished. Yet, something about it appeared organic.

“What do you think it is, Michael?” Kelly asked.

I just shook my head. “Boy, I wish I knew,” I replied. “But I don’t know. It sure is different and definitely interesting.”

“There were lots and lots of others,” Bobby volunteered. “I bet there were millions and millions of them. But after a while they must have went into the ground, because they were all gone after a day or so.”

Both Kelly and I exchanged glances and shrugged at this new-found artifact, and gave it back.

We then invited Bobby to dinner and thought nothing more about the matter as we went about our business of opening up the cottage and unpacking.

After dinner, and another game or two with the boys, Bobby decided it was time that he went back home.

As evening approached, we began to settle into our Northern Michigan ritual. Dinner was over, and the boys had settled down considerably, after getting their fill of the fresh air and outdoors. They had settled into their own childhood routine.

While the boys were roasting marshmallows by the fire that I’d started in our fire pit, Kelly and I were sitting on the deck sipping glasses of wine. We watched as late afternoon slipped into dusk and then became nightfall. Soon a clear and starry night was upon us.

In the distance, on Lake Huron, we could make out the lights of some mega-freighter silently passing by on calm waters. It was always a sight to behold when one so large passed by.

Physically I was tired, but I felt good and very relaxed. While not as strong as I had been before the cancer, I was feeling like I was slowly getting back to my old self. I reached over and quietly held Kelly’s hand, and she smiled at me.

“You know, I had my doubts about you coming up here and staying by yourself for a while,” she announced. “But you seem better up here. Then again, you always did. It’s as if this is a kind of sanctuary where you recharge your personal batteries.”

I nodded in agreement and said, “Yeah.”

She smiled. “Maybe it’s the positive energy from all of the good memories we’ve had up here. After all, the boys were conceived up here.”

We just quietly smiled at each other.

After finishing off their marshmallows, the boys continued to watch the fire for another hour before Kelly herded them inside and off to bed. We knew they were tired when they sat there and hardly said a word. Even their protests had feeble energy in them.

As I sat outside, alone, I was overcome by the feeling that I was not alone and that I was being watched. I was certain of it. I cautiously looked around, scanning the darkness, trying to see what perceived horror of sorts was nearby.

It was not unusual to spot an occasional black bear, a fox or a coyote in the area, while deer and elk were plentiful too, since they were natural residents here. I continued to stare into the night, seeing nothing.

Only a gentle breeze rustling through the nearby trees.

It wasn’t cold, but a chill ran through me.

I was certain I was being watched. I just laughed it off and shrugged it off, telling myself that it was a slight case of paranoia brought upon by wine, fatigue and by not being up here for a few months.

After scanning the property one last time, I shook my head and went inside. I had to help Kelly kiss the boys goodnight and finish the further unpacking of my items. Besides, I was not comfortable staying out there by myself.

Something about it felt eerie.

That eerie feeling would soon become a distant and insignificant memory. About an hour after the boys finally crashed, Kelly and I went to bed and made love.

This was our first night at the cottage tradition. Soon, like the boys, we too were asleep.

Sometime during the early morning hours around three a.m. I woke up and used the bathroom. Every now and then, it was my habit to wander through the darkened cottage and check on things. It was so peaceful and quiet. I think that was the beauty of being up here, the peace and quiet. I don’t know why I did this. I wasn’t worried about burglars...it was something I just did.

As I reached the door that faced the large meadow between us and our nearest neighbors, I noticed something. There appeared to be thousands of very diminutive lights glistening on the ground. It almost resembled a miniature ant-sized city in the grass.

I rubbed my sleepy eyes and glanced out the door again. The lights I’d seen momentarily were not quite as bright. I attributed this to early morning dew or some other similar atmospheric condition reflecting moon or starlight.

The eerie feeling returned momentarily, but I was tired and went back to bed. Once in bed, the lure of Kelly’s naked body next to mine was much stronger than what I had glimpsed in the meadow.

Shortly after I returned, Kelly woke up and we made love again.

It felt good to be getting some of my stamina back that had been so depleted from the earlier chemotherapy. I was beginning to feel more energetic, but knew I had a little further to go.

With the morning light came a new day and a new adventure began.

The boys, like on every other Saturday, were up early and ready to start a new day. Kelly told me to stay in bed a little longer, while she started breakfast.

On the way up here, she’d promised to make the boys her special “he-man” breakfast with eggs, bacon, hash browns, toast and silver dollar pancakes, for her manly men. The boys especially loved this since they got to help.

Kelly must have had the patience of a saint and the skill of a magician to get three young rambunctious boys to settle down enough to help out preparing a large breakfast without making it a disaster. How she managed to do that, I’ll never know. But she always managed to pull it off.

The boys came and got me when it was ready, and we were soon enjoying a feast. All of us ate like famished, hard working men getting ready for some kind of massive undertaking.

Once we were finished, the boys and myself got cleaned up and we went out for a walk while Kelly did the dishes, straightened and got cleaned up herself.

Whether it was purely by chance or subconsciously, the boys and myself began to walk the entire meadow. It was filled with dandelions that had not yet opened.

The fact that they weren’t in bloom disappointed Kyle and Matt, since they would not have any “flowers” to take back to Mom. I told them that it was all right, and that the wildflowers across the street were much prettier and they could pick them for her later. This seemed to satisfy them momentarily, as they headed off on to some other mini-adventure.

As soon as Kelly finished cleaning and getting ready, we decided to head into town and stock up on some supplies and just look around.

Our first destination was the Rogers City IGA. While Kelly went about doing some of the more practical shopping, I kept the boys entertained with more frivolous distractions.

It never failed to amaze me, that every time I pointed out the cow tongue, all three boys would stick their tongues out, as if on queue, Ryan leading the way as Kyle and Matt would follow. If only I had a camera to take a picture of our three little guys doing that.

Without sounding too cliché, it was priceless.

It’s funny how you not only notice, but enjoy those moments, especially after you have dealt with cancer or some other potentially fatal disease. Times like that can give you some perspective. No matter how small or insignificant, I was going to do my best to not take those moments for granted again.

We then moved on to other things.

I started to chuckle when all three boys made faces of disgust and blew the raspberry as we passed the liver in the meat section. I had to say that I agreed with them on that.

We soon rendezvoused with Kelly. Needless to say, the boys were their usual exuberant selves when they saw Mom again, even though I doubt it’d been ten minutes. They were more excited when they saw the Mackinaw Island Fudge ice cream that she picked out for them.

Echoes of “Thanks Mom,” rung out in the aisle, followed by a couple of hugs.

“Yeah, thanks Mom,” joked the store manager as he walked by to do another task.

“You’re welcome,” Kelly said, jokingly. “But, I’m too young to be your mom.”

The manager then turned, smiled then saluted, and was on his way.

“Honey, would you go next door to the pharmacy and get some Tylenol and band aids, you know the ones for knees and elbows, and some Neosporin?”

“Yeah, sure,” I replied. “You boys stay with Mom, I’ll be right back.”

Once in the drugstore, I immediately found the Tylenol and bandages. Being a parent of three boys, you learn right away where to find those things. Now, the really tough decision was which particular Neosporin to get, since there was more than one kind...

As I was differentiating between two of them, I accidently caught some of the conversation that the pharmacist Fred Smalley and one of our distant neighbors Al Voegel were having.

“I’m telling you Fred, there is something strange in that field west of my place,” Al said. “The only thing out there are a bunch of dandelions. The dogs won’t even venture out there and that was one of their favorite areas to run in. I know I’m not crazy. They just stand there and look at it. And they didn’t start doing this until the dandelions came into bloom.”

“Maybe you need to go to the feed store or the hardware and get something to kill them,” Fred replied. “They’re just a bunch of weeds anyways. Maybe your dogs haven’t seen them before.”

“Goddammit, Fred, I’m not paranoid,” said Al, slightly irritated. “I went out there myself and I got a strange feeling and I ain’t one of those conspiracy people like Ned Farrow. There is something different about them and I can’t explain exactly what it is.”

“I believe you, Al,” replied Fred. “I really do, but there has to be a logical explanation. If Ned Farrow was telling me this I’d have to take it with a grain of salt, because we all know how he his.”

“I know,” Al said, glumly.

“He’d be telling me it’s the people in the black helicopters, or UFO’s” Fred continued. “Maybe it’s just some anomaly.”

“Maybe,” Al said. “Well, I gotta run. I’ll see you later.”

“Sure thing, Al.”

After Al left, I approached the Pharmacists counter. “Hi, Fred,” I said.

“Hey, Professor, how are you doing?” Fred asked. “You get through the treatments alright?”

“Yep, and I’m not doing too bad,” I replied. “I’m a little worse for wear, but I’ll be all right.”

“Good, good.”

“Something bothering Al?” I inquired.

Fred shook his head. “I don’t know. If it was Ned Farrow, I’d say it was just normal paranoid Ned. But, Al Voegel, well that’s another story completely.”

I just nodded in agreement. “I was just wondering, has anybody seen Ned, recently?” I asked.

Fred thought for a moment. “You know, I haven’t seen him since before the big storm that came through.”

“Hmmm,” I grunted. “Say Fred, which type of Neosporin should I get?”

“Go with that one,” he said, pointing to the one I had in my right hand. “The original is still the best.”

“Thanks.”

“So, how long are you up for?” Fred asked.

“Kelly and the boys are dropping me off so I can rest and relax,” I answered. “I’m on sabbatical. When school lets out, Kelly and the boys will join me.”

“Good. Well, give her my best,” said Fred.

When I left the pharmacy, I felt as though I came away with more than I’d expected.

After shopping and taking the groceries back to our place, we made a picnic lunch and headed off to Forty Mile Point Lighthouse and the small roadside park there. The boys loved it. Kelly and I could relax a bit and watch the great freighters and other ships pass by on Lake Huron, while the boys swam a little, played, burned off some energy and explored the remains of the wreck of the Joseph S. Fay that lie onshore.

“I guess that storm was a doozy,” Kelly announced. “I overheard a couple of the ladies in town talking and they still seemed a bit disturbed by it.”

“Yeah,” I agreed. “I heard the same thing from Fred and Al Voegel in the pharmacy.”

“I’m glad we weren’t up here then,” she said.

“Me too.”

After about a couple of hours, we gathered up the boys and headed back to the cottage. Two of the boys had dozed off in the car on the way back.  

Once we arrived home, Kelly and I carried in what we’d purchased while the boys dozed in the car. After, we carried Kyle and Matt inside and put them to bed. Ryan somehow staggered inside and crashed on the living room couch.

With the boys napping, we quickly put away the groceries and decided to do the same.

After about an hour, I got up. I left Kelly still sleeping peacefully in bed. Something was nagging at me and I couldn’t sleep any longer, anyways. So I grabbed a Coke out of the refrigerator and went outside.

Outside, I was greeted by the sight of Bobby standing out in the field by himself. He looked to be having a conversation with some imaginary friend. Strangest of all was, he kept looking down, talking to the ground, and all that was there were dandelions.

I watched as he got down on his hands and knees and continued the conversation. I waved at him but he didn’t see me, being engrossed in his conversation.

I called out to him. “Bobby!” and waved again.

He turned and smiled. He then said one last thing, waved and walked over to me.

“So, what are you doing, Bobby?” I asked. “Pretending?”

“No, just talking to my new friends,” he replied.

“Really?” I asked, with typical adult skepticism. “Who?”

“I dunno, but they’re from really a far ways away,” he said earnestly. “I bet they come from more than a thousand miles away.”

“Oh,” I replied curiously. “Did they say where they were from?”

“Somewhere in outer
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