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by 

HL Montgomery

Saturday, April 23

Hinkey Doolittle was standing at the kitchen sink peeling potatoes for supper the first time he saw it.  The early spring evening light had taken on that dusky quality that could sometimes make a person doubt what they saw. But in this case, Hinkey had no doubts at all.  

He stared out the kitchen window, mulling over whether to fix fried chicken or meatloaf to go with the potatoes, when it came running out of the trees just south of the house.  It then took a sharp left, which set it to running past the house along the deer path at the edge of the hunting woods.  

Hinkey’s first thought was that it was a scarecrow.  His second thought was that scarecrows couldn’t run, and what he was looking at was moving along that path at a pretty fair clip.  

It wore a strange-looking outfit of shiny silver material.  Its big green head had a little nub of a nose, a tiny slit of a mouth, and black, almond shaped eyes the size of a cow’s hoof.  As it drew even with the kitchen window, it looked directly at him, then threw up an arm and waved.

Hinkey dropped the potato he was peeling.

The creature ran on down the path, that big head bobbling back and forth.  Hinkey leaned toward the window, craning his neck to watch until the creature turned, darted back into the woods, and disappeared from sight.

“Slappy!”  he bellowed.  

He was halfway across the kitchen when his older brother came running from the front room.  

“What’s the matter, Hinkey?  Did you cut yourself?”

Hinkey’s mouth worked once or twice before he said:  “You ain’t gonna believe what I just seen!”

Slappy took a solemn, measuring look around the kitchen.  Cooking meals was Hinkey’s domain.  Cleaning up belonged to Slappy.

“I don’t reckon it was supper,” he said ponderously, “since it don’t look like they’s anything ready to eat.”

With his brain all a-bubble over what he’d just witnessed, Hinkey blurted out, “A space alien!”  His eyes were as huge as the ones he’d seen on the creature.

“Whut?”

“A space alien!  I seen a space alien out there, just as sure as I’m seeing you standing here in the kitchen!”  He grabbed Slappy by the sleeve of his shirt, hauling him over to the sink like a come-along.  “Come here!  Look over there!”  He pointed out the window.  “I seen it just there, coming out of the woods by that yellowbell bush, and then it turned and run along the deer path just this side.”

Slappy hooked his thumbs into his overalls and leaned over the sink, peering out the window to scan the path and the woods in both directions.  Straightening, he turned to his brother and his lips pulled back from his teeth in a terrible grimace.  Hinkey recoiled from the sight.  

“What in the Sam Hill is that?”

The terrible grimace faded.

“It’s my smile.  Miz Gentry told me I should smile more, and this seemed like a good time to.”

“Well, it ain’t.  When did she tell you that?”

“Last week at Belinda Sue’s wedding.”

“Well, don’t do it any more.  It’s a might disturbing.”

“Miz Gentry said it was a fine smile.”

“I’d reckon she was just being polite, then, because it’s enough to give a warthog nightmares—now, hold on just a dang minute!  I was trying to tell you what I seen and you got my brain going all kattiwumpus.  Now, it come out of the woods just there, the space alien did, running down the path just as I said, and when it got just there, straight in front of me over there by the woods, it turned its head to look at me, and waved.”

Slappy pondered that, the corners of his lips quivering, and asked, “How’d you know it was a space alien?”

Hinkey stared at him, dumbfounded.  

“How’d I know?  I know because it looked like one, that’s how I know!  It had a great big head—”  Hinkey raised his hands to either side of his head to indicate size, his eyes bulging with fervor.  “—a big ole green head, and no hair, not a single one, no eyebrows neither, just big huge eyes, like you see ‘em on the front of them newspapers at the grocery store.”

Slappy contemplated further, then asked, “Well, what’s it doing here?”

“Whut?”

“I said, what’s it doing here?  If it’s a space alien, why ain’t it out in space?”

“Well, because they come down here and kidnap people, that’s why.”

“Why do they do that?”

“So they can take ‘em up to their spaceship and run tests on them.  Don’t you read the front of them newpapers?”

“I don’t think I read the ones you read.  Besides, that don’t sound very friendly, and you said it waved at you.  Hey, I think what you seen was a deer.  They’ve got big eyes.”

“But they ain’t got green heads!  And it was running along on two legs, not four!  It wasn’t no deer.  You think I don’t know the difference between a space alien and a deer?  Oh!  And it had on black gloves, and had really long fingers, too, like maybe about a foot long.”

“Maybe what you seen was an octopus.”

“An octopus?  How do you get that?”

“They’ve got really long tentacles and they can run along the ocean floor on just two of them, and the rest of them just float around.  I seen it once on a TV show.”

“It ain’t an octopus!  Are you making fun of me?  Land sakes!  Just—just get on out of here, Slappy.  Go do whatever you was doing and let me finish dinner if you’re going to be like that.  Good glory, you try and tell a body something in all seriousness and they just make fun of you...”

“Well, call me when supper’s ready,” Slappy said, and laughing, he trudged back into the front room.  Sputtering with indignation, Hinkey turned back to the sink and began working with the potatoes again.  But as he did, he kept a sharp eye out on the woods.  Whether Slappy believed him or not, one thing was for sure.  He wouldn’t be doing any hunting in those woods anytime soon.

Saturday, April 30

A week passed, and the end of a long day of farming found Hinkey and Slappy sitting down to a supper of country style steak, creamed potatoes and gravy, and one of the last jars of string beans.  

Slappy sawed off a piece of steak and popped it into his mouth, chewing each bite deliberately.  Elbows on the table, he leaned slightly to his left and lifted his right hip.  What ensued was a flatulent whistle that rose a half octave before it trailed away.  He grunted and settled back onto his seat.  

Hinkey laid his fork on his plate, his mouth drawing into a frown that made him resemble a bullfrog.  Their mama had not cared for such as that, especially not at the dinner table, and Hinkey took after their mama.  He folded his arms and cleared his throat.

“Slappy.  Ain’t I asked you before not to go toot-toot at the table?”

Slappy swallowed the meat, shoveled up a forkful of mashed potatoes, and speared a few string beans to go with it.  

“Ain’t I asked you before not to th’ow a pail of fresh milk up in the air just because you thought you seen a space alien run acrost the barnyard waving at you?  No, I ain’t, because who would’ve ever thought I’d have to?  And now I ain’t got no milk for my coffee tonight.”

“I already said I was sorry about your milk,” Hinkey said crossly.

Slappy sucked the beans and potatoes off his fork, then studied the gleaming silver tines.

“You know I can’t sleep if I don’t have milk to go in my coffee in the evening.  It keeps me awake if I have to drink it plain.”

“Then don’t drink coffee.”

“I didn’t see no tea made.”

“Oh, for gosh sakes!”  Hinkey threw his hands up in the air.  “I’m sorry about that, too!  You know, that pail thunked me in the head on the way back down.  I wisht you’d have a care for that.”  He rubbed sorrowfully at the knot it had made.

“I might,” Slappy said, “if that thunk on your head had knocked the idea of a space alien out of it.  You know, I think what you seen was an owl.  They got big eyes, and in the twilight, them flapping wings might’ve made it look like it was waving at you.”

“It wasn’t no owl!” Hinkey shouted.  “I keep telling you, it had a big green head!  When have you ever seen a green owl?  And anyhow, it wasn’t flying.  It come running through the barnyard and like to have scared me to death.”

“Maybe you should have flung that pail of milk at it instead of tossing it up in the air.  Size of the head you say that thing has, you couldn’t hardly have missed.”  

Hinkey stared at his brother.  Slappy maintained a straight face for all of two seconds.  Then his nostrils went to quivering and Hinkey could tell he was just about to bust out laughing.

“Okay, you know what?  If all you can do is make fun of me, let’s just change the dadgum subject.  Can we do that?”

Slappy turned his attention back to his plate.  Hinkey carved off a piece of his own steak and forked it into his mouth.  Out in the henhouse, the chickens went to cackling and raising a ruckus.  Hinkey paused eating, but only briefly, as he quickly determined it was not a “There’s a varmint in the henhouse!” kind of ruckus that would make him run fetch his shotgun, but more of a “That’s my cricket, I seen it first!” kind of ruckus.  Old Betsy, whose meager contribution to the evening meal had been so woefully lost, mooed at the hens, and they all quieted, leaving nothing but the sounds of the two men eating.

Finally, Slappy broke the silence. 

“Sweet taters’ll be ready to go in tomorrow.” 

“Whut?”

“Sweet potato slips.  I checked on them this morning, and they’ll be ready to go in the ground tomorrow.”

Hinkey wiped up the last of the gravy with a biscuit.  “Well, that’s some hard planting but I do like a good sweet potato in the fall.”  

“Me, too.  You know, Hinkey, I was thinking, if we had a little help, that tater planting tomorrow could go a mite easier.”

“Well, I reckon everybody’s busy with their own planting, don’t you?”

“Maybe not.  What if you was to ask your friend the space alien to come help?”

Slappy leaped from his chair and darted for the safety of the front room as Hinkey raised his near-empty coffee mug, thinking to fling it at his brother.  But then a light went on in his brain, illuminating an idea, and he set the mug back down.  

What if he got a photograph of that space alien?  Slappy wouldn’t be able to make fun of him then, would he?  And by jinkies, Hinkey thought he could figure a way to do exactly that.

Saturday, May 6

“Hinkey!  Come quick!  A space alien!”

Slappy’s shout sent a jolt of alarm through Hinkey, who was working on a pizza for a Saturday night TV dinner.  He dropped the knife he’d been using to chop peppers
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