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The sound of bagpipes playing ‘Amazing
Grace’ can be a mournfully glorious thing; bless Mr. MacPherson’s
heart for trying, but today it’s one of those
fingernails-on-a-chalkboard kind of things, as grating as a whole
cluster of first year clarinet players squeaking and screeching in
search of a single note. The kind of sound that would have suited
Daniel – he loved to irritate people.

I loved him for how he irritated me; yes,
even for that. If we were to stop the proceedings and open his
coffin, I wouldn’t be surprised to find him lying there with a big
smirk on his face, and then he would say that the bagpipes sound
better than the crowd of people who trying to sing along, and he’d
be right. I’m glad they’ve come out behind the church to be with
us, anyway.

I keep wondering if the way he ended up was
my fault. But I didn’t make that damn meteor crash into our well.
And I didn’t make Daniel drink that water. I hated the taste of our
well water even before all that, but he wasn’t willing to lay out
good money on one of those fancy filtration systems, so I drank
nothing but bottled. He’d bellyache about the expense, but not too
much; he did love me, too.

It was a typically hot Texas night for
mid-August, not hardly cooling off from the day at all, so we had
the upstairs windows open while we lay on each other in bed. No one
lived anywhere near enough to hear us trying to start a family, and
we didn’t have a care in the world, until…

“What was that?” I asked.

“Did the earth move?” Daniel smiled as he
rolled off me.

“Not that,” I whispered. “Didn’t you hear
that thud?”

“Sorry, honey, I was busy,” he smirked.
“Daisy probably got into something downstairs.”

Our golden retriever was just a pup, but a
big one and full of mischief, so we’d close the bedroom door to
keep her from distracting us when we were getting intimate. But
what I’d heard was from outside. Daniel reached for me, but I
pushed his hand away. I would have slapped it back, but I was
afraid it would be heard.

“Cut it out!” I hissed. “I think someone’s
out there.”

“Oh, come on, Vera, who would be…?”

“Check, will you?”

I could be just as pig-headed as him, and he
knew it, so he rolled off the bed and walked over to the window,
where I could see him silhouetted in the moonlight. I would have
rather been admiring the view as he bent over and rested his hands
on the roof outside the window, but that wasn’t all that was going
on.

“What the hell…?” he said.

“Who is it?”

“I don’t see anyone, but it looks like
there’s smoke coming from the pickup,” he said.

“Smoke?”

He came back from the window and pulled his
jeans on.

“I’m going outside to have a look.”

He headed downstairs and I heard the screen
door swing shut behind him while I pulled on my nightgown. When I
got outside I saw that the smoke had nothing to do with the pickup
- it was coming from what was left of our well. Daniel was shining
his flashlight on it – it looked like someone had taken a
sledgehammer to it and took out a huge chunk of the roofing and the
crank was splintered and unusable, and what wood was left was
smoldering. I could hear the pump was still working, though, so at
least we’d have water in the house.

The part of the stone retaining wall that
faced away from the house was fractured. He was holding his light
on this orangish-looking rock I hadn’t seen before imbedded in the
cracked wall.

“What is that?” I asked.

“Don’t know.”

He looked around and found himself a stick
and prodded the rock.

“It looks like one of those meteor rocks
like they have at the science museum,” he said.

“You mean from outer space?”

“Yeah. Good thing it didn’t hit the
truck.”

And then as he prodded it, the meteor opened
up like it was going to split in two and his stick slid inside, and
this black slug-like thing oozed out onto it. It reminded me of
that movie, the one with Steve McQueen, where this old man is using
a stick to mess with a meteor and this slimy blob crawls up the
stick and eats him alive. I freaked out.

“Don’t touch it!” I shouted.

It looked like this giant slug was moving
deliberately away from that space rock, like maybe it didn’t like
it being so hot or something. It had a hold of Daniel’s stick now,
and I just knew it was going to head right for him.

“Drop it!” I screamed.

I don’t normally scream mind you; I think
women who scream at the drop of a hat give the rest of us a bad
name, but sometimes it’s called for, and it sure felt like this was
one of those times. I spooked Daniel so much he let go without
thinking, and the stick and that slug fell into the well. We heard
it plop into the water.

“God, Vera, take it easy,” he said.

“But that thing…”

“That thing better not clog the pump,” he
said, and he leaned over the well and shone his flashlight down
where you could see it reflecting off the water. "It’s floating on
the top - we ought to be okay."

We went inside and he checked to make sure
the sink worked and all. Then we went back upstairs to finish what
we’d started.


The next morning he was up with the sun like
usual - growing up out here on the farm the way he did, he didn't
need to rely on an alarm clock. He'd rib me about how all us city
folk are too lazy to get up on our own without a ruckus. I
stretched on the bed for a bit and listened to the ring of metal on
metal before I got up and went to the window. I could see him going
at the well with a hammer and a crowbar. There were already dirt
and sweat marks on his t-shirt.

"What are you doing?" I called down to
him.

"Need to fix up the well so we can draw up
water if we need to," he said. "You know, this meteor ought to be
worth something."

"Who would you sell it to?"

"Doc Miller's coming by this morning - we
can ask him."

Doc Miller’s pretty smart, and knows lots
about all sorts of things. Most people don’t know that animal
doctors spend more time in school than human doctors do. If anyone
around here would know about anything, he would.

"When's he going to be here?"

"Around ten."

"You want breakfast?"

"Of course."

I heard Daniel come in through the screen
door while I was slipping my sundress over my head. I made it down
to the kitchen in time to see him finish downing a glass of water
and refill it at the sink.

"Why are you drinking that stuff?" I
asked.

“It’s thirsty work out there,” he said.

He lifted the glass to his lips but I was
having none of it.

“Put that down!” I said.

He stopped with the glass tilted towards his
mouth, but not enough to start drinking again, and looked at me.
Daniel doesn’t generally listen, and on most things that’s not a
big deal, but he could tell I was dead serious about this.

“That is so gross!” I said. “At least get
that thing out of the well before you drink any more of it.”

That’s all I was really thinking at the
time. The well water tasted bad enough already, and now this thing
had fallen into the well and was doing who knows what in there.
Like I’d said – it was gross.

I got a bottle of water from the fridge and
pushed it at him. He took it from me and set the glass on the
window sill, then wrapped me in a tight, sweaty bear hug.

“Eughgh! Let go of me,” I said.

I only pretended to struggle to push him
away, but I twisted my head sideways so his big wet kiss wound up
on my cheek instead.

“If you think I’m going to let you kiss me
after you’ve been drinking space-slug juice, you have another thing
coming,” I said, and he let me push him away. “And you make sure
you take a shower before you try that later.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he smiled.

“Don’t sass me,” I said. “Now get out of the
kitchen so I can make breakfast.”

He went back outside while I lit the stove
and set out the pans to make his blueberry pancakes, and sausage
links, and eggs from our hen house, over easy the way he liked
them. Daisy started pestering me for scraps, and I knew if she got
underfoot too much I’d get burned, so I pushed her out the door and
went back to my cooking.

I looked out the window over the sink and I
could see Daniel out there. He had taken out the long pole he had
rigged with a scoop net back when one of our ducklings had fallen
in the well, and he was fishing around for that slug. Well, at
least he was taking that to heart.

I would have shouted him a warning to be
sure not to touch it, or let it touch him, but my fears from the
previous night about the alien blob were pretty much gone by then.
Seeing something like that in the dark is a whole lot different
than standing in your own kitchen with grease popping and the
sunlight streaming through the window.

The sun was shining through the glass of
water Daniel had left on the sill, too, and I could see the little
bit of sediment settling to the bottom, same as usual. I don’t like
water where you can see things in it, but Daniel says there’s
nothing wrong with the minerals coming out of the well – it’s the
way he grew up, and it didn’t seem to have hurt him any.

I shook my head and reached for the glass to
dump it out, but I stopped before I touched it. There were these
little black stringy things moving around in the water. It wasn’t
like the water was moving them - they were wiggling and floating in
different directions.

“Got it!” Daniel shouted.

He was waving the pole around in triumph,
and I could see a black lump in the net.

“Good thing – breakfast’s almost ready!” I
shouted back. “Get rid of it and come on in.”

I saw him set the pole down on the ground,
and then I had to go back to making sure I didn’t burn anything. I
served it all up on plates and set them on the table, then poured
some orange juice.

Daniel came in, but before he sat at the
table I made him come over to the window. I pointed at the glass of
water.

“Now this is what I was talking about,” I
said. “There’s all sorts of junk in there.”

He looked and shrugged.

“That’s always there.”

“Not all of it – I’ve never seen anything
wiggle like that before.”

“Wiggling? Hmmm, maybe you’re right. We
might have to treat… Damn it, Daisy, leave it alone!”

He bolted out the door. I
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