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Yap Yap Yap
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MATT COULDN’T HELP it. He would bounce from project to project, exhausting every single one he put his hands on. If he wanted to make music, he’d record five albums in a matter of 30 days. If he wanted to write books, he’d finish seven or eight in four days. It wasn’t that he was an overachiever—no, that wasn’t it. The truth was, he was just bored.

It’s hard to imagine a kid being bored with so much technology at their fingertips, but for Matt, it seemed like there was nothing to look forward to. So, instead of doing one thing, he did everything. And if he wasn’t busy doing something, he was talking about it.

Matt’s best friends were Lori and Jhuryll. They were always there to listen—or at least pretend to. And Matt would talk them both to death. He’d go on and on about everything he wanted to do, like building a rocket or making a movie.

“Did I ever tell you guys about the time my dad took me to see that movie that isn’t even out yet?” Matt would say, as they sat by the creek after school. Lori rolled her eyes, giving Jhuryll a knowing look. They’d heard this one before.

“Yap yap yap,” Jhuryll teased, “But when are you actually gonna do any of it?”

The thing was, Matt wasn’t exactly lying. He wasn’t telling the truth either, but his stories weren’t meant to deceive—they were more like little adventures his mind created when real life got too dull. His friends knew that, deep down, Matt just wanted to make everything more exciting. And most of the time, they didn’t mind.

Still, Lori and Jhuryll often wished for a little peace. Matt's constant chatter, though entertaining, could get exhausting. No matter what they were doing—riding bikes, throwing rocks in the creek, or hanging out at the park—Matt never stopped talking. Even when they wanted to enjoy the quiet, Matt filled the air with his yap yap yap.

One afternoon, after a particularly long day of listening to Matt’s wild ideas, Lori finally had enough. “Hey, Matt,” she said, “Do you ever get tired of talking so much? I mean, do you ever just stop to listen?”

Matt shrugged. “What’s the fun in that? If I stopped, there wouldn’t be anything to do!”

Lori sighed. Jhuryll gave her a sympathetic glance, as if to say, I get it, but what can we do?

The thing was, they really liked Matt. He made everything more interesting with his endless stories. But sometimes, just sometimes, they wished he would take a break from his yapping and let the world speak for once.

That evening, as Matt walked home, he barely gave their comments a second thought. He was too busy dreaming up his next story—a tale about a dragon-slaying hero with a talking dog. He smiled to himself, already imagining how excited Lori and Jhuryll would be when he told them tomorrow.

But what Matt didn’t know was that tomorrow would be different. He would wake up, ready to share his latest adventure, only to find that no one seemed to hear him at all. And for the first time in a long while, the world would feel very quiet without Matt’s voice filling the space.
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The Quiet
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THE NEXT MORNING, MATT woke up, ready to dive into his newest story. He couldn’t wait to tell Lori and Jhuryll all about it—how the dragon’s scales shimmered like jewels in the sunlight and how the talking dog outsmarted an entire kingdom. But something felt off as soon as he stepped out of bed.

The house was unusually quiet. He called out to his mom, but there was no answer. Shrugging it off, he grabbed his things and raced out the door, heading to meet Lori and Jhuryll at their usual spot by the creek.

When he arrived, Lori and Jhuryll were already there, sitting on the rocks and skipping stones across the water. “Hey!” Matt called, but they didn’t look up. “You won’t believe the new story I’ve got for you guys!”

But as he got closer, something strange happened. Lori and Jhuryll were talking... but not to him. In fact, it was like they couldn’t even see him. “Hey!” Matt waved his hands in front of their faces. “What gives?”

Lori glanced around for a moment, a confused look crossing her face, then shrugged and went back to talking to Jhuryll.

Matt’s heart raced. “Lori! Jhuryll! Can’t you hear me?” he shouted, louder this time. But no matter what he did—shouting, waving, even jumping up and down—they didn’t seem to notice him at all.

Frustrated, Matt walked back to the town square, wondering if anyone else would notice him. But as he passed by people on the street, it was the same thing. No one looked his way, no one responded to him. It was as if Matt didn’t exist.

He tried to calm himself down. Maybe this was just a weird dream. Yeah, that had to be it, right? He pinched his arm—nothing. Slapped his face—still nothing.

The whole world had gone silent around him, and Matt didn’t know why.

Back at the creek, Lori and Jhuryll were still talking. But Lori looked over at the spot where Matt had always sat, her face thoughtful. “You know,” she said slowly, “It’s been really quiet today. Feels like something’s missing.”

Jhuryll nodded. “Yeah... it does.”

Lori glanced around again, as if she could feel Matt’s presence but just couldn’t see him. “I wonder where Matt is. He hasn’t been around much today, has he?”

Jhuryll frowned, but didn’t say anything.

And for the first time in his life, Matt didn’t know what to say either.
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The Alien Scoop

––––––––
[image: ]


MATT WAS STILL TRYING to figure out why no one could hear him when, suddenly, the ground beneath his feet rumbled. He looked up, confused, and saw a bright light shining from above. His heart pounded as the light grew stronger, and then, out of nowhere, a massive spaceship hovered above him.

“What the—?” Matt started, but before he could finish, a beam of light shot down and lifted him off the ground. He floated up, higher and higher, until the light swallowed him whole and the world disappeared.

Matt blinked and found himself standing in the middle of a shiny metallic room. The walls gleamed silver, and strange symbols flashed across giant screens. Before he could even process what had happened, a door slid open with a loud whoosh, and in walked three beings that looked like nothing he’d ever seen before. They had big eyes, slimy green skin, and wore spacesuits with strange logos on their chests.

“Greetings, Matt,” one of the aliens said in a voice that sounded like a dozen people talking at once. “We have chosen you.”

“Chosen me for what?” Matt stammered, still trying to make sense of everything.

The alien grinned, showing rows of tiny, sharp teeth. “For the ultimate intergalactic ice cream tasting, of course. We’ve heard you love to yap, yap, yap about all sorts of things—so we thought you’d be the perfect Earthling to try all our flavors.”

Matt’s eyes widened. “Wait
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