
	

	

	

	A Scare at Bedtime

	

	Little Green Fella’s

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	J.F. Stokes

	
Copyright Notice

	Copyright © 2025. All rights reserved.

	No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

	 


Chapter 1

	The Lights in the Field

	Tom O'Leary woke to the sound of his cattle lowing in distress. Not the usual hungry moan of cows wanting their morning feed, this was different. Urgent. Afraid.

	He squinted at the alarm clock on his nightstand: 2:47 AM. The red numbers glowed accusingly in the darkness of his bedroom. Through the thin curtains, he could see an odd, pulsating green light washing across the ceiling in rhythmic waves.

	"Jaysus," he muttered, throwing back the threadbare duvet. His feet found the cold floorboards, and he shuffled to the window, expecting to see Brennan's boy joyriding through his fields again on that damned quad bike with the LED lights.

	What he saw stopped his heart.

	Three perfect orbs of emerald light hovered above his back pasture, about twenty feet off the ground. They moved in a slow, deliberate pattern, circling, swooping, converging like birds performing some ancient ritual dance. The green glow reflected off the dewy grass below, turning his familiar field into an alien landscape.

	Tom's hand found the window frame, gripping it hard enough that his knuckles went white. His mouth had gone dry.

	"Not possible," he whispered to the empty room. "Not bloody possible."

	But the lights continued their impossible dance, now drifting lower, settling near the far end of the pasture. Right where he'd spread the winter's accumulation of manure just three days prior. He'd meant to till it in, but the tractor had broken down again. Always breaking down. Everything on the O'Leary farm was held together with baling wire and prayer.

	He should call someone. The Guards, maybe. Or Father Quinn. Or

	The lights suddenly coalesced into a single, brighter point. Then they winked out entirely.

	Tom stood in the darkness, his breath fogging the glass, wondering if he'd imagined the whole thing. Too much whiskey at Donoghue's, perhaps. He'd had three pints, or was it four? His memory of the evening was fuzzy around the edges, worn smooth by familiarity and routine.

	But the cattle were still agitated. He could hear them moving restlessly in the near paddock, their hooves shuffling in the mud.

	"Right," he said aloud, as if hearing his own voice would steady his nerves. "Right, so."

	He dressed quickly, jeans, a jumper, his wellies, and the ancient waxed jacket that had belonged to his father. The jacket smelled of sheep and diesel and thirty years of Irish weather. It was armor of a sort. He grabbed the heavy torch from the kitchen counter, tested it (weak, but working), and stepped out into the night.

	The cold hit him immediately. March in County Clare was no joke, the wind came straight off the Atlantic, carrying the taste of salt and the promise of rain. Above, the stars were sharp and clear, undimmed by any town lights. Out here, five miles from the nearest village, the night was properly dark. Which made the absence of those green lights even more noticeable.

	Tom's wellies squelched through the mud as he made his way past the barn, past the rusting hay baler, past the small grove of hawthorn trees that marked the boundary of the home place. His torch beam bounced ahead of him, illuminating nothing but grass and cow pats and the occasional startled rabbit.

	As he climbed over the stone wall into the back pasture, he could see his breath pluming in the torch light. His heart was hammering now, though whether from exertion or fear, he couldn't say.

	The manure pile was at the far end, near the old fairy fort, a ring of earth and stones that predated Christianity, that his grandmother had warned him never to disturb. "The Good People don't like to be troubled," she'd said, making the sign of the cross. Tom had always thought it was superstitious nonsense.

	Now he wasn't so sure.

	As he drew closer, he saw it: a metallic shape, roughly the size of a shipping container, sitting in his field like it had every right to be there. It was dark gray, smooth as glass, with no visible seams or windows. And it was humming, a low, vibrating sound that he felt in his chest more than heard with his ears.

	Tom stopped walking. Every instinct screamed at him to run, to go back to the house, to pull the covers over his head and pretend this wasn't happening.

	But he didn't run. Maybe it was curiosity. Maybe it was stubbornness, the same bloody-minded O'Leary stubbornness that had kept his family farming this marginal land for six generations despite every sensible person telling them to sell up and move to Cork.

	He took another step forward.

	That's when he saw them.

	Three figures, small, no taller than children moving around the manure pile with what looked like scientific instruments. They wore fitted silvery suits that caught the starlight, and their movements were quick, precise, purposeful. One of them held a device to the manure heap and studied a small glowing screen. Another was taking samples, placing them carefully into sealed containers. The third was making notes on some kind of tablet.

	Tom's torch slipped from his numb fingers, hitting the ground with a muffled thud.

	All three figures froze. Then, as one, they turned to face him.

	The torch rolled in the grass, its beam sweeping across them, and Tom got his first proper look.

	Green skin, not painted, not a trick of the light, but actually green, like the color of new spring grass. Large, dark eyes that reflected the torch light like a cat's. Delicate features, almost elfin. They stared at him with expressions of what might have been surprise, or curiosity, or possibly annoyance at being interrupted.

	Nobody moved. Nobody spoke. The moment stretched out, impossibly long.

	Finally, Tom found his voice. It came out as a croak, "What... what are ye doing with me manure?"

	The smallest of the three beings tilted its head, blinked those enormous eyes, and then, impossibly smiled.

	"Mr. O'Leary," it said in perfect, unaccented English, "we were hoping to speak with you. We have a business proposition."

	Tom's legs gave out. He sat down hard in the wet grass, his mind reeling.

	Little green fella's. In his field. Talking about business.

	His grandmother had been right about one thing, the Good People were real.

	She'd just been wrong about what they wanted.

	 


Chapter 2

	An Unusual Business Proposition

	The smallest alien, the one who'd spoken stepped forward with its hands raised in what Tom desperately hoped was a universal gesture of peace. Up close, it was even more unsettling. The green skin had a faint luminescence to it, like those glow-in-the-dark stars children stuck to their bedroom ceilings. Its suit made a faint rustling sound as it moved, like silk sliding over silk.

	"Please don't be alarmed, Mr. O'Leary," it said, its voice surprisingly melodious. "We mean you no harm whatsoever."

	Tom's mouth opened and closed several times before words came out. "You... you know me name?"

	"Of course. We've been monitoring this location for three weeks. You are Thomas Patrick O'Leary, age forty-two, owner of this farm for the past six years since your father's passing. You run twenty-three head of cattle, mostly Friesians, and you're approximately fourteen thousand euros in debt to the Allied Irish Bank." It paused. "Also, you have a recurring problem with your tractor's fuel pump."

	"Jesus, Mary, and Joseph," Tom breathed. "Are ye with the tax office?"

	The alien made a sound that might have been a laugh. "Nothing so terrifying, I assure you. My name is Zim-7. These are my colleagues, Vex-3 and Kip-12." It gestured to the other two, who nodded in what seemed to be a formal greeting. "We are agricultural scientists from the planet Verdania, located in the Kepler-442 system, approximately 1,200 light-years from here."

	Tom's brain struggled to process this information. "That's... that's very far."

	"Indeed. A considerable journey, even with our faster-than-light drive." Zim-7 moved closer, and Tom could see now that its eyes weren't entirely black, there were swirls of gold within them, like nebulae in deep space. "Which brings us to why we're here, examining your manure pile at three in the morning."

	"Grand, yeah, I was wondering about that bit," Tom said, his voice pitched higher than normal. He was still sitting in the wet grass, too stunned to stand.

	Zim-7 exchanged a glance with its companions, then looked back at Tom with what might have been sympathy in those alien features. "Mr. O'Leary, our planet is dying. Our sun is expanding into its red giant phase, approximately ten thousand years ahead of our projections. Our crops are failing. Our soil has been degraded by centuries of over-farming and chemical treatment. We've tried synthesizing nutrients, but nothing compares to natural organic fertilizer in its complexity and efficacy."

	"You've come 1,200 light-years... for shite?" Tom said incredulously.

	"For the finest organic fertilizer in this sector of the galaxy, yes," Zim-7 corrected gently. "Earth's nitrogen-phosphorus-potassium ratios are exceptional. And ruminant waste", it gestured toward Tom's manure pile"is particularly rich in the microorganisms and organic compounds we need."

	Tom finally managed to get to his feet, brushing wet grass from his jeans. His mind was racing. "So you want to buy me manure?"

	"Precisely. We would like to establish a regular supply contract with you, Mr. O'Leary. We need approximately two tonnes per week to start, potentially scaling up to five tonnes within six months as we expand our agricultural restoration program."

	"Two tonnes a week," Tom repeated slowly. He looked at his manure pile, easily thirty tonnes of the stuff, with more being produced daily. The stuff he usually had to pay to dispose of, or spread on fields that barely yielded enough hay to feed his own cattle through the winter. "And ye'd pay for this?"

	"Handsomely," Zim-7 said. A thin smile crossed its face. "We understand human economics, Mr. O'Leary. We're not asking for charity. This is a legitimate business transaction."

	Vex-3, the taller of the three, stepped forward and produced a small device from its suit. It pressed several buttons, and a holographic display materialized in the air between them, numbers, calculations and conversion rates that made Tom's head spin.

	"We propose three hundred euros per tonne," Zim-7 said. "Delivered to this location, where we will collect it. No transportation costs for you. No processing. Simply continue your normal farming operations and set aside the waste."

	Tom's brain did the mathematics automatically. Six hundred euros a week. Two thousand four hundred a month. Nearly thirty thousand a year. For shite. For something he was already producing and didn't know what to do with.

	It was more than he'd made from milk sales in the past two years combined.

	"There must be a catch," he said, his voice suspicious now. Years of farming had taught him that deals that sounded too good to be true usually were. "What's wrong with it? Is it dangerous? Will I grow a second head?"

	"Nothing of the sort," Zim-7 assured him. "The only complication is that we must conduct our collections at night, when our ships are less likely to be detected by your planetary defense systems."

	"We don't have planetary defense systems," Tom said.

	"You have satellites, radar, air traffic control, and millions of humans with cameras. We prefer discretion." Zim-7 folded its hands in front of it, the gesture almost prim. "Our contact with Earth is unauthorized by your governments. We're operating in what you might call a gray area of interplanetary trade law."

	"You're smugglers," Tom said flatly.

	"We're survivors," Zim-7 corrected, and for the first time, Tom heard real emotion in its voice. "Our people are starving, Mr. O'Leary. Our children's children may not have a world to inherit. We're trying to save our species with fertilizer and hope. Is that so terrible?"

	Tom thought of his own struggles, the bills he couldn't pay, the tractor that needed repairs he couldn't afford, the daughter away at university in Galway whose fees he was scrambling to cover. He thought of standing in Donoghue's pub last month, nursing a single pint all evening because he couldn't afford a second. He thought of the shame of it, the weight of generations of O'Learys looking down at him, the one who'd finally lose the farm.

	"How do I know ye'll actually pay?" he asked quietly.

	In response Kip-12 who hadn't spoken yet produced a small metallic case. It opened with a soft hiss, revealing what looked like translucent crystalline squares, each about the size of a credit card. They glowed with a soft blue light.

	"Galactic credits," Zim-7 explained. "Encoded with value that can be converted to any planetary currency. Your banks' digital systems will read them as standard electronic transfers. Each credit is worth five hundred euros." It reached into the case and pulled out six of the glowing squares. "Three thousand euros. First month's payment, in advance."

	Tom stared at the glowing currency. In the darkness of the field, they looked like pieces of captured starlight.

	"We need an answer, Mr. O'Leary," Zim-7 said softly. "Will you help us?"

	Tom thought about his overdraft. His credit card. The solicitor's letter about foreclosure proceedings that he'd shoved in a drawer and tried to forget about. He thought about pride, and desperation, and the fact that he was standing in a field at three in the morning negotiating with aliens over cow shite.

	He thought about having nothing left to lose.

	"Aye," he said finally, reaching out to take the glowing credits. They were warm in his palm, pulsing gently like they had their own heartbeat. "Aye, I'll do it. But I want it in writing. Contract and all."

	Zim-7's smile widened. "Of course. We'll have the documentation ready for next week's collection. Welcome to the interplanetary commodities market, Mr. O'Leary."

	They shook hands, Tom's rough farmer's palm engulfing the alien's delicate three-fingered hand. The skin was cool and dry, like touching polished stone.

	As the three beings packed up their equipment and returned to their ship, Tom stood watching, the credits glowing in his fist. The craft lifted silently, impossibly, and shot straight up into the stars, disappearing in seconds.

	Tom looked down at his payment. Then he looked at his manure pile.

	"I'm either the luckiest bastard in County Clare," he whispered to the empty field, "or the dumbest."

	The night offered no answer. Only the cattle, settling back down to sleep, and the cold wind off the Atlantic, and the weight of alien currency in his hand.

	 


Chapter 3

	The Town Laughs

	Tom had meant to keep it secret. He really had.

	But the next afternoon, standing at the counter in Allied Irish Bank in Kilrush, watching Mary Fitzgerald's eyes widen as she processed the deposit, he felt something bubble up inside him. Not just relief, though God knows that was there, seeing his account balance finally climb out of the red but something else. Vindication, maybe. Or excitement. The kind of feeling he hadn't experienced since he was a boy on Christmas morning.

	"Three thousand euros," Mary said slowly, looking from her computer screen to Tom's face and back again. "Electronic transfer. That's... that's grand, Tom. Really grand."

	"Aye," he said, unable to keep the grin off his face. "Business is picking up."

	"Business," she repeated, her tone careful. Everyone in town knew about the O'Leary farm's struggles. "New contract, is it?"

	"You could say that," Tom replied, tapping the side of his nose. "Export market."

	By the time he reached Donoghue's pub that evening, the strange glowing credits safely converted to euros in his account, he'd convinced himself that people would be happy for him. Impressed, even. He'd cracked the code that every small farmer in Ireland was desperately seeking, a way to actually make money from farming.

	The pub was warm and loud, full of the usual crowd. Jimmy Donoghue behind the bar, pulling pints with practiced ease. Old Seamus Brennan in his corner, working on the crossword. Declan Murphy and his brother Finn playing darts. And there, at her usual table near the fire, was Siobhan Kelly.

	Siobhan, who'd grown up three farms over. Who'd taught him to fish in the stream behind her father's land when they were eight. Who'd been his first kiss behind the GAA hall when they were sixteen, fumbling and awkward and perfect. Who'd gone off to university in Dublin and come back with a degree in veterinary medicine and a sensible practice in town. Who'd been trying, gently, kindly to get him to consider selling the farm for the past two years.

	She smiled when she saw him, waving him over. Tom's heart did that same stupid jump it had been doing since he was a teenager.

	"Tom! Haven't seen you in ages. Let me buy you a pint," she said.

	"I'll get them," Tom said quickly, too quickly. "My shout. And a whiskey too, why not?"

	Her eyebrows rose. "Are we celebrating something?"

	"Matter of fact, we are." Tom ordered their drinks, paid in cash, actual cash, pulled from the wallet that had been empty yesterday and settled into the chair across from her. "I've got news, Siobhan. Big news."

	She leaned forward, her green eyes curious. "Tell me everything."

	So he did.

	He started carefully, explaining about the lights in the field, the strange craft, the three beings. Siobhan's expression shifted from curiosity to concern. He pressed on, talking faster now, about Verdania and their dying planet and their desperate need for fertilizer. About the contract, the payment, the fact that he'd made more in one night than he had in months of milk sales.

	"Tom," Siobhan said gently, her hand reaching across the table toward his. "Tom, love, when was the last time you had a proper night's sleep?"

	He pulled his hand back. "What? No, you don't understand"

	"I understand you've been under terrible stress. The farm, your da's debts, your Katie's fees"

	"This has nothing to do with stress!" Tom's voice rose, and several heads turned their way. He lowered it again, urgent now. "I'm not having a breakdown, Siobhan. I saw them. I spoke to them. I have the money in my account, check with Mary at the bank if you don't believe me!"

	"I believe you have money," she said carefully. "I'm just not sure where it came from. Tom, there's no shame in"

	"Little green fella's!" Tom said loudly, desperately. "Not even four feet tall, green as grass, flying around in a spaceship examining me manure pile with fancy instruments!"

	The pub had gone quiet.

	Jimmy Donoghue set down the glass he was polishing. Seamus Brennan looked up from his crossword. The Murphy brothers had stopped their dart game mid-throw.

	Then Declan Murphy snorted. It was a small sound, quickly stifled, but it was enough.

	"Did he just say..." Finn Murphy couldn't finish, already laughing.

	"Little green men," Declan wheezed. "Buying his shite. Mad Tom O'Leary's selling manure to Martians!"

	The pub erupted.

	Not everyone was cruel about it, some of the laughs were

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	




