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Before going back to where he had returned from, my old friend
Riki, who now calls himself Otsiron, confided in me and told me the
story about his disappearance. I suspect he will not be coming back
this time. He disappeared years ago. We were told he was abducted.
(See police report at the end of this story). But then later he came
back but only for a brief time. He never told anyone what had
happened and kept his abduction a secret. He told me to keep it a
secret and until now it was... no one else knew.

I am getting old now so to preserve his story I decided to write it
down. I will tell it in the first person just like he told it to me years
ago before he disappeared for the second time. I will put the
manuscript in a brown envelope and mark it “to be opened in 2020,
about forty years after the story took place.
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My trip to Kanata gone astray

It was early Sunday morning when I got on my bike and headed
north. I had packed everything I needed the day before including
provisions for my trip and some camping gear. I was going to
Kanata Ontario, via Algonquin Park. It was quite a distance by bike
from Toronto but I was determined to do it. I told my school mates
about it but they all said that I was nuts, especially the part about
going alone.

You see I had just graduated from University and was anxious to
find a job. I had just finished my fourth year Electrical Engineering
course at U of T and was looking for a good engineering job that
would suit me. I figured I could find one in Kanata.

Unfortunately I was flat broke and couldn’t afford to pay for
transportation to get there.

Tuition in the 1970°s was not that high, not like nowadays, but
wages were not that hot either. I worked during the summers and
weekends doing all sorts of jobs and made enough money to pay for
my tuition but that was it. I had no money for bus fare or hotels, so
biking and camping along the way, I decided, was the way for me to

go.

How difficult could it be, I figured? Believe me, it was!

I spent several days biking along highways 400, 11 and 60 and all
that time I slept in the open and cold outdoors. It was punishing but I
was managing. | was eating double from what I had planned and that
worried me a little.

I wanted to go to Kanata because I believed the semiconductor
manufacturing companies there were as good as those in California.
I wanted to work in the semiconductor industry. I found it
fascinating, particularly the micro chip industry.

I tried to convince a couple of my school mates who were interested
in working with semiconductors to go with me but they didn’t seem
to be that interested. I guess they would have gone if | had chosen an
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easier mode of transportation. But I was poor and didn’t have the
money. So, if no one wanted to go with me I figured I would go
alone. I was a loner anyway. I was born in a small village and
basically grew up alone. I was used to loneliness.

Biking all that distance wasn’t exactly going to be easy either but I
wasn’t afraid of a little hard work. I had always worked hard in my
life and wasn’t afraid of a bit of pain. As for friends, I didn’t really
have any. And that was my fault because I was trying to live a
double life with no room for friends.

You see, even though immigrants voluntarily make a life choice to
come and live in Canada it is never easy for them to let go of their
past and embrace their future in a new and often alien world. So,
many immigrants tend to cling to their old culture, customs and
habits long after they arrive in Canada. My parents were no
different.

Adults tend to cling to their past but that’s not the case with
children. Immigrant children tend to integrate into the new society
quickly and become part of it. Parents, however, don’t always
approve especially when it comes to some things that collide with
their own culture or beliefs. Immigrants don’t always accept
Canadian values and often want their children to grow up and
embrace their old culture. This unfortunately often creates conflict
between them. If parents are overly strict their children can’t
successfully integrate into Canadian society. As a result they tend to
become isolated and distant.

When children break away from the culture of their parents, by
disobedience or by being rebellious, they create a cleavage between
themselves and their parents. Parents usually become disillusioned
and feel they have lost their children and the children tend to
distance themselves from their parents and their culture.

But when my family came to Canada I was old enough and mature
enough to understand the importance of integrating into a new
culture but without abandoning the old culture. So I tried to live two
lives at the same time. That, of course, was not easy and had
limitations on what I could do as a new Canadian. But no matter
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how hard I tried sometimes I had to forsake one for the other. For
example I wouldn’t do things that my parents wouldn’t approve of.
As a result the circle of people I hung around with was very limited.

At the same time I did, without hesitation, what my parents asked of
me. It seemed harsh but I understood why they did it. I understood
their fears and apprehension and how they felt being plunged into an
alien society at a late stage in their lives. I also attended many events
that belonged to my culture. This was a surprise to many adults who
thought of me as an overly unusual person but at the same time they
saw me as the hope that was needed to carry our culture and
traditions forward into the future.

When my parents came to Canada it was leap for them from the
stone age to the modern age. Back in the village we had no
electricity, indoor toilets, indoor running water, television, car, etc.
So, when we bought our house and a car a year or two after we
arrived, they required upkeep and maintenance. We had a mortgage
to pay and no extra money to pay plumbers, electricians, mechanics,
etc., so [ had to learn to do that myself. In addition to taking all the
courses in school that would lead me to university I also took
courses in which I learned how to solder, weld, house wire and
repair cars, etc. Since my parents could neither read, write nor speak
English, the burden of paying bills and dealing with the mortgage
and home and auto insurance, filling out forms and doing tax returns
was left to me. Also, any additional money I made working that
didn’t go for my education went towards paying the house mortgage
and bills. My parents were blue colour workers who worked in
factories and made very little money. I took on this responsibility as
soon as [ began to understand English. I was only fifteen.

A byproduct of living a double life and exposed to the burden of
worry at a young age helped me to become independent, overcome
peer pressure, take responsibility for my actions and have the sense
of being productive. I also learned to deal with the consequences of
my actions at an early age. The burden was mine and mine alone. |
didn’t know it at the time but I had developed a sense of self-
confidence and independence and was able to take charge and deal
with all sorts of matters on my own.



I also had this crazy idea which I wanted to try out. I remember
seeing something like it in a movie or read about it, I don’t
remember which but I always wanted to strip naked before sunrise
and see what it felt like to have the first rays of the sun hit my body
first thing on a cool morning. I just wanted to experience that for my
own curiosity.

When I had doubts about something I always looked back to the past
and wondered how our predecessors had dealt with it. I truly
believed tradition was a time-refined blueprint of how we should
live, like the bible is for some Christians. So, when someone said
something that contradicted my experience I always looked back to
see how our predecessors had dealt with it. For example when
people here started saying that fat was bad for you because it made
you fat and caused heart disease, I looked back to my own
experience for answers.

Back in the village pork fat was part of our staple diet. We ate it
every day with almost every meal and none of my relatives became
fat or suffered from heart disease. So, it was difficult for me to
accept that fat was bad for me. In other words, I tended to question
everything and looked to the past for answers.

I wanted to experience what our predecessors had experienced and
often looked to the caveman for guidance. The caveman had it the
hardest because he didn’t have all the amenities we have today, yet
managed to survive and thrive. How did he do it?

One of the things that fascinated me was how the caveman felt in the
morning when the first rays of the sun came in contact with his
naked body. I figured I could experience that at sunrise on a hill in
Algonquin Park. I had been there once before and was familiar with
the hill. I know it was a stupid idea but [ wanted to do it. That’s one
of the reasons why I chose to go through Algonquin Park and spend
a night there in the outdoors.

It was early June but how cold could it be? And I was only going to
be naked for no more that five to ten minutes, not like the caveman

who spent nights in the cold and then waited for hours for the sun to
come up. Imagine the exhilaration the caveman must have felt when
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the first rays of the sun warmed his naked body. I wanted to know
how that felt. It was silly but I wanted to experience it for myself.

Regarding the long trek to Kanata, in order to make things easier on
me psychologically, I decided to divide the trip into several
milestones, the first being my arrival in Algonquin Park.

Once I completed a milestone I would then think of the next step. It
was much too difficult for me to think of the entire trip all at once. It
was overwhelming. I also thought a lot about what I was going to do
and who I was going to see in Kanata.

My aim was to get a job in the computer chip manufacturing sector,
like the jobs offered in Silicon Valley in the United States. It would
have been ideal for me to go to California but it was too far and I
had no desire to leave Canada.

My family had come to Canada from Greece, from the Greek part of
occupied Macedonia, for a reason... so that I could get ahead in
life... escape the Greek torment and poverty imposed on my people.

So, I felt I owed it to Canada to pay back for giving me
opportunities, like an education, something Greece would not grant
me... because I called myself Macedonian. Here I could go to
school, to church, speak my language freely and call myself
Macedonian without fear of being persecuted or deprived...

In other words, I was grateful to Canada for the opportunities it
afforded me but at the same time I wanted to be Macedonian
because that is what I was. I strongly felt I could embrace Canadian
values but still be Macedonian. It is richer to belong to two cultures
than to none.

Anyway, I arrived in Algonquin Park late in the afternoon and
decided to bike right into the park without registering, and headed
straight for the base of the nearest hill. I set up camp in the woods in
a secluded place and, before dusk, went up the hill to explore it. It
was perfect. It was open, flat at the peak and deserted. It was early
June. No one goes camping in early June. No one but me...Besides



rarely does anyone camp up there. Not that I cared but I couldn’t
exactly strip naked if other people were there.

It was my understanding that the sun rose around 5:30 a.m. in that
part of Canada so I set my alarm clock for 5:00 a.m. I was just going
to go up in my regular clothes and strip before the sun rose,
experience the sunrise, put my clothes back on and then off to
Kanata. Most often, including this night, I slept with my clothes on
so that I could get up and run if needed, in case of an emergency,
like an animal attack, hopefully not a bear attack.

I couldn’t sleep most of the night thinking about the next leg of my
journey. The physical torture of having to bike and the anxiety of
having to sleep outdoors in the open weighed on me.

The next thing I remember was jumping out of my sleeping bag to
the dreaded loud ring of my alarm clock. Ah, my faithful wind-up
alarm clock that had scared the wits out of me so many times.

I only grabbed my wrist watch, pocket knife and lighter before I
bolted out of my tent. I left everything else behind, including my
wallet. I would be back in less than an hour, I thought, and rushed
up the hill so as not to miss the sunrise.

I got to the top of the hill in minutes and looked around. It was still
dark and peacefully quiet. While thinking about how I was going to
do this, I heard a rustling sound behind me in the bushes. It startled
me. [ turned around and looked but there was nothing there.

It was probably a raccoon going back to its tree to sleep, I thought.

Raccoons were common and plentiful in this park. But the thought
of raccoons began to worry me. What if they found and ate my
food? I began to worry and my thoughts of saving my provisions
became overpowering. I dashed through the bush to find my way
back, following along the same path I had come up. My thoughts
were on my food as I ran fast. Then I was stopped abruptly by
another rustle, which I heard in the bush on my right hand side. I
went and looked.



I looked in the direction where the rustling sound had come from
and saw something. I looked closer. It was a little girl crouching
down. She was hiding behind a bush. I couldn’t see her clearly from
this distance and it was dark. I went closer and looked again. She
looked frightened. Perhaps she was lost, I thought.

I took a couple more steps towards her and heard myself say, “What
are you doing here little girl?”

I could clearly see her now. She looked horrified. She kept
crouching more and more so as to make herself smaller. Suddenly
she put her hands over her head to hide herself. I was completely
puzzled by her reaction. Why was she acting this way?

The next thing I remember was pain, crushing pain on the left side
of my ribs. I fell down. I was only steps away from her but still
conscious. The surprise blow and pain made me angry and even
more puzzled. Many thoughts went through my mind. Who had hit
me? Why? What had I done?

I became angrier as I turned back to look at my assailant. I then saw
something step over me and go towards her. In the murky dawn it
looked like a walking tree. Was I hallucinating? I got up and, angry
as | was, picked up the large, dead branch lying next to me, swung it
around to give it momentum and “whack” I hit the walking tree on
the side.

There was a loud crash and the tree fell down. I stared at it. It wasn’t
a tree. It was something else. It was some sort of creature, the likes
of which I had never seen before. It was grey and smooth like a dead
log without bark. But the funny thing was it had arms and legs, a
round bald head... and a slit... black stuff was oozing from the slit.

Was that its mouth? That was all I could see in the dark. I became
mesmerized and lost in my thoughts. I tried to make sense of what
I’d seen and almost forgot about the little girl. I could feel the pain
in my ribs but I didn’t understand why. I raised my eyes to see what
was distracting me. It was the little girl crouching behind the bush
frantically waving her arms trying to get my attention.
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She stood up. She was not a little girl. She was a fully grown, petite
woman with long brown hair. She was Chinese... No she wasn’t...
Not her eyes. She looked frightened.

Then, from the distance I heard a loud policeman’s whistle. It came
from my left side. I became even more confused. What was going
on? I looked in the direction of the whistle and as I stared away I felt
a hand grab my hand and pull. She was pulling my arm leading me
away.

I noticed she was wearing tight fitting camouflage clothing.
Completely confused I followed her. About a dozen steps or so later,
I saw a couple of men running towards us. They were small like her,
perhaps shorter, had short brownish blond hair and were wearing
tight fitting white clothes. They were angry with her.

She let go of my hand and ran towards them. They had quick words
in a language I didn’t understand. The two men grabbed her by her

arms and began to drag her away. She snapped at them and they let
her go. She was angry.

She took a few steps towards me and stopped. There was hatred in
her eyes.

She said something loudly, turned around and walked past them into
the distance. Looking even angrier the two men came over and
grabbed me by my arms and began to pull me away in the direction
the woman had taken. Completely confused I followed. I was so
confused I didn’t know what to feel or what to do. My mind was
running like a runaway freight train trying to make sense of all this.
It was about to crash so I surrendered my fate to them.

They led me and I followed without any resistance, without any
hesitation. My mind was working overtime... I looked up and
realized I had missed the sunrise. The sun was shining on the hilltop.
I distinctly remember amidst all the confusion in my mind that there
was also a sense, a feeling of curiosity in the back of it. What was
going to happen next? It was like watching an adventure movie.
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The two men suddenly took a sharp right turn into a secluded
wooded area. I followed without hesitation. There, in the distance, 1
saw a dark opening into a structure. It had a ramp leading to an
opening and on top of it stood the woman motioning with her arms.
I assumed she was motioning for them to hurry. We picked up the
pace. I kept staring at the structure. Was it a trailer, or perhaps a
mobile home? No it had to be a truck, a big military truck because it
looked brownish green, like the trees around it. But how had they
got it in here? The place was surrounded by boulders and tall trees.

The two men pulled me up the ramp. It was a lot larger inside than it
had looked like from the back. I stopped to look around but the two
men pulled me away and shoved me into what looked like a cage or
maybe a small jail cell. One of them shut the door behind me and 1
was now trapped like an animal. All I heard after that was the back
door slamming shut and strange noises, almost like engines starting.

The next thing I remember was waking up hours later, maybe six
hours later, which would make it noon the same day. I felt pain on
my side. I was hurting. Was it from the walking tree hitting me or
from lying on the metal bench substituting for a bed in the cell?

Was this all real or was I having a nightmare? I couldn’t tell.

One of the men flung the door open. I couldn’t tell which one he
was. To me they both looked the same, like identical twins. After
opening the door he was distracted by the other one telling him
something which allowed me to take a peek beyond the hallway and
into a room where the woman was sitting.

The room looked like the cockpit of a modern jumbo jet. There were
instrument panels everywhere with lights blinking and strange
lettering. I had never seen anything like it before. What kind of truck
could this be? I wondered. And above and beyond the instruments I
could see a tinted window. It looked black except for the object
ahead of it in the distance which looked like a toy truck; maybe two
toy trucks side by side? I couldn’t tell.

When the woman saw me looking at her she slammed the door to
her compartment shut. When he saw this, the man pushed me back
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into the cell and pointed to the bench. I sat down and he slammed
the cell door shut. He opened it again and gave me a plastic bag
filled with a clear liquid. It looked like a milk bag. He shut the door
again and walked away. I bit the corner of the bag and began to suck
on the liquid. It tasted like ordinary water, so I drank it all.

The next thing I remember was looking at my watch. It was only
one o’clock. I must have dozed off for an hour, I thought. My heart
began to pound when I looked at the date on my wind-up wrist
watch. It was six days later. I put the watch to my ear, it was still
ticking.

I had been told to wind it up every day. I never thought it would
work for six days without being wound. But here it was still working
and according to it, I had spent six days in this cell, totally unaware.

I began to wind my watch again. I heard footsteps outside the cell
door. I tried to sit up but my entire body below my waist was numb.
I felt like I was paralyzed. What was wrong with me? Better still
how could I have spent six days and not know it. Had I slept for six
days?

I began to wonder where we could possibly be going, traveling for
six days. Six days later and we were still on the road? Where are
these people taking me and why have they locked me up? Why can’t
I move my legs?

The cell door suddenly flung open. The man looked around and
made a face. He said something loud to the others. They too made
faces. The men began to yell at each other. The woman said
something and walked away. They were all angry.

The men too went away and one of them came back with what
looked like a clear plastic bag. The other motioned for me to stand
up, I assumed. I tried moving but I couldn’t. They grabbed me by
my arms and shoved my lower body into the plastic bag. It was a
long bag so they shoved my entire body into it, up to my neck. They
lifted me up, one holding my shoulders and the other my legs. When
they lifted me I saw what the problem was. The floor was wet. And
more than that... I assumed I had soiled myself and no one wanted to
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clean it up. I assumed they had drugged me but my body continued
to function doing its thing for six days without me knowing. They
should have known I couldn’t have helped it, but they were
disappointed in me anyway.

My question now was who was going to clean me up... now that |
was paralyzed? Strangely, so far they hadn’t given me any food or
drink. How was I even still alive?

The next thing I remember was being carried to a smaller vehicle
that looked like a cat and being dumped on the back seat. The two
men sat in the front seat and began to operate some controls. A big
door opened and I could clearly see that we were in space orbiting a
very large planet.

I could hear my heart racing and all I could think of was the saying,
“Dorothy we are not in Kansas anymore”...

Had I been abducted by aliens? They looked nothing like the aliens I
was familiar with from the movies and from the conspiracy theories.

These people looked like humans. The only difference between us
and them was that they spoke a strange language and used strange
symbols. As far as I was concerned they were as human as we are. |
didn’t know what to think.

As we descended towards the surface of the planet I could see a very
large ship behind us looking like a huge ocean liner. We had just
come out of it. I only got a short glimpse as we sped off. We were
moving pretty fast.

By now my paralysis had begun to wear off and curiosity started to
take over my brain. I surrendered myself to the sights. I knew that I
was no longer on earth... but I was still alive. If they had wanted to
harm me they would have done so by now, which meant they had
plans for me. But what?

For the time being I didn’t care, this was an opportunity for me to
discover new worlds which, until about a week ago, I didn’t know
existed.
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The planet grew larger and larger and took on many colours as we
got closer and closer to its surface. When we got close enough to see
what was there all I could see was trees, grass and a river. There
were no structures or buildings.

The next thing I noticed was trees with fruits existing next to trees
with flowers. It seemed funny to me to see trees loaded with fruit
next to trees in full bloom. What kind of world was this?

I looked up towards the sky. The sun in this world was about four
times the size of the earth’s sun and much brighter with a yellow
light... but there was also a silver tinge, especially in the shadows. I
looked up in the opposite direction. I saw a bright silvery object in
the sky. That must be the moon, I thought, thinking of earth. It was
so large and so bright in the middle of the day. Or perhaps that was
another sun, a silver sun, opposite the yellow sun?

This sun was much smaller, perhaps because it was further away?
This sun was giving off the silvery tinge. What a world this was,
what a world indeed, I thought.

The little ship landed on a long rock slab and the door beside me
flung open. I was still inside the bag so I couldn’t get out on my
own. The two men grabbed me again, one by the legs and the other
by the shoulders, and took me down a set of stairs into a well-lit
tubular underground station.

When the ship’s or the flying cab’s door was flung open I felt the
warm and moist air rush in. It was heavier than our air on earth and
very aromatic. The smell of flowers and fresh fruits was everywhere
and was overwhelming.

When we arrived at the bottom of the stairs I could see a cylindrical
car in the station, looking like a large glass bottle with four seats in
it, back to back.

There was no one in the station. The two men put me in the seat
facing backwards and they sat behind me facing forwards. The
moment they shut the door the tube car took off like a shot down the
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tube tunnel. We traveled for only a few minutes before we stopped
at another tube-like station. There was no one in the station.

The two men picked me up, bag and all, carried me up a set of stairs,
across a small park and tossed me at the edge of a ravine near a wide
slow moving river. Being confined in the bag I was unable to stand
up so I rolled down a short slope and landed in a ditch about fifty
metres away from the river. As soon as I stopped rolling the two
men turned around and left.

Besides feeling hungry and groggy, I was fine and still alive.

16



Welcome to Nodekam

The river flowed gently. It was quiet in the ravine. I contemplated
my situation for a few minutes and decided before I could do
anything I needed to get out of the bag I was in. I reached into my
shirt’s front pocket, got my pocket knife out, cut the bag open at the
top and rolled out of it. I now knew why they had put me in a bag. I
stunk to high heaven.

It had been more that a week since I had stood on my own two feet
so I found it difficult to stand up. I was able to sit up. I heard water
running. [ crawled a few metres to my left and saw a hole in the
steep part of the ravine. It looked like a cave and water was gushing
out of its entrance. The cave was a lot closer than the river so [
decided to go for it. I crawled for a while but seeing the water
gushing reminded me of how thirsty I was and how much I needed a
bath. I got up and walked the rest of the way. The air was hot and
humid and the water was refreshingly cool. I didn’t go inside the
cave. [ wasn’t sure what I would find in it. I stopped at the entrance
and submerged myself, clothes and all, in the pool collecting the
running water and drank from the flowing part above. It was clean,
clear and cool water, just like the kind I remember from the village
back home in Macedonia.

I took all my clothes off and washed them clean. I then washed
myself from top to bottom. I didn’t mind being naked. There was no
one there and the warm air felt good on my cool skin.

I walked around naked and gathered some sticks of wood to light a
fire. I figured a fire would dry my clothes faster. I found a lot of dry
wood in the ravine and collected as much as I could and placed it in
front of the cave entrance. I then collected some dry grass which
was also plentiful. Then I remembered that I had my lighter in the
shirt that I had just washed. I got it out but it refused to light. It was
wet.

I became anxious as I toyed with my lighter trying to dry it and get it
to work. What if [ wasn’t allowed to light a fire? What if [ wasn’t
allowed to be naked in a public place? Was this a public place?
There was no one there.
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The only way not to feel anxious I figured was not to start a fire at
all and put my clothes back on — wet. I did exactly that. It felt
uncomfortable at first but I got used to it. Just like in the village
when we worked out in the fields. I remember being rained on first
thing in the morning and having to wear wet clothes all day.
Eventually they dried. No big deal.

I had another drink of water but this time it didn’t sit well. I doubled
over with stomach pains. I threw up. There was nothing there but
fluids. I realized I had not eaten in a week. I needed to find food. I
remembered seeing the fruit trees loaded with ripe fruit. I climbed
my way out to the flat part above. I found the climb very tiring. My
body felt heavy and weak. I figured it was from hunger. How was it
possible to be alive for seven days without any food or water? I
figured the drug they had given me must have slowed my
metabolism. I didn’t want to think about it anymore. My stomach
hurt and I needed food.

I didn’t have to walk far before running into the first fruit tree. It
was about ten metres tall and loaded with round, peach coloured
fruit the size of very large oranges. It had small, dark round leaves
the size of a golf ball. I picked one fruit and sank my teeth into it. I
was too hungry to think of the consequences of eating alien food.
The skin was soft and smooth. The inside was pinkish-orange. It
tasted like a sweet melon with the sour tinge of an orange. It was
delicious. I kept biting at it, again without worrying about the
consequences that it might be poisonous.

There was a large, rock solid brown pit inside; the size of a golf ball.
I looked at it and then tossed it as far as I could throw it. I
immediately realized that I could have cracked it open and eaten the
nutty part inside, if there was a nutty part. I reached up and picked
two more fruits. I could have taken more but I figured it would be
too much. I could get sick.

When I was very young my grandmother, may God bless her soul,

back in the village used to tell me not to eat more than one apple at a
time because the fruit was going to give me a tummy ache.

18



I took the fruit and ran. I rushed back to the ravine like I had
something important to do. Why was I rushing? Perhaps I felt bad
because I wasn’t allowed to leave the ravine? Perhaps this was the
forbidden fruit that I wasn’t supposed to eat? I don’t know. Being
out there... I was apprehensive.

I sat down next to the pile of wood in front of the cave entrance and
began to think about going inside the cave. I don’t remember how
and when but I ate the other two fruits. All I remember was holding
the pits in my hand. The next thing I remember was breaking a pit. I
put it on a rock and smashed it with another rock. It broke easily. It
was white like a coconut inside, but solid right through. I picked up
a sliver of the white that had broken off and put it in my mouth. I
immediately spat it out and ran for water to wash my tongue. It was
very bitter. I had never tasted anything so bitter before. I figured it
wasn’t meant to be eaten. My stomach began to feel heavy and
started gurgling. I figured it was the fruit fermenting. My
grandmother was probably right. The old people had learned these
things from experience and it was worth listening to them.

An hour had passed and I was still alive and still sitting by the cave
entrance. The fruit wasn’t poisonous, especially since my stomach
had begun to ease up. I guess it was time to go inside the cave.

The cave entrance was circular, about two steps wide and about
three steps high. There was long grass growing on the sides and
hanging from the top. It was wet everywhere. Water was rolling out
over a large stone at the bottom. It was pitch black inside. I took a
step in and got my right running shoe all wet. I then stepped inside
on solid ground, on a rock. I was apprehensive and stood still for a
few moments and listened. It was quiet. All I could hear was
running and dripping water. I closed my eyes to focus on the sounds.
There weren’t any. I opened my eyes and was able to see a shadowy
outline of the inside of the cave, but not very well. It didn’t look like
a natural cave. It looked more like a pile of large, discarded boulders
with a large crevasse between them. Over time the running water
had washed away the soil and left a hole. I guess that’s what caves
are but this one looked like it was manmade, by accident of course.
Inside it was littered with rocks. It was dangerous to walk without

19



being able to see. So, the best way to explore the cave, I figured,
was with a flashlight. But I didn’t have one.

I looked around but all I could see were stones and water. I picked
up a number of flat stones that were close to the entrance and placed
them in the shallow running water at the entrance. They became my
stepping stones for going in and out of the cave without getting my
feet wet.

I went outside again and sat by the woodpile. I looked up at the sky
and noticed the silvery tinge had gone. Everything was yellow now.
I looked around and noticed the silvery sun had set. The yellow sun
seemed to hover above like it was standing still. I had been here now
for many hours and hadn’t seen it move. I estimated I had been there
for more than ten hours and it was still light outside. I began to
wonder if the yellow sun ever set. I looked at my watch. It was still
working but I hadn’t notice what time it was when the two men
dumped me in the ravine. The yellow sun was a mystery which I
was going to solve later. Now, at this moment, I was feeling very
tired and needed to find a place to sleep, a safe place.

I must have passed out because the next time I looked at my watch,
which seemed like moments ago, it was a couple of hours later. I
looked up and noticed the sun had moved. This meant that night was
coming and I needed to find shelter. Who knew what kind of
creatures lurked here at night, in the open space next to the river?

I made an instant panic-driven decision to move into the cave. [ was
going to light a fire to give me light and keep me warm during the
night. The fire would also ward off any predators that might be
lurking in the outdoors during the night and decide to come inside
the cave.

I quickly went inside the cave, collected a bunch of rocks by feel
and piled them up a metre high. I then placed more rocks all around
the pile and made the rockpile into a raised pit. Then, armful by
armful I brought all the wood and dry grass inside. I put some dry
grass in the centre of the rockpile and lit it with my lighter. I then
piled the dry wood on top, small pieces first and then larger pieces.
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“We have fire!” I yelled out loud.

My voice echoed in the cave. I stood up and began to choke on the
smoke. Rats! I had forgotten about the smoke and sat down again.

There was no smoke in the bottom half of the cave. In fact the
smoke had found its way out and began to slowly dissipate. As the
wood burned hotter it produced less and less smoke. I now had the
light I needed to see and began to explore the entire cave.

I spent a couple of hours inside the cave, looking here and there. I
then decided to go outside. It was cloudy and drizzling. It was a
gentle rain. I remembered being brought here in a plastic bag. I went
looking for it. It was exactly where I had left it. I dumped it in the
pool of water in front of the cave entrance and washed it. I placed it
over me and enjoyed watching the rain fall. The rain lasted about
twenty minutes. After it stopped the clouds left and the sky cleared
up. The sun was shining again and it was getting very humid. I went
back into the cave and took the plastic with me. I looked around the
cave for somewhere to put it to dry. I noticed a large pile of soil in
the corner. It looked like a mini mountain. I went over and stomped
on it. It was dry and fell apart. It was also very fine, like finely
milled wheat flour. It would be a good place for me to sleep, I
thought.

I remembered sleeping in the outdoors in summer back in the
village. My favourite spots to sleep were in the fine dust which felt
very soft, softer and more comfortable that an expensive mattress.

I leveled the soil with my feet and, after I dried the plastic near the
fire, laid it on top of the dust. This was going to be my bed. I put
more wood on the fire and went to try out my new bed. I raised
some of the dust underneath the plastic to make a pillow and rested
my head on it.

The next thing I remember was opening my eyes and trying to figure
out where I was. It was dark in the cave and the fire had gone out.
When I did remember where I was I felt this heavy weight on me
and a sharp pain cut across my stomach. It could have been hunger
but I was pretty sure it was fear. I looked at the cave entrance. It was
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dark outside. I could have lit my lighter to see what time it was but I
chose not to. It was best to preserve the lighter fuel for lighting fires.

I got up slowly. My body felt very heavy and I was lightheaded. I
slowly made my way to the cave entrance and used the stepping
stones to exit. What a good idea I thought. Now my shoes can
remain dry.

As soon as I popped my head out of the cave it felt like I had entered
a black and white movie. It was eerie outside. The silver sun was at
the spot where the yellow sun had been earlier. If I could describe it,
it looked like the full moon on earth on a clear night but shining at
four times the intensity.

I felt like I was a character in a black and white movie. I sat outside
the cave in the same place where I had sat earlier and looked at the
sky. I looked up at the tree tops. I noticed the trees in the ravine
were different, wild, tall and rough, like the willows around our
rivers on earth. I thought I saw something move on top of one of
those trees. I looked again. It was a round thing like a ball, the size
of a basketball. My eyes and brain were telling me it was a round
owl, a comical looking big owl. I didn’t see if it flew but it
disappeared quickly.

I looked at the river bank hoping to see some creature, but saw
nothing. I wondered if there were fish in the river... and how I could
catch some.

I lay down on my back and kept looking at the silvery sun. The sky

was black. It looked like someone had poured a ball of mercury into
a pool of black. It was too boring to look at so I closed my eyes and
thought about how I had gotten here.

The two men and woman I had first encountered, I figured, were
what we here on earth would call space people. They had come to
earth to maybe do some exploring. The woman wore a camouflage
outfit to blend in with the surroundings. The two men monitored her
movements from their spaceship hidden in the rocks and bushes.
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What I couldn’t figure out was the thing that had attacked me. What
was it? Obviously it was a living thing but what? What was the
black stuff it oozed from its slit? Perhaps it was blood... It was too
dark to make out the colour. And what about the policeman’s
whistle...? What was that and why did it spook the woman.

And another thing, how did she communicate with the two men who
ran to get her? I saw no communicator. Perhaps these people can
communicate in ways we don’t know! Perhaps!? They can travel in
space so obviously they were more advanced than us. And the thing,
the thing I saw that looked like a truck, or like a couple of toy trucks
side by side must have been the mother ship keeping an eye on
them. I have seen enough Star Trek episodes to understand how
these things work. But Star Trek is fiction...? So what! Well,
anyway I have nothing else to relate it to. So Star Trek and aliens it
was! But in this case I was the alien.

As I sat there wracking my brain trying to figure out what was
happening, it occurred to me that the reason they didn’t want me to
see inside their ships and inside their cities was because they were
planning to return me to where they had found me. The ravine
would be familiar to me because we have ravines everywhere back
home on earth. The less I knew the better.

If that were the case then the only thing for me to worry about now
was my food and gear back in Algonquin Park. Would my bike, tent
and food still be there when they returned me? Surely the bread and
cheese would go stale and moldy but the canned food should be
okay. Maybe the raccoons would have eaten the perishable food.

I figured it was a waste of time thinking about it. Let’s wait and see
what happens, I thought. How will I explain what happened to me to
the people at home...? The missing time...? How was I going to
explain to myself what had happened? Pretend it never happened?
Pretend it was a dream... a bad or good dream?

All my life I wondered how it would be to take a step in outer space,

to walk on the moon, to see the rings of Saturn from the surface of
Saturn and to walk on one of the moons orbiting Jupiter. And here I
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was on an alien world and all I could think of was to pretend it had
never happened. Why are dreams so beautiful and reality so harsh?

I opened my eyes. It was still black and white outside. I went back
into the cave and lay down on my makeshift bed. All I wanted to
think about now was my life back in the village. It gave me some
comfort.

The next thing I remember was waking up and looking through the
cave entrance. | was happy to see the yellow light. It had a tinge of
silver.

I felt hungry, very hungry but there was nothing to eat. I craved
bread, cheese, meat... How about some sizzling bacon? I thought.
No!? So, fruit it was. I got up but still felt very heavy. The fire was
out and had been out for a long time. There was little firewood left.
First breakfast then firewood I told myself. I climbed up the bank
and out of the ravine. I looked around. There was no one there. |
thought perhaps no one lived there. I looked around and noticed the
grass was trimmed and the area was cleaned of fallen fruit and
leaves. I wondered why people would go through this effort to clean
a park they never used. It was just a thought. The aroma of the fruits
and flowers in the nearby trees was overpowering.

I went to the same tree and this time picked two fruits. I picked them
from the ground. They must have fallen since the park was cleaned
last. I could have taken more but I figured too much fruit would
upset my stomach, like the last time. I took them back to the ravine,
sat on the same spot outside the cave and ate them both. I washed
my hands and began to look for more firewood.

I took a long stroll downriver and found plenty of firewood. I also
found paths in the overgrown dry grass which led all over the ravine.
I wondered what had made them. What kind of creatures roamed
around this part of the ravine? I picked up as much dry wood as |
could carry and followed one of those paths. It curved around
towards the river. I came back to the cave. I went back for more
wood. I followed a different path this time but I only found one
piece of wood. It was a straight and well-trimmed stick. It looked
like someone’s walking stick. I paused for a moment to look at it.
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Then, suddenly I heard a loud “honk” behind me. It was very loud
and startled me. I swung around quickly with the stick in my hand. I
then heard a loud snap. I looked down and there, in front of me lay a
strange creature with its neck snapped. I had killed it. It was an
accident but I had killed it. I felt terrible.

What was it? I examined it carefully and found its long neck was
broken. I touched it with my hand, it was warm but dead. I looked at
it closely. It had a round body the size of a basketball, two long
stick-like legs, like those of a stork. It had a half metre long neck
and a head that looked like that of a duck. It had no tail, wings or
ordinary feathers. It was black and hairy. The hairs were actually
thin centimetre long feathers. Had I just committed a crime? Of
course | had! What was I going to do with it now?

The best thing to do with it, I thought, was eat it. I knew how to
prepare it... remove its feathers, clean it and roast it, just like we
used to cook chickens back in the village. It would be a shame to
waste it. My grandmother had said that it was a crime to waste food
and if you did waste it you would be cursed. So, I began to re-
acquaint myself with preparing a chicken. Deep down I was happy,
an answer to my prayers, to eat some fresh meat.

The first thing about preparing a chicken after it had been killed was
to remove or pluck its feathers. But before doing that you must soak
the chicken in boiling water. I had no boiling water or a container in
which to boil water, so I decided to peel the skin right off it, feathers
and all. I cut the creature’s skin from the neck to its legs with my
pocket knife and began to peel it off. I found it was easy. I then cut
off the head and legs and opened its innards. It was just like a
chicken. I took the heart and liver out and removed the gallbladder.
Everything else I threw out. I then trimmed a straight branch of
wood and threaded it through the creature’s insides. I did the same
with the heart and liver but with a much thinner branch. I placed the
meat on top of a clean rock and started the fire. I realized I didn’t
have enough firewood so I rushed out and got some more. The fire
was burning hot and bright. The flames danced around creating
moving shadows on the cave’s walls. The fire burned for a long
time. It created enough coals to roast the meat. [ was getting
impatient so I decided to roast the heart and liver first and see what
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they tasted like. It took a few minutes. I felt my heart pounding as [

broke a piece of liver off the stick. I waited a few seconds for it too

cool before I had a taste. It was wonderfully delicious. It could have
used some salt. But where was I going to find salt?

I gobbled up the rest of the liver and heart and was ready to eat
more. Patience, I said to myself, patience the chicken needs to be
fully cooked before I can eat it. Fat began to drip on the coals and
gave off an appetizing aroma. It took hours of cooking before it was
fully cooked. I kept testing it by sticking a sharp toothpick-like stick
into it. If blood came out it wasn’t done. Finally clear liquid was
coming out which meant it was cooked. The meat was very tender
and cut easily. I put the entire bird on top of a clean rock and began
to cut chunks out of it with my pocket knife. And as each chunk
cooled I ate it. At some point I realized I had eaten too much and
decided to lie down for a short rest.

The next thing I remember was waking up in the dark and staring
into a woman’s face. I jumped. She smiled at me. I smiled back. As
soon as | got up she took my place and sat down on my bed. It was
dark so I decided to revive the fire. I threw some dry grass into the
ashes and stirred them up. I then threw some more dry grass on the
glowing embers and puffs of flame began to appear. I added some
dry wood on top and we had a burning fire.

For a moment I thought I was dreaming. I touched the flames. I felt
the heat of the fire. I was not dreaming.

I looked at the woman again and noticed she was watching me with
curiosity to see what I was doing. She was a small figured woman,
just like the other one, but this woman’s face looked different. She
wore a mask with white and dark figurines on it. She also wore a
shirt with glowing neon shapes on it. I looked at her face closely.
She wasn’t wearing a mask. I looked at her hands; they too were
black and white. She looked like she had veins of black running on a
white background. She looked strange, very strange. Her smile also
looked strange, like she was mocking me. But what did I know? I
knew nothing of what they looked like or their behaviour.
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I was wondering why she was here and asked her in English. She
didn’t respond and gave me a strange gaze and a mocking smile.
Was it possible she was a night creature and couldn’t speak?

Here I was looking at a genuine alien. In ordinary times I would
have a million questions to ask. Now, unfortunately, I couldn’t even
muster one. [ then realized that in this situation I was the alien.

I cut a piece of meat from the bird and offered it to her. She didn’t
react. I put it in my mouth and ate it. She kept looking at me. I cut
another piece and offered it to her. She took it and ate it. There was
no reaction. Only the same mocking smile... I cut another piece and
offered it. She looked at it and did nothing. I ate it. I then went
closer and sat on one of the rocks next to her. She smiled and turned
to her side and pulled out a purse. I hadn’t noticed her having a
purse. She pulled out what looked like half a melon. It had a pink
skin. The light fruit was neon yellow and glowing, just like the
shapes on her shirt. In the centre of the melon were black seeds
looking like frog’s eggs. She pointed to the melon. I took it and tried
to bite a chunk from its side. She laughed without making a sound
and took it from me. And there was that mocking smile again.

She looked me in the eyes, took a seed from the centre, put it in her
mouth and began to chew it. [ reached over and grabbed several
seeds. She took them from me and gave me only one. I put it in my
mouth and began to chew it. It was sour but only on the outside. The
slimy and clear part was sour. The inside, the black part, was a real
seed and tasted like an apricot seed. She took a second seed and so
did I. I went for a third but she took away the melon and put it back
in her purse.

Seconds later I began to feel light-headed and my worries began to
evaporate. The flame in the fire looked beautiful and the water
below looked dark and menacing. My entire world began to spin and
I fell down on the rocks.

The next thing I remember was opening my eyes and feeling

paralyzed from my neck down to my toes. She was nowhere to be
seen and I couldn’t move a muscle. What had happened to me, what
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had she done to me and why? How had she found me and what was
she doing in this cave?

None of this made any sense so I wondered if | had imagined it all. I
began to feel pins and needles in my arms and hands and then in my
legs and feet. Slowly I began to feel sensations and was able to get
up. I went outside. It was a beautiful clear and sunny day. I took a
deep breath and smelled the sweet aroma of ripe fruit and flowers in
the air. I then looked at my hands. I was shocked. They were not my
hands. They had turned completely white and had black veins
running through them, just like the woman’s. She was real, [ hadn’t
imagined her and she had done this to me. The seeds she had given
me must have been poisonous. I went to the calm side of the water
pool and looked at my reflection. My face too was discoloured, the
same as my hands. I didn’t bother to look at the rest of my body. It
was too depressing.

I didn’t know what to do. After sitting outside for a while I felt fine.
Other than feeling heavier than usual, I was fine. I was unharmed so
why fret?

As I sat there, on my usual spot outside the cave, I noticed the
yellow sun was behind the tallest tree in the ravine. I figured it was
time for me to measure the length of a day in this world in earth
hours. I set my watch to 12:00 noon and the month counter to 1.
After that I went and got some more fruit and more firewood. And
then I hung around the river bank looking around in anticipation of
the woman returning. Well, she didn’t. I was disappointed. When
the yellow sun had set I went inside the cave and lit the fire. I ate
more of the meat. It tasted quite good with the fruit. I waited for the
woman. She didn’t come back.

The next day I woke up early, before dawn and waited for the sun to
hide behind the tall tree. Eventually it did and I calculated the day
and night to be 34.5 earth hours. That is 21 day hours and 13.5 night
hours. The next day I did the same with the silver sun and noticed
that it too was 34.5 hours, 17.25 hours visible and 17.25 hours
invisible. The two suns were exactly opposite to one another. And
that’s what I observed at the time. I don’t know if they had seasons
here like we do on earth but judging from the trees that had both
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fruits and flowers at the same time, they didn’t. They had trees there
that flowered and bore fruit at the same time. What I didn’t notice
was how the flowers were pollinated and how long they lasted. In
terms of wildlife, there was very little. But I did notice that it rained
frequently, every two to three days, a gentle rain with small drops
and there was no wind at all.

The day after the woman paid me a visit in the cave, while I still
wore the black veins all over my body, I saw people gathering at the
top of the ravine looking down at me. The black slowly began to
disappear from my body. In a couple of days or so it disappeared
and I returned to my normal self. But since that day a variety of
people passed by and watched me. Every day like clockwork they
came and stood at the top of the ravine and quietly stared at me.
Men, women and children all dressed in white. They came to look at
me, at the big monkey in the ravine. I just sat there doing nothing
but they stared and stared in silence. Not a word... not a smile... not
a motion. Why were they doing this?

And when it rained they all came dressed in their clear plastic
overcoats looking like elongated umbrellas and on their heads they
wore funny, tiny clear umbrellas. They looked comical. I stood there
in the rain getting soaked and looked back at them.

One day, I believe it was the third day. That day I became angry at
them and yelled, “WHAT DO YOU ALL WANT?!” in English, but
nothing, not a peep, no reaction at all. I often wondered what they
would do if I rushed them. If I ran up the slope and lunged at them. I
was much bigger in size than the biggest of them.

But ever since they began arriving I made sure I got my fruit early,
before they arrived.

No one came on the fifth or the sixth day. I was glad but kind of
disappointed. It was very boring for me moping around in the
ravine, too scared to go in the river and too afraid to escape and go
somewhere else. So, in a way, their presence was company for me.

Then, early on during the seventh day, the two men and the woman
who had brought me here showed up. I remember holding a wooden
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spear in my hand pointing it up towards the sky. I had made it a few
days earlier in anticipation of going fishing in the river but was still
afraid to go into the water.
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On the way to Apserpon

The woman, arms crossed, stood at the top of the bank looking into
the distance. For some reason she didn’t want to look at me. The two
men came down the slope, approached me from the side ready to
grab me by my arms. I pulled away and leveled my spear. One of
them grabbed it hard and hurled it into the river. I was impressed
with his powerful throw. They grabbed me and lifted me up by my
arms like I was made of feathers. They carried me up the steep
slope. They were strong, very strong. I could barely make it up the
slope carrying my own body.

Before we reached the top the woman had turned around and left.
She was ahead of us about ten steps. At the top I flexed my arms and
they let me go. I began to follow the woman and they followed me.
We reached a monument with stairs underneath it. I immediately
recognized it. The woman went left and into a flying cab waiting for
her. We went down the stairs. I noticed there was no one upstairs in
the open or in the tube station downstairs. A car looking like a glass
jar was waiting for us. Perhaps it was the same glass jar we had
come in a week ago? I entered first and sat in the back, which turned
out to be the front. They sat behind me. I was expecting to go back
where we had come from, but that was not the case. About an hour
later the glass jar stopped at a station. The door opened and we
stepped out. Traveling for an hour at that speed I figured we were on
the other side of the planet. They took the lead and I followed.

We came out of the tube station and walked through another typical
park and out onto an old road. We followed the road on foot for
about ten minutes and arrived at a wire and metal gate a few metres
high. The gate was closed. One of the men pulled out something
which I assumed was a key, opened the door and the other one
shoved me inside. The first one then slammed the door shut and
locked it. Without looking at me the two men turned around and
walked away.

My first instinct was to jump over the fence and run away. It was a
very high fence but I could climb over it. But where was I going to
go. Obviously they wanted me there for a reason. I decided I was
going to stay.
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I turned around. There was nothing but junk as far as the eye could
see. They had put me in a well-fenced junkyard and locked me
inside. Could things get any worse? They sure could and did! I was
attacked by what looked like a dog. A mean, vicious junkyard dog! I
know it sounds funny but that’s what happened. The small beast was
relentless. It kept grabbing at my pant legs as I struggled to get
away.

It wasn’t a dog but I’d like to call it a dog because it growled and
acted like a dog. It didn’t bark but attacked like a dog. It grabbed my
pant leg and tore it off. My leg was now bare. This was the only pair
of pants I had.

After the little beast tore up the bottom of my pant leg, it came back
for more. I grabbed the nearest object I could find. It was a metal
pipe. I smacked the little beast on the head and showed it who was
boss. It charged again. I raised the pipe. It stopped charging but
wouldn’t leave. It kept circling around me like a vulture. The
creature looked funny... comically funny like it belonged in a
cartoon. It had long grey-black hair and looked like a cube with a
head like a turtle, four short legs and a bushy tail. It had a round
furry head with a short snout and long sharp teeth. It kept growling
and circling. No matter how much I threatened it, it refused to go
away.

I looked around. There was nothing but junk everywhere, metallic
junk and wood. About fifty metres away from the gate was a tall,
beaten up bluish metallic structure. The door on it was partially
open. Perhaps I could go inside, shut the door and leave the little
beast outside, I thought. Holding the pipe in my hand I began to
walk towards the building. The little monster followed close behind.
I stepped inside. There was junk everywhere, the door was stuck, it
wouldn’t shut. I noticed the building had lights and they were on. It
was boiling hot inside. Flies were buzzing around everywhere. They
didn’t attack me. To my right was a high pile of wood stacked
nicely. I climbed up on the wood. The little beastie stayed at the
bottom. Thank God it couldn’t climb. I climbed to the top of the
woodpile which was flat and smooth. There was a tall opening
leading to the next structure behind the woodpile. It was blocked at
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the bottom but there was enough clearance at the top for me to
squeeze through. I climbed down. The place looked filthy. It was a
very large room and there were metal tables all over the place. There
were what looked like cupboards and cabinets all around the walls.
To the far right there were what looked like shower stalls, like those
in a prison or a gym. The place looked like a factory that had been
looted and all the tools were missing. In front of the showers there
was a stand with two streams of clear running fluid gushing
vertically, peaking at about fifteen centimetres. It looked like a
European street fountain but with two spouts about five centimetres
apart. I wondered what that was for. I was hoping the fluid was
water.

I went towards the fountain and stopped in front of it. I looked
around to make sure the dog wasn’t there. It wasn’t. I touched the
gushing fluid with my right index finger. I wanted to be sure it
wasn’t some sort of chemical, acid, oil, or fuel. I felt my wet finger
with my thumb and then took a whiff. It had no odor and it wasn’t
slippery. It had to be water. I dipped my finger in again and licked it.
It was water. I drank some but not as much as I wanted. I wanted to
be sure it was safe and wouldn’t make me sick or cause me to pass
out. Passing out was not an option with the little beast circling
around.

I looked up and noticed the big room had an indoor terrace right
above the showers. It was a long terrace that extended the full length
of the room. There was an open door that led to the outside in the
middle of it. It was too high for me to see outside from where I was
standing. I looked around. There at the far end, away from the
showers, was a black metal door perhaps leading to another part of
the building and beside it, on the right, was a staircase leading to the
terrace above. I looked around for the dog. It wasn’t there. I went to
the far end and pushed on the door. It wouldn’t open. I pushed it
hard. It still would not open. I turned right and climbed up the stairs.
They were rickety. They were probably hundreds of years old. I
went straight for the door that led to the outside. It wasn’t open like
I’d thought. It was a plastic-like, clear solid door. I pushed it hard
but it refused to open. I then pulled it. It flew open. There was
another terrace on the outside. It was littered with bird droppings.
There were benches for sitting and they were covered in bird

33



droppings. They looked like little mountains. I looked down. There
was a tree down on the ground on the opposite side near the side
fence. It looked black. I couldn’t tell if it had black leaves or if it
was loaded with black fruit.

I closed the door and went down again. The ceiling of the room was
very high, I would estimate about ten metres. The drawers in the
benches were empty. I opened one of the cupboards. It was
disgusting. There were brown clumps of something that had rotted
many years ago and had fossilized. I opened another cupboard. This
one had glass jars covered in dust. Everything was covered in dust,
the floor, the tables... It had even gotten inside the cupboards.

I pulled out a jar. It was heavy. I took it to the fountain and washed
it. It was sealed and had a purplish red, solid looking substance
inside. I was hoping it was food and not some sort of lubricant or
grease. There was one way to find out.

I looked over the jar and besides it being a perfect square it looked
like an ordinary half litre jar with a lid on it. I identified the top. It
didn’t have a screw cap. The lid, also made of the same material, lay
flat on it. There was a tab about two square centimetres on its side
attached to the lid pointing downwards. I pulled the tab away from
the jar and heard a hissing sound. I then pulled it up and the lid flew
open. The lid didn’t fall off. It was attached to the jar top on the
other side and pivoted open. The substance inside looked like fruit
jelly. I took a sniff. It smelled delicious. It had to be food.

I couldn’t help myself. I stuck my finger in it and put some in my
mouth. It was delicious. It tasted like figs dipped in honey and butter
all mixed with nuts. I ate as much as my fingers could reach. It was
so delicious I didn’t care if it was poisonous. I had no idea how long
the jar had been there. The substance inside it was not stale... Not
that I could tell.

I put the lid right back on and put the jar back in the cupboard... for
later. I knew it wouldn’t last long after it was opened. I was going to
look for a utensil or a stick to eat it with. But for now I had some
exploring to do. I went through every cupboard... and found nothing
but petrified stuff. I then began to look in the cabinets. They too
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were empty, except for one. It had clothes in it. Among them was a
long coat. It looked like the kind doctors wear but it was brown.
There was also a pair of brownish work trousers. Perfect, I thought,
a solution to my pants problem. I pulled out the coat first. It wasn’t
brown, underneath all that dust, it was bluish just like the colour of
the building. The pants were also blue. I shook the pants several
times until the dust on the surface flew off in a dense cloud. I took
my pants off. I put on the pair [ had found. The waist was too wide
and the legs were short. They were made for a shorter person but I
didn’t care. But the waist was a problem. What to do with the waist?

I looked around for a string or belt. There was nothing of the sort in
the cabinet. I looked at the pants. There were no loops for a belt but
there were two little tabs sticking out from each side inside the pants
where a belt was supposed to go. I pulled on them slowly and the
waist began to tighten. I pulled on both tabs. I kept pulling until the
waist fit perfectly. The pants felt comfortable. The material was soft
and smooth. Perhaps there was something like that to lengthen the
pant legs, I thought. I sat on the closest bench, bent my knee and
looked. I found a tab inside near the bottom of the pant leg. I pulled
on it. It made the pant leg shorter. I pushed on it, twisted it, moved it
left and right... Nothing! I pulled on it again and made the pant leg
even shorter. I was getting frustrated. I had a perfect pair of pants
and had ruined them. I pulled on the tab hard and fast. It suddenly
shrunk and disappeared. I looked for it. It was still there but it had
shortened. I stood up. Now the pant leg was too long. I felt relieved.

I figured out how the tabs worked and adjusted them so that the
pants fit me just right. I cut the pant legs of my own pants off at the
knee and turned them into shorts. I put the coat back in the cabinet.
It was too hot for a coat in this place.

Pleased, very pleased with my find, I was ready to go exploring
again. [ must not forget to take my dog repellent pipe standing
against the side of the bench, I thought. I grabbed the pipe and
looked at my hand. It was brown. I was sweltering in the heat inside
the building and all that dust that had flown off the clothes was stuck
to my sweaty hands and face. I figured it was time to test one of
those showers. I looked around. There was no dog. And except for
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the insects buzzing around, there was no one and nothing around.
Good, I thought, I can undress now.

But before undressing I went to the first shower, the closest one.
How to turn it on? How to turn it on? The showerhead was solid and
pointing vertically downwards. It had holes in the end and a little
handle on the side. I pushed the handle back and forth. It was stuck.
I went to every shower. It was the same. I found a piece of metal in
the corner of the room. I went back to the first shower and hit the
handle with it. The handle broke and fell off. Oh, the hell with it, I
thought. I’ll go to the fountain and wash my face and hands there. I
did that and then put my right thumb on the right spout to see how
high the water on the left spout would go. It went almost double the
height. I turned my head to the side and wet it. The water felt cool
on my ear. I then blocked the left spout with my left thumb stopping
the water from running. I wanted to see if I could build up enough
pressure to turn the fountain into a momentary shower.

Suddenly there was a loud sound in the big room. It scared the hell
out of me. I almost fell to my knees. I let go of the spouts and
looked in the direction of the sound. I saw water dripping from the
first shower. After waiting for a moment to let my heart stop
pounding, I again blocked the two spouts and watched the water
flow out of the showerhead. It was rusty brown at first but became
clear very soon. All I needed to do now was find something to plug
the spouts and then I could have a shower. I was hot, my entire body
was sweating and I could use a cool shower right about now.

There was a pile of lumber right behind me in the next room. I could
cut some sticks and make stoppers for the fountain. Even make a
wooden spoon to eat the delicious fruity stuff with, I thought.

I climbed up and went out through the same opening I had come in
from. The dog was still there at the bottom of the woodpile, waiting
for me. I had my pipe in my hand. I waved it at it. No reaction. I
contemplated killing it but had second thoughts. In my frustration I
jumped as hard as I could on top of the woodpile. The dog took off
like a shot towards the inside of the big room. I’ve got you now, I
figured.
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I watched it go about ten metres or so and stop. It turned around and
started coming back towards me. It had something in its mouth. It
had caught something. It looked like a creature the size of a red
squirrel. It had it in its mouth and was bringing it back. The rodent
kept squirming trying to get away. I must have scared it when |
jumped on the woodpile. The dog stopped in front of me, looked at
me and clamped its sharp teeth on the rodent. The little creature
stopped moving. Looking at me the dog then began to eat it, biting
its head first. It looked disgusting.

I jumped on the woodpile again. No reaction from the dog. It kept
eating. It ate it, tail and all. It then licked its lips and lay down in
front of me, watching me. What was I going to do with this monster
which refused to leave me alone, I wondered. I’d have to sleep up
here on the woodpile, away from its reach, I figured.

I looked at it and said, “So, you’re a rodent catching dog, eh? Or
maybe you’re a cat...? I don’t know. What I do know is that you’re
a pain... And I don’t know what to do with you.”

I sat down at the top of the woodpile, put my face in my hands and
we kept staring at each other for what seemed like hours. I was
bored. I didn’t have the dog’s patience. I wanted to go outside. It
looked like evening was approaching and the yellow sun would be
setting soon. I wanted to look around outside before going to sleep
on the hard wooden bed. Unfortunately the dog was in my way.
Then it hit me. Why not go out the back way. I could jump off the
terrace, do my exploring and perhaps climb back up. If not, come in
through the front door and run up the woodpile before the dog had a
chance to chase me. Besides, I had the pipe in my hand.

I got up, turned around and slipped down to the next room. Just then
I realized I had forgotten to make my stoppers and wooden spoon.
Oh, well, I’ll do that later, I thought.

I went straight for the stairs. I looked at the big metal door beside
them. What could be behind there, I wondered. I decided to try
opening it again. I pushed hard but still it refused to budge. Then I
decided to pull. The door flew open. There was a hall leading
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forward and another to the sides. The entire place was lit with
artificial lighting, electricity perhaps?

I turned left. There was a storage room but there was nothing in it. I
came back and went straight. There was a washroom. It was
disgusting. The toilets and sinks were filthy brown and covered in
dust. I came back and went right. There was a door at the end of the
short hallway. I figured it led outside. It did. The locking mechanism
was broken and it opened slightly after a strong push.

I pushed harder and after something snapped, the door flew open. A
pile of dry bird droppings was rolling away. It looked like a huge
chunk of dirty styrofoam. I let go of the door and it sprang back and
closed. I panicked. I thought I had been locked out and yelled a
bunch of profanities out loud. I tried the door. It wasn’t locked...
But it was too late. I spotted the dog running towards me and
growling. I stepped back inside and closed the door. I was very
angry. This dog was getting on my nerves. Something had to be
done.

I went back to the toilets. I was curious to see if they worked. I went
to the first stall. There was no water at the bottom of the bowl. The
toilet looked similar to the ones we have on earth. I looked for a
handle to flush. I couldn’t find one. Even if I had found one it
probably wouldn’t work. There was no tank to hold the water either.
These toilets looked like they were a hundred years old. They
probably were. I looked at the floor. It was filthy. I looked closer
and saw a brown spot rising right in front of the base of the toilet. I
scratched it with my foot. It was a metallic object, a coin perhaps? I
tried to kick it. It didn’t move. I stomped on it to dislodge it. Then,
suddenly I heard a loud growling sound. I jumped up and turned
around fast. My heart was pounding. The growling stopped. Had the
dog gotten inside? I didn’t see it anywhere. I turned around. The
toilet bowl was full of grey and brown water ready to overflow.

Moments later it began to spin and whoosh the water disappeared
down the hole. I heard water running inside the wall. It must be the
reservoir or tank filling up. It took a long time before it stopped. I
pushed on the coin again with the bottom of my running shoe. There
was the growl again and then the whoosh followed. The toilet
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worked. The inside of the toilet, the washed part, began to turn a
tinge of white. It would need a lot of scrubbing, I told myself,
especially the seat.

I turned around and left the stall. There were sinks in a line but no
mirrors. I went closer. There was glass under the brown rubble. The
mirrors were all broken. Part of one mirror still hung on the wall on
top of the last sink, but it was covered in dust. I went there and ran
my finger along its face. It was glass. It was caked with brown dust.

I tried the handle on the tap above the sink. It only had one handle.
All of them had only one handle. It was seized up. It didn’t move. I
tapped it with the pipe I was carrying in my hand. Nothing... I
tapped it harder. It moved but only slightly. I worked it back and
forth, gently so as not to break it. Black fluid began to drip. I worked
it some more and eventually got it to work. Clear water began to
flow, but not a lot. I shut it off.

Enough fun for one day, it was time for me to go outside. I flushed
the toilet one more time for good measure and walked away towards
the water fountains for a drink before going outside. The water
fountain had dried up. There was no water coming out from either
spout. What a disaster, I thought. Then, moments later, water began
to flow. About a minute later it had returned to its normal flow. It
would seem the water in this facility was gravity driven and shared
by all the plumbing facilities. The pump that pressurized the tanks
must have been turned off or had died of old age. It didn’t matter to
me one way or another. But where was the dog getting its water?

I decided to play a trick on the dog. I got on the woodpile and began
to hit the wood with the pipe.

I then yelled, “Hey, dog, where are you?”

Sure enough, as I predicted, there it was, in front of the woodpile
growling and biting the wood. What a vicious monster you are, |
thought.

While the dog was distracted, I slipped out the back door and went
to investigate the tree I had seen earlier from the terrace. I walked
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very quietly and arrived at the tree. It was a relatively small tree,
about six metres high, but looked very old. Its bark looked like an
old man’s wrinkled skin. It had large dark green leaves that looked
like those of a maple and a round black fruit smaller that a golf ball
that looked like a fig. It was loaded with fruit. The ground was
littered with rotting fruit and the flies were all over it. I reached up
and picked one. It had a delicious aroma, much like the jelly I had
eaten earlier. I took a small bite. It was reddish-purple inside and its
juice looked red like blood. But the taste; it was out of this world, as
sweet as honey mixed with butter and nuts. They must have made
the jelly from the fruit of this tree, I thought.

I filled my shirt pockets with fruit. I noticed that my new pants had
no pockets. I turned around and was ready to go when I noticed the
extent of bird droppings that had accumulated on the side wall of the
metal building. It must have taken many years... But, so far, [ had
not seen a single bird. Where were the birds? Maybe they had left,
or died off?

I went back into the building through the back door, had a drink of
water and went and sat on the woodpile. The dog was still there...
sitting down quietly, staring at me. From the cracks in the tattered
blue metal walls of the building I could see the yellow sun setting in
the distance. I watched it disappear behind the tree line at the side of
the open door. I ate the rest of the fruit and reflected on how to get
rid of that damn dog.

The next thing I remembered was waking up in the middle of the
night, burning up. Both the jelly and the fruit were very sweet and
the sugar was burning me. I needed water. I looked around and then
down through the opening into the room where the water was. The
dog was still in this room, it hadn’t moved. The inside of the
building and the yard were lit like Christmas trees. There was no one
here, so why were the lights left on? Had they turned them on for
me? [ was too tired and burning up to think about it. I needed water.

I clumsily made my way down the woodpile to the fountain. I drank

my fill of water. When I stood up I saw movement outside the clear
door on top of the terrace.
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Instinctively and without thinking I yelled very loudly, “Who’s
there!”

Immediately after I yelled I heard many wings flap and a cloud of
birds flew by the clear window. The birds were resting on the perch
on top of the outside terrace when I startled them. The dog also ran
out to the side of the building to investigate. The birds must have
arrived after sunset.

I went back to the woodpile but couldn’t sleep. The dog too returned
and made a hissing sound before it sat down in the usual place,
staring at me. I went closer to the wall of the metal building. It was
cool, not hot like during the day. I looked outside through a crack. It
was eerie out there under the light of the silver sun. Everything was
black and white, even the birds that were returning from being
scared away were black and white. I watched them fly by and
listened to them chirping at each other. In a comical way they
sounded like they were talking. Talking like the chipmunk cartoon
characters on television back on earth. But what were they saying? |
had to find out. My curiosity was killing me.

I went down the back way, this time very carefully. I walked along
the wall, in the not so well-lit part of the room. I then went up the
stairs and along the inside part of the terrace. I put my ear against
the wall and listened. I nearly fell over when I heard what they were
saying.

They said, “Who is there!” over and over again. I couldn’t believe
my ears — talking birds.

I went back on top of the woodpile and must have fallen asleep
because the next thing I remember was hearing the birds flying away
in the morning, chirping “Who is there!”, “Who is there!”, “Who is
there!” I sat up and looked through the crack in the metal wall. It
was getting light outside. The vicious dog was still there... looking
at me.

I figured it was time to start moving around, get the stiffness out of
my body by doing some chores.
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I took my pocket knife out, found a piece of soft wood on top of the
woodpile and split a few strips from it. The strips were about ten to
twenty centimetres long. I then slid down to the other room. I took
out the open jelly jar and, using the longest stick of wood, scooped
the jelly out and ate it. When I had eaten all the jelly I left the stick
inside the jar and left the jar unwashed.

After that [ went to the washroom. It needed cleaning.

When I returned to the fountain I carved out two wooden plugs to
plug the spouts. I plugged them and for a while watched the water
drip out of the shower head.

I then took all the stuff out of my shirt pockets, took off my shoes
and put everything on top of the nearest bench. The bench was dirty.

I then went to the cabinet and took the coat, my short pants and the
cut off pant legs and dumped them all under the shower. I stepped
into the shower with my clothes on. Why did I do that? I don’t
know!

I watched the brown water flow down my feet and onto the clothes I
was stepping on as the cool clear water dripped on top of my head.
The water was cold and so was I. My head began to hurt. I stepped
away from the water flow, took all my clothes off and put them
under the dripping shower head. I then stepped on the clothes
repeatedly until the water coming out of them was clear.

When I was done I rinsed them under the shower and left them on
the floor. I ran water over my body under the shower and then
pulled the wooden plugs out of the fountain spouts and set them to
the side.

For a moment I stood there and watched the water squirt and dance
out of the spouts.

I noticed the shower had stopped flowing. I picked up one of the
pant legs, the longer one, and went to the bench. I took my stuff off
of it and put it on the floor. I then ran the wet cloth over the entire
surface of the bench end to end. The brown dirt wasn’t coming off.
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I went to the other bench and picked up the empty jelly jar. The
inside was loaded with tiny flies. They looked like tiny wasps. They
flew out and left the moment I grabbed the jar.

I went to the fountain and washed the jar. Surprisingly the jelly
washed off without scrubbing. I then filled the jar with water and
dumped it on top of the bench. I spread the water over the entire
bench surface with the cloth.

I got more water and did the same on the next bench. I went back to
the first bench and saw the dirt had turned dark brown and was
bubbling up. I ran the cloth over it and the dirt came off. The top of
the bench gave off a beautiful silvery metallic glow. I scrubbed it
end to end and then washed the cloth and filled the jar with water
and rinsed the bench again. All the dirt was gone. I rinsed and
squeezed the cloth and wiped the surface dry. It looked beautiful. It
looked like a mirror. Not a scratch or bump on it.

I went back to the shower, picked up all my clothes and set them on
the fountain, beside the running water. They were dripping wet.

With the sun up the inside of the building began to warm up fast.
The bench was dry to the touch. I picked up my stuff and shoes from
the floor and put them at the corner of the bench. I couldn’t believe
how clean and beautiful the bench looked.

I took each piece of clothing, one by one, twisted and squeezed them
over the fountain and placed them on top of the bench. I felt
uncomfortable walking around naked so I spread my shorts over the
bench top in hopes that they would dry fast.

I spent most of the day cleaning. I spent hours cleaning all the
benches, the clothes cabinet, the cupboard and all the jelly jars.

After I cleaned the second bench I spread my clothes over it so that

they would dry. By the time I was done cleaning all the benches my
shorts were dry. I put them on and noticed that my feet were dirty.
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I wanted to clean the sink and toilet next but was afraid to walk
barefoot because of the broken glass on the floor.

I sat on the bench and waited for my socks to dry. I flipped them
over.

I thought of going outside to look for food. I was getting hungry.
Outside of the jelly and fruit there was nothing else to eat.

I thought of eating the dog. The thought made me laugh out loud.
The echo in the big room startled me.

It was peaceful and silent inside the big room.

Where was the little monster [ wondered? It should have been here
by now after my loud laugh. Maybe it wasn’t able to get inside the
big room. If it did, I thought, it would tear my clothes to pieces.

My socks were still wet when I touched them.

As I sat on the bench I realized that my feet were dirty from
stepping on the dirty floor and needed washing before I put my
socks back on. I took the empty jar and went to the fountain. I filled
it with water and poured it on my feet. I scrubbed them with my
hand to loosen the dirt. Then I rinsed them. I filled the jar with water
again and walked back to the bench. I sat down on top of the bench
and rinsed my feet again. I used the pant leg, which was now dry, as
a towel and wiped them dry and then put on my socks and shoes.

I realized the dirty floor was going to be a problem for walking
barefoot so, before I went to clean the washroom, I poured water on
the floor and scrubbed it. I made a clean path from the bench to the
fountain and from the fountain to the shower. I noticed the floor was
painted light blue, just like the walls and like my new pants which
were now fully dry. I put on my t-shirt and short pants. I put the rest
of my clothing, including the long coat and my other stuff, in the
cabinet.

Cleaning the toilet seat, sink and mirror were not as difficult as I had
thought. I kept filling the jar with water from the sink and splashed
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it over the toilet surfaces and against the mirror. After the dirt started
to bubble, I scrubbed it with the cloth. I then rinsed the surfaces with
water.

I cleaned the mirror last and looked at myself. I had grown a beard
and moustache. I looked comical, comically tragic. I had lost
weight, my eyes were sunken and I looked like an old man. Looking
at my physical state I began to feel very lonely and depressed. I
needed to be with people. I even contemplated becoming friends
with the dog...

I felt light-headed and stepped away from the mirror. Fearing I was
going to pass out and fall on the broken glass I ran outside, not to
the other room but outdoors. It was much cooler out there. The sun
felt nice on my face. I wanted to sit down but there was nowhere
clean to sit.

I went over to the tree and picked a fruit. I bit it but it didn’t seem to
taste the same as before. It bled down my finger, a thin dark orange
blood... very thin. I looked up and around, there wasn’t a single bird
in sight. There wasn’t a sound except for the buzzing of the little
wasps...

I suppose people would kill for a peaceful life like this, I thought
and surprised myself by that thought. Perhaps there was something
in me that liked the seclusion. I felt like I was back in my village in
Macedonia. I liked it there.

I figured it was time to make friends with the dog. We couldn’t go
on like this forever... I took a second bite of the fruit and it seemed
to taste better this time.

I went back inside, drank some water and filled the jar, picked up
my dog repellent pipe and went back on top of the woodpile and sat
down. The dog lifted its head and looked at me as I stared at it.

Moments later I stepped down from the woodpile and went closer to
the dog and sat down. There was no reaction from the dog.
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I took a couple more steps down towards it, which brought me
within striking distance with my pipe but still far enough away from
its reach, and still no reaction from the dog.

Thanks to the little monster I was now bare-legged and if it bit me
again it would be biting flesh, so I had to be careful.

I suddenly stood up and quickly raised the pipe up high. The little
critter jumped and moved away a short distance, enough to avoid
being hit.

I took another couple of steps down and sat down. My feet were
now resting on the ground where the dog could easily reach them.
The dog, however, didn’t react and lay there like nothing was
happening.

I suddenly lowered the pipe fast. The dog jumped to its feet and
went outside. Then, when I slowly raised the pipe it sat down again.

I gently placed the jar with the water on the ground and flipped the
lid open but got no reaction from the dog.

I left the jar on the ground and climbed back to the top of the
woodpile and sat down. It was hot up there.

The dog ran inside and attacked the jar but didn’t tip it. Its mouth
was too small to grasp it.

I sat there watching the dog and in my disappointment I looked
away, outside.

Moments later I heard the dog lapping the water. It kept lapping and
lapping until the jar was dry. It then licked its lips and kept looking
at me.

I suddenly stood up and jumped hard on top of the woodpile. The
dog instantly ran towards the other end but came back with no
creature in its mouth. I saw its tail wag for the first time but only
slightly.

46



Were we playing a game? Were we becoming friends?

I took the pipe and stepped down to the floor. The dog stepped away
towards the door to the outside and stopped. I took a step towards it.
It moved an equal distance away. I guess it didn’t want to leave me
but didn’t want to get hit either.

I wondered what would happen if I dropped the pipe? I’d better not,
it was too risky I thought.

I kept moving towards the dog and it kept moving away, past the
broken down front door and outside. We were both outside now,
looking at each other.

There was a small woodpile on my right side so I climbed on it and
jumped hard to see what the dog was going to do.

The dog dashed towards the fence and came back with a rodent in its
mouth. It clamped its teeth on it, dropped it in front of me, moved
several steps away and sat down looking at me. I didn’t do anything
with the creature but stepped away from it.

Moments later the dog came back and started eating it, head first.
Seeing that the dog was distracted I decided to walk away towards
the big gate. Keeping its distance the dog picked up the half-eaten
creature and followed me. What is with this dog, I wondered?

I walked away towards the side of the building and the dog followed
me. [ walked towards it, it backed up. We sat there in the middle of

the yard looking at each other like we were dancing the tango. I was
leading. I think my stick or, should I say, my dog repellent pipe was
leading.

Then, suddenly, as if the music had stopped, the dog dashed away
towards the big gate as if looking for the next dance partner. I felt a
sense of relief but it was short-lived. I was overpowered by a sense
of fear when suddenly a figure, a human figure, appeared on the dirt
road in the distance. It looked like a man and he was headed our
way. Who was this man and what did he want, I wondered?
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Meeting Voskot

The dog ran to the gate and anxiously stood behind the large door
with its tail wagging. It was obvious the dog knew the man. I
suddenly felt like a stranger, an intruder who had invaded this
compound. I had no idea how this society worked and what their
laws were. But it wasn’t my fault that [ was here. I had been brought
here, dumped and locked up.

The man was wearing dark clothes, black, blue, brown, I couldn’t
tell from this distance. He was carrying a long stick and using it to
brace himself with every step. He was carrying something on his
back, a backpack perhaps. As he got closer I noticed he was short,
shorter than me. His was wearing a dark red shirt and blue pants, the
colour of my new pants. Maybe they were his pants, I thought.

He had a big head with long reddish-brown hair sticking out. He
looked like Albert Einstein from the distance. I couldn’t see if he
was looking at me or not but I was sure he had seen me. There was
no reaction from him as to my presence. In other words, he didn’t
pause or pull out a gun or anything, which led me to believe he
knew about me.

I didn’t move a muscle as he approached. He stopped in front of the
gate, took something out from a chain around his neck and opened
the gate. He closed it again and it automatically locked. He bent
down, said something and petted the dog on the head.

He stood up, looked at me, pointed at the dog and said something in
a language I didn’t understand. I stood there motionless staring at
him. He looked at the pipe in my hand. I felt uncomfortable but
didn’t want to drop it. He didn’t say anything.

He was breathing heavily and perspiring profusely. He looked old,
very old. His eyes were greenish brown and his teeth were tinted
yellow, like a smoker’s teeth. The others I had met and had had a
close look at had pearly white teeth and very smooth skin. This guy
was definitely very old.
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He braced himself on his walking stick, twisted a little and his
backpack slipped into his hand. I was impressed by how he had done
that.

He took a couple of steps towards me and extended the bag to me. I
hesitated but took it. It was quite heavy. Was this a package for me
or was I supposed to carry it for him?

He began to walk away from me towards the building with the
broken door. The dog followed at his feet right behind him. I stood
there not knowing what to do. I saw his left hand wave slightly. I
recognized the wave. On earth it means come, follow me. I followed
and we entered the building through the broken door and went all
the way to the far end.

The man was closely followed by the dog and me about ten steps
behind. He stopped in front of the metallic door, pulled something
out from the chain around his neck and opened it. The dog was
about to enter. He said something and the dog came out and sat to
the side.

He pulled out what looked like a bucket full of water from the other
side of the door and sat it beside the dog. The dog didn’t drink. He
looked at me and waved me to come closer.

He took the backpack from my hand, pulled something out, broke it
in half and gave one half to the dog. The dog took it but instead of
eating it, hid it under the woodpile. The man made a face, looked at
me and waved for me to go inside.

He took my pipe and leaned it vertically outside the door. He walked
in, closed the door and leaned his walking stick on the wall near the
door. He pointed at something in the room that looked like a seat. I
went there and sat down.

He took the backpack to another room and came back with a cube

that looked like brownish red cheese and a flexible plastic bag full
of a clear liquid which I figured was water. I remembered that bag;
it was similar to the one the man gave me after the woman and the
two men took me into their ship.
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He went back to the back room and brought two cube glasses that
looked like the jelly jar but smaller and without lids. He flicked the
water bag with something and poured the water into the two glasses.

He then broke the cube that looked like cheese with his hands and
gave me half. It was wrapped in a very thin plastic-like substance.
He rolled the plastic back and took a bite. He then picked up the
glass, raised it, said something and took a long gulp. I did the same.
I guess we were having lunch late in the day.

The dried stuff that looked like cheese was actually processed meat
and perhaps other stuff. It was quite good. I could have gulped this
thing in seconds but I took my time biting small chunks and
drinking water just like the man did.

We ate in silence and I thought perhaps that’s how they ate here. I
finished eating last. The man looked at me and said something. |
didn’t understand what he said so I stood there looking at him.

The man looked up at the ceiling, twirled his index finger and said
something that sounded Arabic. No reaction from me. He then said
something else which may have sounded like Hebrew. Still no
reaction from me... He said something that sounded Indian, then
Chinese....

Finally I got the courage to say, “I don’t understand you!” in English
and raised my arms up with hands open.

He made a face and shook his head.

This is useless I thought. He doesn’t know my language and I don’t
know his. I decided to step outside and went and sat on top of the
woodpile. The dog didn’t follow me and neither did the man. I’'m
sure he was frustrated with me too.

I sat there and looked outside. It was getting dark and the birds were

coming to roost and singing the same old song. Someone needs to
teach them something new, I thought. But not today...
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As I sat there contemplating my new misery I wondered if those
languages the man spoke were truly earth languages. I understood
his motions and hand gestures. They were almost the same as those
on earth.

Who am I kidding I wondered. Earth languages...? Earth
gestures...? This is another galaxy? My desires and logic of the
inexplicable were colliding, making a mockery of everything I
knew. I had almost convinced myself that this was a dream, a
nightmare from which I was going to awaken.

But then, at the same time, I thought of the people who had
kidnapped me. They’d visited earth. What were they doing there,
observing us? They could have easily picked up our mannerisms,
even words from our languages.

Suddenly I felt cold. The wood I was lying on was hard. Dream or
not, I figured I’d better go down into the next room and get my
clothes and things.

The well-washed coat would make an excellent mattress. My shirt
and long pants should do to keep the cold away. I picked up the
empty jar; it was exactly where I had left it. I went down to the next
room, washed it and filled it with water, picked up my clothes and a
full jar of jelly and put them on top of the woodpile.

I debated whether I should open the jelly jar or not. I voted for “no”
but opened it anyway. I ate some, with the piece of wood, of course
and felt much better. It tasted like a sweet dream.

The next thing I remember was waking up to the man’s voice calling
out. It was a raspy old voice, not very loud and very difficult to
produce. Was he calling me or the dog? It was light outside. I must
have slept through the entire night. I looked outside and noticed the
birds had gone and the dog was nowhere to be seen.

I stood up, came down to the bottom of the woodpile and looked in
the direction of the voice. The door was open and the man was

standing in front of it. He saw me and waved and I waved back. He
motioned for me to come towards him, left the door open and went
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inside. I could hardly walk; my back and legs were stiff. I stepped
into the room and closed the door behind me. I didn’t want the dog
to come inside. In fact I didn’t see the dog at all that morning.

I sat in the same chair as the day before and waited for the man to
show up. This time he brought a couple of glasses full of fruit juice
and a block of white stuff. He broke the white block in half and gave
me a piece. The fruit juice looked disgusting. It was red and full of
dark green chunks. It looked like a blended version of the fruit I had
picked outside.

I took a sip; it tasted just like the fruit. I took a bite of the white
substance, it tasted like the condensed milk that came in cans back
in Canada and was just as sweet. This time I finished eating first. I
put my finger up to suggest “excuse me”, ran out, up the woodpile
and picked up the jelly jar with jelly in it, brought it back and put in
on the table. I flipped the lid open.

The man looked at me and went into the back room, brought a
couple of small clear square glass plates and a couple of tiny
triangular spoons that looked like canoe paddles. He scooped some
jelly from the jar and put it on the plates. He pushed one of the
plates towards me.

I began to eat and he did the same. He was impressed with the taste I
assumed because he made a face and shook his head with approval.
He looked at me and spoke hesitantly because he remembered the
last time he had spoken to me I had become frustrated and walked
out.

He lifted his finger up, signaling me to wait, then went into the back
and brought back a little black block with a clear shiny surface and
something that looked like a keypad on the side with alien symbols.
It looked funny. The symbols were alien to me. He then picked up
the glass half full of juice, pointed to it and said a word. I was
confused, was he talking about the glass or the juice. He must have
sensed my confusion and ran back to the room and came back with
an empty glass. He said the same word again. I shook my head in
agreement and repeated it. He gave me a nod of approval. He did the
same for several items on the table.
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After waving his hand over the black block on the table he tapped a
few keys and a glass appeared hovering over it. It was exactly the
same kind and size as the glass on the table. He called it the same as
before and pointed at me. I looked at it and reached over to take it. It
was not a real glass; it was lights dancing on the surface of my hand.

He laughed out loud and tried to hide it so as not to embarrass me, I
assumed. He seemed very patient and sympathetic. He tapped more
buttons and a small clear square plate appeared. He looked at me
and pointed at it.

I had already forgotten what it was called and in my frustration said,
“Gospo da me chua, ovoi chovek ke me pukni!” in Macedonian.
This is what some of the women in the village used to say when they
were frustrated with their husbands, which roughly translates to
“God protect me, this man will make me blow up!”

I was startled by his reaction; the man froze in space as if I had said
some magic word to make him stop moving. He was frozen still and
looked at me. I didn’t know what to do so, just like him, I stood
there frozen. A very slow smile began to develop on his face. He
opened his mouth wide. I could see his teeth and they looked
disgustingly yellow. Then a loud raspy sound came out of his
mouth.

“Makedonski ah? (Macedonian, eh?).”

It took me several seconds to realize what he had said. I then
instinctively said, “Da, Makedonski!” (Yes, Macedonian.)

I grabbed my face with both hands and squeezed it. I stared at the
man. He was not an alien anymore; he was my grandfather whom I
had never met. I felt an instant connection between us. Wild
thoughts ran through my mind. This was unbelievable!

He composed himself and in Macedonian said: “Finally a common
language we can share.”
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I didn’t understand all the words he said but I understood enough to
know what he meant. I sat there f