
The air was cold despite the warmer 20 degree temperatures. It was the end of February and the sum of two years planning had finally bore fruit. My name is Max and two years ago my wife and I had purchased a large plot of land on an island in the middle of Boyd Lake Maine. I was a beautiful spot, quiet and relaxing which was our sole purpose for buying the lot. The ground was uneven, yet the trees were dense providing ample privacy. During the first year we put in a dock, picnic table and build a platform for a tent which we never used. During that first year, my nephew Bobby and I spent a rather chilled night in June at the site. We came unprepared and nearly froze our ass off. Though it had been warm during the day the night quickly dipped down into the low 20’s and even the fire provided little comfort. 

That was also the night of our first encounter.


Encounter? You ask yourself? What possibly could you encounter on a desolate island? I asked myself that and at this moment I continue to ask myself the same question. 

After a rather gaseous meal consisting of processed foods and military MRE’s…and of course tons of coffee it had gotten to be close to midnight when we decided to go to bed. We both lay in the open, Bobby lay upon the picnic table while I lay on a cot and air mattress. I remember laying on my back staring up at the night sky like I had done so many times before. The twinkling points of light captivated me and my imagination drifted and I daydreamed until the fatigue of sleep crept into my eyes and I fell asleep.


I had no idea what time it was and frankly I didn’t care, the scream that tore me from my deep sleep was close…too close. 

  “Bobby?” I called out to him.

  “Yeah I hear it…” he quickly replied.

  “Bobcat” I added.

  “That’s what I thought too,” he added. “I’m going back to sleep.”

  “Night” I replied.

Though he could go back to sleep, I found it difficult. My ears strained to listen to any abnormal sounds that echoed in the night. 

I didn’t have to wait long.

Lying on my back I heard a crunching sound to my lower left. It sounded like something was walking…walking cautiously through the woods. My ears strained to pick up any sound the bobcat…or whatever it was made. It continued to crunch through the underbrush making no attempt to hide the fact that it was making noise.

That was my first clue that something was amiss.

Most nocturnal animals were quiet as they foraged for food, night had it’s own set of predators and any noise they made could easily spell their death. Whatever it was, it was confident of its power, confident that there was nothing it could possibly fear. 

The thought made my breath stick in my throat. 

Earlier there had been loons crying their relentless call, they were soothing, calming and it was a sound I know my wife and I welcomed. Now the air was still…the forest quiet as if it had take a deep breath and was holding it as whatever it was passed. 

The crunching continued and it seemed to move to my left and was now nearly above my head.

It was circling us.

But for what reason? 

Was it sizing up it’s opponent? Was it seeing if we were worth the effort of attacking? Was it going to attack at all? 

Questions rolled through my mind in rapid secession and I nearly lost track of the creature. Tucked under my pillow was a small .22 caliber pistol, quite useless against anything large but a deterrent to any hostile human we might encounter. Still though, my grip was firmly planted on the handle of the gun. 

The noise was now on Bobby’s side and I wondered if he heard it or was he sound asleep, oblivious to the potential danger that was near. 

My thumb clicked the safety off.

Normally my course of action would be to rapidly sit upright and draw my flashlight up scanning the area where I thought the creature might be, instead though, I lay staring at the star filled sky my ears searching the surrounding darkness like miniature bloodhounds. 

The crunching happened again, and this time it seemed closer to Bobby. Maybe whatever it was knew I was awake…knew I was aware and Bobby was asleep. 

A moment of action, decision was near. By my laying there Bobby was in danger…

Gently I grabbed the zipper and quietly slid it down the track, I felt the cold air rush in and it instantly chilled me. With my one hand I held firmly onto the gun, the other I grabbed my flashlight and twisted the barrel until the light came on, I then held it against my body to hide the beam until the exact moment. 

Taking a deep breath, I bolted upright the sleeping back falling back off me, my flashlight came instantly up along with my gun into a firing position. The beam cut through the night illuminating the forest about 10 feet past Bobby. 

There was nothing there. 

Panning the flashlight from side to side I figured maybe it had continued to move around us, still though, all that I saw was trees and the uneven ground that made the forest look like something out of an evil fairy tale. 

  “What the hell?” I breathed.

That was when I saw them…two eyes…brilliant red…nearly eight feet off the ground. Taking my flashlight I moved it slightly to the side to see if the eyes were glowing from the flashlight…or on their own. 

To my surprise the red was created by the flashlight beam, again I guided the light to the side just be sure, when I brought the beam back the eyes were gone. 


Suddenly, there was a blood curling scream along with a series of crashes as whatever was there had suddenly left…in hurry. 

  “What the hell?” Bobby groggily said.

I couldn’t respond to him, my voice along with my breath was caught squarely in my throat, the cold clammy sweats covering my body chilling me further. 

After I told Bobby…we immediately got up and stoked the fire to life and remained awake the rest of the night. 


Four months later, at the beginning of fall, my friend JP and I went back up to remove my dock. It was a beautiful fall day, nearly picture perfect, cool, changing leaves  and a warm sun. It wasn’t until we got there did I realize that I had forgotten my life jackets. Also at the dock was an older man, I’d say in his late 90’s. He happened to overhear my cursing about the lifevests.

  “You boys need a couple of vests?” he cheerfully said coming over.

I found out that his name was Paul Gearing and he had lived on the lake all his life, actually grew up on it his parents buying the land at the turn of the 2Oth century. 

  “Sure could use a couple of vests, I totally forgot to pack ours,” I smiled back.

He left and returned in less than five minutes carrying two life vests. 

  “You boys own land out there on Cook?” he asked.

  “Just bought a large chunk last year,” I replied with pride.

  “Large chunk?” he asked his face growing stern.

  “Yeah, 18 acres this side on the Southern most tip,” I pointed in the direction of my land. “Bought it at a steal too,” I added.

Paul looked over at the island then proceed to rub his unshaven chin. He then brought his eyes directly to mine the cheerful humorous man that was once there was replaced with someone who was foreboding and fearful. He became suddenly quiet.

  “Did I say something to offend you?” I asked trying to break the ice.

  “No, nothing you did,” he replied shaking his head, then slowly turned to walk away. “When you’re done with the vests just leave them in my pontoon boat three houses down here,” he pointed to the pontoon boat.

  “No problem, thanks again for allowing us to use them,” I said.

Paul started to walk away then stopped, standing there for a second he turned and looked at us then walked back.

  “Look, I got something I want to tell you boys, but I don’t want you thinking I’m some sort of crackpot or senile old man,” he said then let out a sigh and continued before we could respond. “When I was a kid…and we’re talking when I was about five or six…maybe, my parents wouldn’t allow me to play outside. They told me that the “wolves” would carry me off and that I had to play inside. This went on for nearly a year before they allowed me to go out again. The thing I remember most was the fear in their eyes,” he said staring at the ground his head shaking.

  “Wolves can be dangerous,” JP added.

  “Normal wolves can be but these things…these things,” he sighed. “Our house was attacked by these wolves one night. They broke our windows, shattered railing on our porch and tore shingles off the roof. They didn’t get inside though, my pop had boarded up the windows just fine.”

  “Attacked you? You mean werewolves?” I nearly laughed.

  “No, not like the horror movie stuff, not humans that transform into wolves, no these buggers were Wolves!”

  “You ever see one?” JP asked.

  “Once…and at a distance, on the island…your island,” he pointed. “That happened many, many years ago. Though over the years there have been reports of people…tourists, campers that sort of thing that went missing. Most were from the island…or owned land on the island,” he stated. 

  “You are kidding me right?” I grinned.

  “You yourself said you got the land at a steal…ever wonder why?” Paul frowned.

  “Figured the guy didn’t want anything to do with it…figured that he didn’t have time anymore or his kids grew up and there was no point in keeping it,” I shrugged.

  “The man you bought that from owned that plot of land for nearly 18yrs, I can only remember them coming up here once…once, him his wife and three kids.”

  “What happened?” I asked my curiosity peaked.

  “He came back with just two kids…his other child and wife are missing. Police were told and they investigated but they found nothing…absolutely nothing that pointed to either of them. He never came back to the island…I think he hung onto the land in hopes that someday he would find them…maybe both alive.”

  “You’re saying that to freak us out…right?” JP asked.

  “Like I said…you believe what you want, I don’t care if you think I’m crazy…keep that land…go over there and one night one of you may not come back!” Paul snapped.

  “Paul wait,” I said as he turned to leave. “You said you saw one…what did it look like?”

  “I said I saw one at a distance…through binoculars…on your side of the island,” he breathed. “It was tall, lanky the hair very dark. I couldn’t make out its face.”

I stared at him in disbelief as he walked away. JP and I then  got in the boat and headed over to the island. When we got there we were hesitant, Paul’s warning was too fresh and it caused us to consistently look over our shoulders. 

We began to work.


Six months later snow began to fly and the temperatures plummeted to lows not seen in decades. My wife and I went up to look at the camp we purchased pre-built. It was only a 10x24 with a sleeping loft, nothing special yet it was enough to provide us both with much sought after peace that our lives had not seemed to provide of late. I had hired a mover to drag the entire cabin to the other side of the lake then excavate the site pushing the debris into a mound behind the cabin where our privy would be. Thoughts of Paul’s warning quickly disappeared as plans for the big move dominated my thoughts both day and night. Getting the building permit, aligning the mover, builder, building supplier…it was a nightmare! That also didn’t count for the mass of gear and supplies that had been gathered for our weekend trip. Not only had I amassed a pile of gear, but people too…JP was coming of course, as was another friend of mine Brian, my nephew Bob and very important to me…my brother John from out of state. 

JP and I had taken two weeks off from work just for the event and we planned on spend a couple extra days up there working after everyone else had left. The weather appeared to be good for the move but was going to rapidly deteriorate with snow closing in. None of us cared though, as long as the cabin was there and the stove installed…and enough chow, we weren’t worried about anything…though if I had been smart…I should have been. 


The day of the move was stressful, JP, John and I left early that Friday morning. I was a two hour drive to the boat ramp where the builder would bring the camp and drop it off…then we loaded all our gear into the cabin and wait for the mover to come and do his thing. Though the temps were hovering around 22 at my house, by the time we got up there it was nearly zero with a slight wind blowing driving the wind chill down. The builder came with the camp. 


We watched him unload it from the trailer then he sped off down the road his portion of the job finished. 

We immediately began piling our gear…including wood into the cabin. Once we were finished we waited….and waited…and waited. The mover was nowhere in sight, I was about to call him on my car phone when the dull rumble of a tractor trailer reached our ears. He appeared towing a huge…I mean huge bulldozer. 


It was nearly 4pm by the time the mover was paid and headed back, his job finished. Our camp was there…finally.

My friend Brian had showed up just about the time the mover was heading back, I met him with my snowmobile halfway across the lake. 

  “Everything go OK?” he asked.

  “So…so, but I’m not going to complain it’s over there,” I sighed. “Head on over, they’re putting in the stove now.”


By 6pm it was dark, the stove was in and the cabin was warm, the porch had a floor, we sat around the stove drinking our first cup of coffee…content and relaxed. 

  “So, when you going out for the pizza?” Brian asked.

  “Aw shit! I totally forgot! Look one of you guys want to run me over, I’ll take one of the radios and call you when I get back,” I asked.


It was nearly 8pm when I arrived back at the boat landing with the pizzas.

  “Hey you guys hear me?” I called on the FRS radio.

  “We gotcha, be right there,” Brian replied.

I stood in front of my vehicle and stared out at the island, it was too dark to see yet something bothered me about it. From the other side of the lake I saw a small orb of light head my way. Within a couple of minutes Brian came up to me the tow sled behind him. Plopping my ass in the sled he took off across the lake again. There was a half moon and its dull light cast shadows that seemed to dance back and forth before my eyes. The temps had dropped also and I could feel the stinging bite of the wind against my exposed face. It only took a few minutes though, before we were all enjoying the pizza in front of the fire. It was then that JP changed the mood of the evening.

  “So, see any of those beasts running around the woods?” he laughed.

  “Beasts?” Brian asked.

  “Not zombies?” John added.

  “Werewolves” I commented. “It seems this island has a werewolf problem, I guess some people have turned up missing from time to time…including the wife and kid of the former owner.”

  “You’re not serious are you?” Brian looked at me.

  “There is an old codger on the mainland that swears he saw one of them,” I added.

  “How long ago was that?” John asked.

  “Many….many years,” I nodded. “Probably nothing to worry about.”

  “On the off chance what do we have for weapons?” JP asked.

  “I have a .22 pistol…totally useless,” I said pointing to the wall.

  “I have my Glock,” JP added.

  “I have my .45 John added.

  “I have a knife,” Bob said.

  “I have a bunch of knives,” Brian added. “I thought though, you needed silver bullets?”

  “If they are werewolves then we do,” I agreed. “But if there is any truth to the story…then they may not be werewolves.”

  “Fuzzy zombies!” John grinned. “I’d worry more about global nuclear war.” 

  “Did you tell them?” Bob asked.

  “Tell us what?” Brian asked.

  “This past June when we came here and stayed for a night…we had something strange happen. Something was in the woods, something big.”

  “What did it look like?” JP asked.

  “The only thing we saw was they eyes, they glowed red in the beam of my flashlight,” I said. “They were also nearly 8 feet off the ground.”

  “Probably a bear,” John suggested.

  “Or something in a tree,” JP agreed.

  “Sorry, but I don’t think so, whatever it was tore off through the woods making so much noise that you could have more than likely heard it across the lake.”

  “Scared the shit out of us,” Bob nodded.

  “Oh come on, you guys are trying to scare the shit out of us!” Brian grinned. “Won’t work.”

  “We’re totally serious,” Bob looked at him. “Something was out there.”

The coffee kept coming until nearly 2:00 in the morning, then with sleep inevitable we all sacked out. It was nearly 5:00am when I heard a loud crash that caused me to sit upright on my cot. Blinking I strained to see but it was still dark out. 

  “Hey anyone hear that?” I whispered.

  “I did” Brian answered. 

  “Probably just the ice on the lake shifting,” Bob groggily said.

Suddenly there was another crash this time though…closer.

  “I heard that!” JP said waking.

Grabbing my flashlight I pulled myself from my sleeping bag then grabbed my useless .22 pistol, at first I wanted to go to one of the windows and peer out but figured the light would reflect back into my face and I’d see nothing. There was no choice, the door was my only option. 

Grabbing the handle I slowly turned the knob then as quietly as possible opened the door a crack, it was then I realized that I hadn’t chambered a round in the gun. Grabbing the top of the weapon I pulled back on the top sliding the first round into the chamber. 

There was another crash, right out side the door.

Taking a deep breath I yanked the door open drawing the flashlight quickly up. 

My breath caught in my throat at what I saw. 


My snowmobile was overturned the cowling cracked and nearly ripped off. I half expected to see a huge creature with enormous biceps and a long pointed snout, instead what greeted me were five smaller creatures standing only 3 feet in height. They had dark brown, nearly black hair from head to toe, their facial features were grotesque having a flat nose and an overextended and very powerful looking jaw that contained what looked like rows and rows of razor sharp teeth. Their bodies were proportional with arms that tapered down to hands containing only three fingers, yet at the end of those three fingers were three very sharp claws; their feet appeared to be configured the same. 

Their eyes also glowed a brilliant red in the beam of my flashlight. 

JP had been right, it had been something in a tree that Bob and I had seen. But we had seen only one, not five. 

They stared at me with big red eyes as if captivated by the beam of the flashlight. Something though, pulled my hand to the left casting the beam out into the forest. 

If I couldn’t breath before…I was gasping for air now.

What greeted my light were dozens…upon dozens of red glowing eyes. I quickly shifted the beam of light to the right only to see even more of them. The forest was full of glowing red eyes. 

Grabbing the door I was about to slam it shut when something hit my body hard. The sudden shock caused me to yell and fall backwards my grip on my pistol and flashlight loosening. 

I then felt the sudden and incredibly sharp pain in my upper left arm. One of the creatures was on top of me it’s powerful jaws ripping a huge chunk of flesh from my arm. 

  “Get it off me…get it off me!” I screamed.

Bob was quick, he slipped off the loft and with one swift kick slammed his foot into the creatures head. It howled with pain but it’s grip on my arm didn’t cease. 

Then there was a booming thunderous bang within the confines of the cabin. John sat upright on his cot his .45 caliber held securely in his hand. The bullet hit the creatures head splattering it and it’s brains over the floor and wall. The body went limp but its jaws grip on my arm did not yield.  

Outside there came a horrendous noise, it started soft and quickly rose to a chilling crescendo as the rest of the creatures throughout the forest began to howl. 

Bob grabbed the door and slammed it shut just as another one slammed into it. He fumbled with the lock then pressed his body against the door. 

  “Someone mind helping me here…I don’t think this lock is going to stop them,” he quickly said.

Brian was quick as he too pressed his body against the door just as another one slammed into the steel frame.  John and JP were quickly at my side their flashlight beams dancing back and forth across my face and arm.

  “We have to pry the jaws off him, get your gloves and grab one side of his jaw, I’ll grab the other, John said.

  “This is gonna hurt,” JP said looking at my sweating strained face.

  “Just get the fucker off me!” I yelled.

John grabbed his lower jaw with JP grabbed what was left of the top part of its head. Together they strained to pull the locked jaws apart. I watched as their faces strained, slowly the jaws began to part the pressure on my arm easing. 

  “Pull your arm out…we can’t hold it!” John yelled.

With much pain I pulled my arm from between the creatures jaws. John and JP let the jaws go, they snapped shut with the same sound a rat trap would make after it snapped. Blood leaked down my arm, a small pool forming and soaking into the new wood of the floor. The laceration to my arm was severe, a huge chunk of my flesh hung down mingling with the thin fabric of my long-john top. I felt woozy and leaned against the wall for support. I knew that if I didn’t stop the bleeding soon I would pass out. 

  “Grab me a gauze compress from the medical kit,” I pointed to the medical kit.

  “Oh guys, I don’t think these things are in a very happy mood,” Bob said his body still pressed against the door along with Brian’s. Outside there came a series of crashes, some against the side of the cabin, others on the roof.

  “Help them, I’ll take care of my arm,” I said my shaking hand grabbing the compress gauze from JP. 

Both John and JP Grabbed some 2x4’s and nailed a brace against the sides of the door, then took another 2x4 and put it tightly across the front wedging the door tighter into the frame. They did the same with the back door then covered the windows with plywood. I continued to sit on the floor as I watched them work, I had lost a considerable amount of blood and I felt slightly dizzy. I also could feel the banging and slamming against the walls and roof, I was surprised they weren’t tearing their way through. The walls were fairly thin, not something I would have figured would stop them. 

  “We need to get him to a doctor,” Brian said staring into my glassy eyes.

  “And how do you expect to do that? With the forest filled with those things…we’re going nowhere for a while,” I sluggishly said. 

  “Maybe they’re nocturnal animals, come morning they’ll bed down for the night,” JP suggested.

  “My gut tells me no,” John shook his head.

My gaze then turned to the body that lay by the front door, it was hairy but even through the thick matt you could tell that the body beneath was lean and muscular. 

  “It looks like a chimp…or some other form of ape,” JP said looking at the body too.

  “Where in the hell did they come from? I mean why hasn’t anyone seen them before…why us…why now?” Brian asked.

  “Maybe they’re here for a reason,” John added.

  “Yeah…to eat us,” I whispered.

  “How are we going to get out of here is the main question,” John said.

  “The snowmobile,” Brian began to say.

  “It’s on its side, not sure if they tore the engine apart or what,” I sluggishly whispered.

  “That’s going to be our only way out of here,” JP added. “We just need to see what condition it’s in.”

  “Drill a hole,” John said. 

Brian grabbed the cordless drill and walked over to the wall next to the front door, he then bored a hole large enough for us to see out of.

  “Can’t see a thing, still too dark,” he said peering through the hole. 

  “We need to wait till morning,” JP sighed.

  “He may not have till morning,” John said the concern clear in his voice.

  “We could open the door slightly and toss out a light, hopefully it will illuminate the area around the snowmobile enough for us to see,” JP suggested.

  “Forget…forget it,” I said. “You’re all forgetting one thing, you still have to see if the snowmobile will run…then you have to get it going. Chances are it’s not going to start right off.” 

  “Then we drag you out of here on a sled,” John quickly snapped.

  “Forget that too…the woods are full of those things…full! None of you would make it 30 feet before you were covered with them…me included.” I added. “You only have one choice…stay put until the opportunity comes for all of you to slip out to get help.”

  “All” John looked at me sharply.

  “All” I added. “You all know as well as I do that staying behind could mean your death warrant, also, not leaving as a group could spell disaster for you all. You have to leave as a group.”

  “I agree with your brother…we all leave together,” Brian cut in sharply.

  “Look at realities here, you have a wife and daughter at home that needs you…my brother has his wife and son, JP has his son…Bob has a son on the way…”

  “And you have a wife,” JP cut in.

  “Yes, I know, but none of you are wounded either, I would be a liability that would slow you all down. Look at it this way, you stand a better chance leaving as a group and then bringing help back…en-mass than one or two of you going and leaving someone behind for what? To do nothing…I don’t need watching over and unless any of you are a doctor…you’re useless.”
  “No debate on this…none,” John forcibly snapped.

  “He’s right you know…as much as I hate to admit it…he’s right. We stand a better chance of getting help in here if we all go together, one wouldn’t stand a chance, two would have problems but three? Three might just be able to pull it off,” JP sadly said.

   “Damn it! I’m not leaving him!” John yelled.

  “I can barricade myself in here when you leave…what difference is that compared to right now?” I countered.

John stared at me giving me a sharp look, he then reluctantly nodded his head. 

  “Then it’s settled, you three will wait till morning then try to get that snowmobile running and get the hell out of here,” I said as I began to cough. 

  “I think Brian and I could stand a better chance of getting out than all of us together,” Bob finally spoke up. “Sorry to hurt all your feelings but Brian and I are the youngest…and fastest.”

  “No disrespect, but the rest of you are out of shape,” Brian agreed with Bob.

  “This one of those “old” jokes?” I frowned.

  “No, reality…” Bob said firmly. “All the rest of you have to do is keep the bastards off us until we get the snowmobile going and get moving.”

We were all silent, the pounding against the sides of the walls and roof continuing, we all knew that Bob and Brian were right. Slowly, we all nodded in agreement, then sat and listened to the barrage of racket outside. 

The hail of sticks and chunks of ice was replaced by shrieking screams and gutterel growls. What was keeping them from breaking through the walls was beyond me, yet I was thankful for that very fact…whatever that fact was.


When morning broke Bob was the first to peer out the drilled hole we had made the night before. 

  “I see it, the entire thing is on it’s side, the seat facing me, I don’t see a puddle of oil and the gas should be fine if the system is sealed,” he explained.

  “Any of those monkey bastards?” John asked.

  “I don’t see any,” he replied.

  “Drill a few more holes all around the camp, get a view of what we’re dealing with,” I said.

Brian took the drill and began drilling holes, as soon as he got through with one either John or JP would peer out. 

  “Well?” I said shifting my weight the pain in my arm shooting down the entire length of my body.

  “Looks clear here,” JP said softly.

  “Yeah, good here too,” John said. 

  “Fine on this side,” Brian said looking through a hole.

  “Still OK by the snowmobile,” Bob said peering through the original hole.

  “Maybe the little bastards can’t take the sunlight,” Brian grinned. 

Both John and JP grabbed their pistols, making sure they had extra clips ready. Brian grabbed my .22 pistol and looked it over.

  “How do you work it?” he asked me.

  “Pull back on the top slide to chamber a round, push the little tab next to the clip to release it, and make sure you grab a couple more clips,” I said pointing to the bag it came out of.

  “Better than nothing,” he said shrugging then walked over and grabbed the two extra clips I had.

  “Make sure you have your knives,” Bob said. “Key in the ignition?”

  “Yeah, I didn’t pull it out last night,” I said. “Make sure you choke it enough, and as soon as you get it going…go like a bat out of hell…then cut the choke back or you’ll stall,” I said. “Here” 

  “What?” he said to me.

  “Keys to my vehicle, you’re going to have to go for help and for some reason if yours doesn’t start….best to have a four wheel drive,” I said handing him my keys. “There is a double ended axe behind the passenger seat…and of course other knives all over the vehicle if you need them.”

He just nodded to me, then looked at the others. 

  “We ready?” he asked.

  “Yeah, let’s do it,” Brian said. 

  “We’ll try to keep them off you as long as we can,” JP said.

  “Help me up,” I said extending my hand to John.

  “Stay put before you start bleeding again,” John replied.

  “You’re going to need all the help you can get,” I said shaking my hand at him. “Now help me up.”

My brother helped me up off the floor and for a moment I leaned heavily against the wall my head spinning. I felt sick to my stomach and my knees were wobbly but I was determined to stay upright. Sluggishly I walked over and grabbed my large belt knife then a larger and longer knife I had brought. Taking a deep breath I walked up behind the others. 


JP pulled the 2x4 that held the door and swung the door wide his Glock ready to fire at whatever may lay just beyond the porch. 

There was nothing there. 

  “Come on…move!” John said to Bob and Brian.

They both dashed out along with John and JP covering both sides. I slipped around the side and towards the back of the camp making sure none circled around from behind. With each passing moment I felt myself getting weaker and I used the cabin for support. 


Brian and Bob quickly righted the snowmobile, Bob choked the machine and turned the key…it roared to life. 

Brian knelt down in the tow sled keeping the gun ready to fire, as Bob gunned the throttle. It bogged down threatening to stall but he worked the gas quickly bringing it back to life. The snowmobile skidded sideways nearly tossing Brian from back as it headed out to the lake. Once out on the lake they would hopefully be able to open the machine up and make time to the other side even if the creatures followed. 

Both JP and John followed the path behind the snowmobile keeping their pistols at the ready, I came back up to the front of the cabin and watched their backs. 

Even from the front porch I could see the snowmobile glide along the path, in a moment they would be out on the lake.


Something moved and he caught the movement out of the corner of his eye, Brian yelled as one of the creatures leapt from the woods. The .22 pistol emitted crack after crack as he continued to pull the trigger. The bullets hit home one after another but did little to slow the attacker. From just behind the snowmobile hoards of creatures emerged from the thickets. Dozens went for John and JP while hundreds went for Bob and Brian. The first one impacted with Brian driving the pistol from his hand and knocking him back in the sled his body flipping over the creatures sharp clawed feet striking Bob in the back causing him to lurch forward. 

The machine bogged and he quickly tried to coax it back to life, but it slowed…then died. 


The creatures were like hoards of roaches descending upon their food. Within moments they engulfed both Brian and Bob. I watched and tried to scream though my voice had left me, Brian and Bob slashed and cut into the creatures but were quickly overwhelmed. 


John and JP tried to get back to the camp their guns firing round after round. Creatures dropped their dark black blood coating the white snow around the shore and camp. 

I then noticed one sneaking up on my right, I didn’t have the energy to fight that was for sure, I would only get one chance and one chance only. With a swift jabbing stab, I buried the short sword I had into the creatures left eye. It fell back clutching its face howling in pain. 

We were being over run, there was no escape, we had made the wrong decision, had decided to jump left when we should have moved right. John and JP were now trying to fend them off by hand as they tried to make it back to the cabin. 


At that moment I realized that it was game over…they had won, there was no escape for anyone of us. Paul had been right, this island…this land had brought us death. 

My energy had left me and I collapsed back against the wall, then slid down until I was on the floor. I was dizzy and suddenly felt cold. Then something else caught my eye, scanning skyward I saw a shape, a massive black oval, it literally dwarfed the entire sky around the island and lake. It had to be miles across the outside a dark coal color. There were no distinctive features and there was no doubt that what I was seeing was totally alien to this planet. My gaze then cast beyond the huge sphere, in the distance I could see other similar shapes cloud the sky as they moved to other areas. 

It then became crystal clear to me  the feeling that swept over me so profound that I gasped. As I felt the darkness begin to close in around me I watched my brother and JP collapse under the weight of all the creatures. I then suddenly realized what and who these creatures were. 

They were interstellar farmers…and it was now time to harvest the fields. 

