


Copyright © 2017 by Kevin Sterne
All rights reserved.
No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means 
including information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from the 
author. The only exception is by a reviewer, who may quote short excerpts in a review.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the 
author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, 
events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

Designed by Joshua Bohnsack
Cover Drawing by Josh Sterne

Printed in the United States of America
First Printing: October 2017

Long Day Press LLC 
Chicago, IL
LongDayPress.tumblr.com



KEVIN STERNE WRITES 
GHOST STORIES 

& OTHER WEIRD STUFF

Stories
Kevin Sterne

Long Day Press
Chicago



CONTENTS

The Ghost of Frank Dodd Says There Won’t Be Email 
     in the Future     5

Testamony     10

Maybe, We are All Actually Lizard People  13

Testamony     18

Beyond Sycamore Township    20

Testamony     26

His Stupid, Sex-addicted, Dead Dog   27

Biography      34



THE GHOST OF FRANK DODD SAYS
THERE WON’T BE EMAIL IN THE FUTURE

Frank Dodd’s ghost was haunting his old apart-
ment again. “Boooooooo I’m a ghost!” it hollered 
while floating from one end of the studio to the 
other. 

“Quiet up there,” Shannon yelled from the floor 
below, butting the ceiling with the blunt end of her 
softball bat. “Go haunt somewhere else.” 

Frank Dodd’s ghost descended from the ceil-
ing with arms crossed, and its long, ghostly locks 
flowing in an eternal breeze. “I’ve told you time and 
again, the first rule of being a ghost is that you can 
only haunt the place where you died or spent most 
of your time while alive.”

“Then don’t haunt. Why can’t you be a friendly 
ghost?”

“Why can’t you come up once for dinner?”
She ignored this. Shannon was sure Frank Dodd 

had had a crush on her when he was alive. He’d 
always try to corner her in the hallway, invite her 
up for dinner, offer to take her to church. Things 
hadn’t changed since he’d been shot in the hunting 
accident.

“I’m fulfilling my eternal fate, Shannon. Speaking 
of, look at this.” Frank Dodd’s ghost ripped off his 
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shirt, showing the dozen bullet holes where he was 
shot. Then he gulped in a bunch of air and ghostly 
bullets shot out of the holes. 

“How about that, eh? Scary?” 
Shannon let out a long sigh as one of the stray 

bullets floated through her arm. “I need to wind 
down. I had a long day directing phone calls and 
answering emails.”

Frank Dodd’s ghost put his shirt back on. 
“I’ve seen the future,” he said, “there won’t be 

email in the future.”
“Okay, like I’m going to believe a ghost about the 

future.” 
“Telepathy. Everyone will know telepathy by 

2045. I’ve seen the future, Shannon.” Then Frank 
Dodd’s ghost zoomed up through the ceiling while 
shrieking, “I’m a ghost!”

Shannon grew accustomed to the haunts, like 
someone might while living by a train track. They 
became white noise. When he stopped, she noticed 
immediately. “Hey!” She leapt off the couch, almost 
spilling her glass of wine. “You’re not haunting 
tonight?” she hollered at the ceiling. Frank Dodd’s 
ghost didn’t reply. She got out her softball bat. 
Nothing. 

“I’m coming up there.
“No. Don’t come up here.”
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“What’s wrong, are you depressed or some-
thing?”

“I saw the future.”
“And?” She said flatly, “any lotto numbers for 

me?”
“I’m not allowed to say. Just let me be, okay?” It 

sounded like he was crying. He was always being so 
emotional. The one time she’d actually offered to 
join him and he declined. 

She decided to finish her glass of wine and go to 
bed. 

The next day Shannon was hit head on by a car 
on her way to her receptionist job. She died on 
impact but hardly felt a thing. The driver had been 
sending an email on his phone.

Just like Frank Dodd had said, they went through 
all the rules.  

“You may only haunt the place where you died 
or where you spent the most time,” said the angel, 
thumbing through documents on its desk. “Which 
for you…is your work.”

Now Shannon haunts her old office, gliding up 
out of desks while her old co-workers are typing 
emails. She really enjoys the afterlife. Zooming from 
the water cooler to the IT closet yelling “You’re all 
going to lose your jobs!” 

Sometimes she’ll pull up her shirt and show ev-
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eryone where the car hit her, the word KIA imprint-
ed right above her belly button.
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Testimony of an Alien Abductee, circa 2016

Last night sometime between 2 and 3 am I was woken from 
sleep on my futon by 3 (three) small gray men approx. 4 feet 
tall. It was dark, I couldn’t make out their faces. They commu-
nicated with me telepathically and told me they were from the 
Alpha Draconis star system (I don’t know where that is). They 
asked me to come with them, so I went with them. Downstairs 
and outside. 

All the streetlights were out on my block and the air smelled 
strongly of rotten eggs or sulphur. We found their saucer float-
ing 10ish feet above the no-parking fire spot. It was about the 
size of a small house and had a ribbon of alternating green and 
red lights running around its middle. 

A fourth alien was standing outside the entry door. But he wasn’t 
standing on anything. He was levitating above the ground. He 
seemed to summon me and the other aliens up into the ship. I 
sort of floated upwards through the air, albeit only 10 feet, but 
it is a feeling unlike anything I have ever experienced. Profound 
weightlessness and calm. This feeling remained with me as I fol-
lowed the aliens further into their ship.

I was led into a big white room where a white mist or cloud hung 
in the middle. There were no instrument panels or conventional 
navigation equipment that I could find. Just this big space and 
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fog. And from the fog immerged two other humans, an incred-
ibly handsome man with brown hair and beautiful blonde-haired 
woman. It’s hard to explain or put into words other than that 
you were the most perfect looking humans I’ve ever seen. Like 
gods. 

No one talked, but we all seemed to share an unexplainable 
peace. Like everything was okay and nothing existed outside of 
that moment. Then the aliens asked us all to remove our clothes 
and we all did so. 

Everything is incredibly vivid in my memory up until this point. 
I thought writing this would help jog loose more events. Actu-
ally, I remember now that there was also a feral cat too. I don’t 
know how I learned it was feral (did the cat talk?). I don’t think 
the cat removed its clothes.

I also don’t know how long I was aboard the spaceship or what 
happened after we removed our clothes. I woke up this morn-
ing with terrible sunburn all over my body. And my eyes hurt. 
It’s painful to blink. Are you experiencing this as well? Were we 
drugged? Did we have sex? Should I be weary of STDs? Should 
I see a doctor?

Part of me is afraid to sleep because I don’t want this to happen 
again. But part of me also wants it to happen again. 
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I’ve been receiving strange phone calls from unknown num-
bers. When I answer it’s just a bunch of beeps like Morse code. 
Is this happening to you too?

Please, if you are the man, woman, or cat that was with me and 
the four aliens last night, please contact me. 
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MAYBE, WE ARE ALL 
ACTUALLY LIZARD PEOPLE

While working for the park district Todd came 
to know Jesus. Jesus filmed people having sex and 
then put it online for free. Jesus shot in 8mm with no 
sound. He added the sound in post, and walked Todd 
through all this while in his basement. Ever since Je-
sus came into his life, Todd dreamed of being a film-
maker, a legacy.

During all this he’d watched porn about as regu-
larly as anyone else, but never for any reason outside 
of its utilitarian value. He didn’t know which films 
Jesus had done. Jesus never filmed himself. 

“Someone must be the lens,” he told Todd, “I was 
chosen as the lens.” Jesus said what he did was sa-
cred, bestowed upon him by a higher power. Nothing 
about Jesus struck Todd as overtly religious. Jesus 
wore a gray ponytail held in place by a bit of worn 
leather, and he wore an eye patch over his left eye, 
which he obtained during what he called “a rough 
patch in his past.” 

At some point in autumn they were on the base-
ball fields raking leaves when Todd told Jesus his 
idea for his first cinematic venture. “Basically lizard 
people from outer space come to Earth and have sex 
with humans.” 
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Jesus stopped raking. His cheeks dimpled and he 
stared at Todd, his one good eye unblinking “Lizard 
people?”

“Yes, and in the third act everyone turns into liz-
ard people, the lizard people and the humans.”

“It’s a metaphor?”
“Exactly. Like, maybe, we are all lizard people.”
“We need to scout for locations.”
“Now?” There were more leaves on the field than 

on the tarp.
“The most important thing right now,” Jesus said, 

“is that you make this film. Plus, I have a meeting 
soon.”

They climbed into Jesus’ truck, the bed full of 
landscaping and filmmaking equipment. They raced 
over rolling hills, the sun high above them, prairie 
grass all around them. Todd turned and smiled at Je-
sus and Jesus took Todd’s hand and gave it a gentle 
kiss. Todd was high on life.

 The pair drove for what seemed like hours. 
The sun shifted clockwise around the sky. The truck 
raced, 70-75 mph. Eventually Todd became thirsty, 
his mouth dusty and dry. He couldn’t remember the 
last time he’d had a drink of water. 

“I need a drink,” he told Jesus. 
Jesus looked at him. “Yes.”
Suddenly and without warning, a small town 
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jumped out of the horizon. This was a foreign planet 
for Todd, one he’d never visited. A cluster of non-
descript blue and gray buildings masquerading as a 
municipality. Jesus steered the car into the gravel lot 
of a motel and cut the engine. 

“I’m meeting someone here,” Jesus said while get-
ting out of the car. But as Todd moved to join him, 
Jesus said to stay in the truck. “I’ll be back soon, then 
we will get you that drink.” He winked at Todd with 
his one good eye and slammed the door. 

The inside of the truck was stifling and the air 
was as thick as sawdust. Todd shifted in his seat. He 
was sweating from his forehead. The windows in the 
truck were up, and he felt agitated. How long was 
“soon”? I’ll just open the door and get some air, he 
thought.

As he slithered his feet out, a voice yelled:
“Stay in the truck.” Jesus was standing in the door 

frame looking out at Todd. His hair was undone from 
its usual ponytail, and he wasn’t wearing a shirt. “I’ll 
be out soon,” he said, “then we will get you that 
drink.” He waited for Todd to put his foot back in the 
truck and close the door. Then Todd watched Jesus 
disappear back inside. 

Something was not right, Todd thought. Why was 
he acting so strange? Todd was not going to stay in 
the truck just because Jesus told him to. That was 



ridiculous. Plus, he was thirsty and the truck’s cabin 
was poorly ventilated. Todd decided to get out again, 
but he did so slowly and quietly, all the while watch-
ing the motel door for any sign of Jesus. 

 Outside the air was cool and refreshing. The 
sun was setting, casting long shadows on the gravel 
lot. Todd remembered it being only noon when they 
had left the ball fields. His body made a long shadow 
and when he wiggled his arm to his side the shadow 
took the shape of a sort of lizard. Todd grabbed the 
8mm camera from the truck and filmed this. Then he 
panned the parking lot and motel to add context to 
the image. It would be a really good shot, he thought. 

As he was doing so he saw that the door to the 
motel room was open. From where he was standing, 
at least thirty feet away, he couldn’t see much inside. 
So he moved closer, looking through the camera as 
he walked up to the door. 

 Something about this—the adrenaline?—
made him feel like a real filmmaker. And he was cau-
tious about moving slowly and not shaking the cam-
era. 

He reached the door. It was open, just wide enough 
for him and the camera to move in. He crossed the 
threshold. 

 Jesus was standing over the bed, unclothed. 
Todd could only see him from behind. Someone was 
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on the bed. Todd moved closer with the camera. Jesus 
was thrusting hard into the bed and Todd could see 
sweat dripping down his back. But he still couldn’t 
see the figure on the bed. 

 Suddenly, Jesus turned around. Instinctively 
Todd pointed the camera on him. Jesus pulled off his 
eye patch and tossed it at Todd, hitting the camera. 
“I hope you’re ready,” Jesus said. Then Todd saw the 
scaly arm and claws of the creature on the bed and he 
kept filming.
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Testimony of an Alien Abductee, circa 1999

I’m not out here for the publicity, because being in a small town 
like Wickliffe in Tennessee—you’re not looking for publicity. 
People have a way of finding out. I guess that’s why you guys are 
here recording this. 

My name is Grant Masefield. I live in Wickliffe, Tennessee, but 
when I was abducted I was with my wife down by Axe Lake, which 
is, you know, about not too far from where we live. Anyways, it 
was New Years, and everyone had been talking about the new 
Millennium and all this, I guess, uncertainty about 2000. The 
Y2K thing. I remember seeing on the news stuff about robots 
taking over the world. That had me and Jan a little upset. I think 
we went down there to get away from it. Kind of clear our heads 
and just be with each other. 

But something happened when we were out there. Something 
definitely happened. I remember this bright, white light over 
the water. I don’t remember what we were doing at the time, I 
think just sitting by the fire looking at the sky or something, but 
I glanced out at the lake and this thing was, it just, well kinda 
sucked you in. I couldn’t keep my eyes off this thing. Couldn’t 
even turn to my wife, that’s how powerful it was. And I heard 
this voice in my head, this kind of whisper like someone was 
talking in my mind. And it said, “Grant, please come with us.” I 
can’t imagine I said no, but I don’t remember. 
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All I remember was this guy in a black suit with black sunglasses 
leaning over me, with this blinding white light all around him. 
That’s all I can remember, that’s all I know, everything else is 
just blank. I woke up the next morning next to Jan and we both 
kind of had these marks on our arms. Like needle marks. How 
you get after a shot or something. And that really freaked us out 
more than anything. 

Luckily Jan’s sister’s boyfriend is a doctor. He kind of had us do 
some tests and lab work. Said we looked good. So I trust him. 
I’m still alive. But damn, not a day goes by I don’t think about 
that night and try to jog my memory for more pieces to what 
happened.
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BEYOND SYCAMORE TOWNSHIP

Kurt Logan stands over his Father’s headstone. 
Sunrise cuts through mist hanging between hills, 
beyond Sycamore township. There’s a Pistol in his 
mouth.

He counts the seconds until the curtain of light 
sweeps past the mine up to the cemetery. “Don’t be 
afraid,” he coughs into the gun. The barrel is warm 
on his tongue and the wind stops shaking the low-
est branches. 

It’s May 25, 1947, exactly two months since the 
mine collapsed. Two months since his father and 61 
other men didn’t come home to supper. 

Robins dance overhead to the rhythm of their 
own song. Sunlight seeps through the rusted fence 
and meets his skin. “If birds can fly, what do they 
dream of,” he wonders before shutting his eyes.

Soon he will know; he’ll ask the birds himself. 
Kurt Logan pulls the trigger. This is life after life. 

This is the other side. 
But, wait—no noise. He opens his eyes. The gun 

must be jammed. He bangs it with his palm. 
“You!” 
Kurt looks, up from the gun, out across the cem-

etery. A man, not older than forty, hurries passed a 
row of headstones in the back, and then turns onto 

20



the small dirt leading to Kurt. He walks with an 
awkward hunch, and seems to be dragging his left 
leg. How did Kurt not see him? The man can barely 
walk and he missed him. 

“Death is easy son,” the man says as he walks 
closer. Kurt desperately bangs the side of the gun 
with his fist. 

It’s not too late. There’s still time. Kurt swings 
the gun up to his temple and pulls the trigger a 
second time. Nothing. 

Fucking failure. This guy will take him back. 
Walk him right through town—bad leg and all— 
probably down 2nd street, with the butcher and the 
grocer and a dozen red-hatted widows whispering 
under their breath with disgust. They’ll think, “Van 
Logan’s kid couldn’t even kill himself properly” and 
“Poor Natalie and Elizabeth. What a pathetic excuse 
for a brother.” 

The man, nearly out of breath, puts his arm 
on Kurt’s shoulder and pushes him up into a firm 
posture. “That’s a nice Smith and Wessen you have 
there,” he says. His eyes are beady and black, like 
dates pressed into dough. He looks through him, 
past him, beyond him. 

Kurt slides the gun back into his pants pocket. 
He could still take off and run. There is no way the 
man can catch him, not in the shape he’s in. Kurt is 
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quick; he played tailback last fall. He just needs to 
keep the man talking.

“What do you want?”
“I need to tell you something.” The man coughs 

heavily and slaps his chest a few times.
“How long have you been here? How long have 

you watched me?”
“Long enough.” The man looks down at Van 

Logan’s headstone and sighs. “Your father gave me a 
message before he died.”

“You knew my father?”
“Worked with him.”
“Well, what was the message? What would he 

possibly have to tell me?”
“Now hold on a minute. Let me remember.” He 

thinks. “He said to stay strong,” the man coughs 
and mumbles to himself a bit before continuing,” 
and that he wants you to mind your mother, Amy, 
and look after your sisters.” 

Kurt gazes at the marker as if trying to reach his 
father, with his eyes, through the stone and the 
soil. Then he points his eyes out at the hills and 
the town beyond. Somewhere, two miles away, his 
mother is waking up the girls for school. She won’t 
knock on his door—hasn’t in two months. Some 
days he goes to school and some days he doesn’t, 
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but she doesn’t prod him; she’s too afraid to prod 
him. 

Kurt thinks of the gun in his pocket and, sud-
denly, wonders if the man is lying. But, he knew 
the names of his mother and sisters. Judging by his 
coal-marked jeans, he probably did work with his 
father. But, what if it was all a dream: the gun; the 
old man; the suicide. What if he could just wake up? 

It isn’t a dream; he can’t wake up. Kurt had 
planned this day, had bought the gun with money 
left to him by his father, had picked the spot most 
convenient for the people who found him, had even 
made sure to tell his mother and sisters that he 
loved them at dinner the night before. 

“You all right there? Hey, did you get all that? I’m 
not about to repeat myself. I say things once, so you 
better be listening.”

“Yeah. I got it.” Of course he doesn’t have it. 
Who is this man, and why has he waited so long to 
tell Kurt this? Why now, why today, why in front of 
his Father’s headstone? 

“Who are you? Why are you telling me this?”
The man looks agitated. “I already told you, kid.
“No, you haven’t said your name. Why would my 

father tell you that?”
He shoots Kurt a disgusted look, like he just 

swallowed a bug. “My names Jack Baker.”
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“Robbie Baker’s old man.”
“Robbie,” Baker whispers, and turns to the town 

in the distance. He looks out as if remembering 
a fond dream. His sunken mouth wrinkles into a 
smile, and his whole figure seems to glow on the 
edges. Still, he’s frail, and looks as if the inside of 
him is empty—a wooden man.

“You know Robbie? How is Robbie, tell me how 
he’s doing in school?”

Baker rises from his hunch. It’s as if talking about 
his son has given him a newfound energy—a wilted 
flower suddenly exposed to rays of sunlight. 

“Couldn’t tell you. I hardly ever go.” He wasn’t 
lying; he wasn’t expected to go. The school told 
him he could take the semester off and finish up the 
following year. He decided early on that he wasn’t 
going back; his teachers didn’t like him anyway.

“How about football? Has he been staying low? 
You have to stay low to cut through the line. Wrap 
up with both hands, chest up, head up.”

Baker jumps into a linebacker’s stance, feet 
shoulder width apart, and trunk low, with hands 
resting on his thighs. “Have to keep a low center of 
gravity, you understand.” 

He looks up and notices Kurt’s disinterest. 
“What, I thought you were on the team. Van said 

24



you play fullback, rushed for 1,000 yards last sea-
son, right?”

A small smile curls on Kurt’s face upon hearing 
this. He had ran 35 times for 240 yards in the last 
game of the season—his best game by far.

“Half-back actually, but I’m not go out for the 
team this year.”

“Tell me something,” Baker begins. But he 
doesn’t finish his question. He’s looking over Kurt’s 
shoulder at something. 

Kurt turns to the Sycamore about twenty yards 
away. From behind the tree the figure of a young girl 
emerges. She’s about the same age as Kurt’s sister 
Elizabeth—barely six. She wears a wrinkled brown 
dress, similar to what both his sisters wear, and her 
hair is cut short—just below her chin—exactly like 
Natalie and Elizabeth. 

She walks over to the two men confidently, and 
still careful to step around the various plots.

“What is it?” Baker, concerned, calls to her. 
“Your daughter?” Kurt asks. 
“Hi Baker, who’s your friend?” she asks. 
“This is Kurt, Van’s boy.”
“Oh, you’re from the town, then?” The girl tugs 

at the bottom of her dress and kicks the dirt at her 
feet. 

“Why aren’t you at school,” Kurt asks her. 
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“No one to make me go,” the girl answers while 
looking, one by one, at the gray headstones that 
surround the three of them. Kurt thinks to ask if her 
parents are buried here, but suspects her already 
knows the answer. 

“I didn’t feel anything this time, Baker,” she says.
“He’s not from the mine. He’s got a gun.”
“Terrible. So many souls are trapped in the mine. 

I feel them.” She runs her hand along the top of a 
nearby headstone, seemingly talking to herself and 
the men at the same time. 

Kurt picks at his cuticles, waiting for them to 
bleed. Waiting to watch the blood run from the tips 
of his fingers and fall to the dirt and seep through 
the cracks in the soil and seep down to his father.

He’d resented his father his whole life. Re-
sented him for working in the mine, for assuming 
Kurt would follow him down there when he was 
old enough. All he’d heard at the dinner table, his 
father’s overalls covered with patches of black, face 
smeared with dust. Exhausted every day, too tired 
for a catch. 

He left Kurt no choice, the way he saw it. After 
high school, Kurt would come work in the mine—
like father like son. What was the point of learn-
ing in school, of playing football, of practicing, of 
trying? He had his whole life right before him. He’d 
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either die in the mine from a collapse, or die from 
the mine with black lung. All the dust would creep 
into his airwaves and coat them like the inside of a 
truck exhaust. It was called pneumoconiosis—he’d 
read it in his science book. His teacher didn’t assign 
it but science interested him; it was the only class 
he was any good at. He’d written about it for his 
final paper, argued coalminers should all have to 
wear special breathing masks. It was a damn good 
paper, but his teacher failed him because she said 
they never covered it in class. Again, what was the 
fucking point of it all? 

He never wanted to be like Van, now he wished 
for his father to be here—to show him how to take 
care of his mother and sister. He couldn’t abandon 
them, not if he could help it. 

He reached his hand into his pocket and pulled 
out the gun.

“Here, I don’t want this,” he says turning it over 
to Baker. 

“Too late for that,” Baker says, and rests it on 
Van’s headstone, the barrel pointing at Kurt. 

“Kurt,” a voice calls, faintly. “Kurt.”
“Dad?” He lifts his eyes from the gun and looks 

out at his father walking behind the headstones. It 
can’t be. But, it is. His hair is slicked back, and his 
overalls are spotted with coal dust. He looks just 
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as Kurt remembers him. Exactly as the last time he 
saw him. 

“How?” Kurt says. 
“I know. It’s okay.” Van pulls his son into a hug. 

Tears stream down Kurt’s face, and rest on Van’s 
shoulder. “Stay strong,” he says.

“I know. They gave me your message. I will.” He 
lifts himself from his father and looks him in the 
eye, straightens himself, prouder than ever before. 
“I will. I’ll go to school, help mom raise Lizzy and 
Natalie. I’ll—”

“I’m sorry, Kurt.”
“It’s too late son,” Baker says. 
“Let me talk to my own son, will you,” Van barks.
“We don’t have time, we need to know what is 

going on out there.”
The girl steps in front of Baker, and puts her hand 

up to silence him. “Baker, let them be. Let them 
have their moment.” Baker recoils and steps away. 

The girl shakes, like she has the shivers. “I feel it. 
Another one.” She pulls on her dress and kicks the 
ground. “Two of them.” 

“What are they talking about,” Kurt asks. “What 
does he mean it’s too late?”

“The mine. She feels it,” Van answers. 
“Collapsing? We have to save them.” Kurt takes 

off towards the hills, but stops when he reaches the 
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cemetery gate. He looks back to his father, Baker, 
and the young girl standing still, their faces long. 
The little girl sniffles a tear. 

“What is it?” He walks back to them. “What—“
“Here.” Van holds out the gun. 
“It’s broken.”
“No.” 
Kurt opens the barrel. There are only five bullets. 

He looks at Van, then Baker, then the little girl, who 
tosses the casing at his feet. 

Beyond the group, two miners appear. New 
ghosts. 
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Testimony of an Alien Abductee, circa 2006

My name is Jan Hickory and I live in Butte, Montana. I was 
visited a raining night in October 1996 by two aliens. They 
were both about 4 feet tall with big, almond-shaped eyes and 
large heads. Bigger than ours. I could not get a sense for their 
gender or if gender was something that they had. 

I was in bed when they teleported into my room. I may have 
been fully asleep or in a light dream state, I can’t remember ex-
actly. I distinctly remember waking up to these two aliens lean-
ing over me like palm fronds. They didn’t speak but, seemed 
to communicate with me through their minds. They asked me 
to come with them to their space ship. I remember feeling very 
scared. They told me not to be scared. This obviously didn’t 
help, but I didn’t feel like I had a choice but to follow them. 

Out the front door we went. Their spaceship was hovering a 
few feet off the ground. It was, I guess, the usual saucer shape 
that you’d see in those space movies from the 50s. A circular 
entree way emerged as we walked closer and I followed the 
aliens aboard. Everything aboard this spacecraft comes to me 
in blips. 

I remember fragments of questions they asked me. What do I 
eat? How many of me are there? How long do I live? Thinking 
back, I guess these would be questions you’d ask a particular 
member of a species if you were trying to learn about it. Before 
they let me go, one of the aliens said its name was Sprit and that 
it would see me again in 10 years Earth time. This year marks 
the 10-years. I’m still waiting for you, Sprit.
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HIS STUPID, SEX-ADDICTED,
DEAD DOG

Laura’s ex-boyfriend’s dog used to watch them 
when they had sex. Made no difference if they did it 
in the bedroom, on couch or in the bathroom. Thur-
mond found a way to be there. 

“Thurmond passed away,” Steven said over the 
phone. It was 6am. On a Saturday. And this was 
the first time they had talked since breaking up in 
December. 

“I’m sorry,” she said, “I don’t know what to say.” 
She was picking at crust around her eye, remember-
ing how Steven would sometimes clear a space on 
the chair by the bed for Thurmond to watch, lest he 
whine at the door the whole time. The whole ten 
minutes.

“Most Dachshunds don’t live to see 16.”
It sounded like Steven had been crying.
“He really, really liked you.” 
Steven suggested coffee at some chic roastery 

called Solid Brown. Laura agreed, but only with the 
condition that it was not a date, and that it was only 
an hour. 

She gave him one of those sideways hugs. He 
smiled. She liked when he did that, but didn’t let 
the feeling go any further.



“I only have an hour,” she reminded him. 
Steven dove right in: How he’d held Thurmond’s 

lifeless body in the crook of his arm for hours. How 
he couldn’t afford a professional dog cremation. 
Instead, he’d used a Zippo and some dryer lint in 
his fireplace.

“You’re not serious?” she said. 
He was serious.  
A fireplace isn’t hot enough for a cremation, did 

he realize that? 
“I wish I knew that this morning.”
She took in the people behind him, around their 

tiny corner table: moms and aspiring moms high 
from yoga, angled on striped sofas, gossiping over 
who knows what. Red-eyed college students peck-
ing at Mac Books. She wished she hadn’t come. She 
wished Steven had been indifferent towards the dog. 
She wished he wasn’t using it to gain sympathy and 
slide back into a relationship. She did her best to 
nod and act like she was listening. 

“I buried the shoe box in front of my building,” 
he told her, “in that patch of grass he liked to go pee 
on.” She remembered winter nights having to hold 
the dog upright because Thurmond was too old to 
lift his leg and stay balanced. 

“The ground’s frozen solid this time of year,” he 
said, taking a sip of coffee. Except, she Laura knew 
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it wasn’t. It was May, out on the sidewalk people 
donned jackets. 

He shook his head. “Funny, though, I can almost 
still hear him. The little pattering of his paws, the 
way his collar jingled. I swear I heard it while I was 
heading out the door to come here.”

 “Maybe it’s his ghost,” she smiled a little at 
the absurdity of it.

“I hope not, I don’t have the time to be haunted. 
I have a new piece I’m working on.”

Then he asked her if she wanted to hear his new 
idea. Her latte was almost done; they were well 
passed an hour now. 

“Real quick,” Steven said.
He told her about the “big producer” at the 

“top studio” and his pitch for the reality TV show. 
“It’s called “Little People, Big House.” She nearly 
coughed up the last sip of latte. But he didn’t no-
tice as he was busy gesticulating his limbs, wildly 
explaining the various game challenges, character 
profiles, et cetera. It was alarmingly elaborate and 
incredibly offensive.

“I like to push the envelope,” he said, “I’d invite 
you over to read the treatment, but the apartment 
still smells from the fire.” 

She needed to be firm. She grabbed her things 
and stood up; it was time for her to go. 



“I’m going to hug you here.” She wanted to make 
a clean break and not have to walk with him. 

“He really liked you, Laura.”
“You told me that already.”
“I enjoyed our talk. Maybe we could get together 

again?”
“I think you need to talk to someone,” she said 

while pulling away, “Not me though. Like, a profes-
sional? Maybe dog therapy.”

 Then she turned her back to him and left, 
feeling the eyes of everyone in Solid Brown Coffee 
Shoppe staring at her. She’d been firm with Steven, 
hadn’t let him get the best of her this time, and that 
was worth smiling about as she walked out.

Laura felt satisfied with how she’d handled every-
thing. And this satisfaction remained into the night 
when it morphed into another feeling while she lay 
in bed. She was alone. She pushed her phone off the 
bed onto the white wood floor. 

Hanging above her queen bed was an O’Keeffe 
reprint. She’d matched the room to it. Seashell pink 
sheets. Pebble-red pillows. The vanity was sandal-
wood and placed opposite the painting. When she 
readied herself she could see the reflection of the 
soft stones. 

All was quiet and so she was keenly aware of the 
soft whimper. From the living room? Was it just 
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the floorboard shifting? She didn’t open her eyes. 
Maybe her neighbors upstairs? But it came. Again. 
Louder. A yelp like a dog. 

“Hi,” Laura pushed her self up. “Hello?” 
She went to the door. It definitely sounded like 

a dog now. And when she pushed the door open, 
she saw it. For a fraction of a fraction of a moment. 
Thurmond. 

But it wasn’t Thurmond. Or was it? Thurmond 
was dead. Maybe it was her imagining it? She threw 
the lights on. The apartment was calm and still. 
Certainly no dog. 

It was an intense déjà vu, she decided. She wasn’t 
rationalizing it, no. That’s simply what it was. And 
she turned off the lights and went back in her room. 
“Fuck you, Thurmond,” she called out with a full 
voice. Then Laura closed the door to her bedroom. 

Was it him, Thurmond? Should she call Steven? 
Was Thurmond really dead? He was a writer after 
all, and made her read nearly every draft of every 
story or poem or “experimental piece” he worked 
on. Mostly white hegemony mixed with late teens 
angst. Sometimes misogynistic. Was he capable of 
concocting something so ridiculous? 

 She called him. 
 “Hey hey.” He sounded like he was at least 

half way through a bottle of wine.



“Is your dog really dead?”
“Super dead.”
“You weren’t lying so you could try to get back 

with me?”
A long pause.
“I do want to get back together, I just—”
She hung up the phone. He sounded like he was 

telling the truth, but she had to be sure. 
Outside, the night was cool and calm. Flower 

buds were introducing themselves to the Spring 
lamplight. The ground was soppy in patches. She 
had no proper shovel so had brought the little hand 
spade she used for her balcony plants. 

The patch of grass was hardly a patch and not 
any bigger than a few feet around. If Thurmond was 
buried here she’d find him. She scraped the hand 
spade a bit on the surface, looking for freshly moved 
dirt, but everything was soppy from rain, so she 
eventually had just dig until she found the damn 
box. 

Steven’s street was silent, dotted with street-
lights. Cars passed occasionally, but didn’t take 
notice of the woman hunched between the sidewalk 
and street, digging for the charred remains of a 
Chihuahua. Still, her heart beat fast with adrenaline. 
And after twenty minutes she’d reached cardboard. 
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Inside was Thurmond. Just a dead dog in a wet 
box. 

Suddenly light was thrown onto her and the 
grass. Steven stood in the apartment entryway. “I 
knew you’d come back.”

“Your stupid, sex addicted dead dog is haunting 
my apartment.”

Steven just stood there under the dangling light 
bulb in his shitty apartment building. He smirked. 
“Thurmond really liked you.”
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