
SOMEPLACE ELSE

I step out of the warm house for the last time. I feel the cool dew on the early morning grass. The 
family I live with only moved in here a few months ago. It’s sad that I must leave so soon.

I tread through the long grass, down to the fence, where the eldest child tends to the chickens. He 
looks at me, his mop of a hairstyle obscuring his curious face. Lively birds flap about his feet, 
and he tosses a handful of grain. I give him a nod, and he seems to understand. He doesn’t 
always like to come near me. I seem to give him a runny nose. But we share a respect. I climb 
over the fence.

The sun is just rising. I disappear from sight, into a field of yellow crops, corn I think. Each stalk 
is much too tall for me to see the top. My bare feet fall softly on the dirt. I’ve seen this field from 
afar, but have never explored this area myself, never imagined the height of these plants. But I 
always knew I would have to pass through here. It’s the quickest way.

The sun is at its highest, and I come to a stream. A while ago the tall stalks of corn melted away 
into tall grass, then into river reeds. But this can’t be called a river anymore. It has been drunk 
dry by the people.  The people are strange, like us, only larger. They can’t hear us when we 
speak, so we must yowl to get their attention. And every one of them is evil, save for the few 
who shelter our kind. My family. I will miss them. 

But their people drank this river dry, well, almost dry. I can still squeeze a drink from the sad 
murmur of water. But my tongue picks up pieces of coarse river sand, and it leaves a bad taste in 
my mouth. I easily hop over the water without getting my feet wet. And I carry on.

Cool afternoon. Great big beasts slowly graze on the green grass. I feel lost, so I approach one.
“Could you tell me the way to go?” I ask.

“The way to go?” She asks back. “That very well depends on your destination.”
“The place where you go to die.”

“You silly boy.” She says, in her slow, careful tone. “We are not the ones who die. Our 
men are the ones they eat.”
“I see.”

“They don’t like us talking to the men. So they keep them far away. Go towards the 
windmill and keep going. You will find the men. If you see my brother, give him my wishes.”
“I don’t know your name.”

“You think they name us? You had better get going if you want to arrive in good time.”
“Thank you, madam.” I say as I swiftly leave their paddock.

I had a brother once. We shared a bed. He was lazy and fat, and always ate more than his share. 
But I loved him all the same. He was run over by a car a few years ago. I still think about him 
from time to time. But I know that he was needed somewhere else.

I think about him now. How he must have felt knowing he had to leave so soon. How I feel now, 
leaving fifteen years later. Much, much shorter for my family. I wish I might see him again soon. 



The chances of that happening are slim, but it is not impossible. We were brought together once, 
who’s to say it won’t happen again? I wonder where he is. Is he waiting for me? Where will I go 
when I finally go? These questions will be answered soon.

I arrive at the windmill. It is tall, old and lonely. An angel appears, landing on the ground to greet 
me. His wings are pure white, and his beak is like a spear. His head swivels on his long neck and 
he stares at me with one eye. 

“Is everything alright?” I ask.
“Just checking in on you, ginger.” Says the angel.

“I know I have to be somewhere, I’m on my way. I really am going as fast as I can.”
“Just know that your tardiness is less than appreciated.”

“Can you tell me what I am supposed to do?”
“Well, I’m not supposed to. But I will tell you that you must slay a beast. It is quite 

horrible. That is all.”

The angel disappears. I am disappointed.

Midnight. The moon shines brightly on the leaves of the deep forest. And the ghost of the moon 
appears in the distance, revealing the eyes of a hunter. The moon must reflect in my eyes as well, 
because we make eye contact.  The hunter walks slowly out from her cover. She clearly does not 
want to kill me. She would have done it by now. But I am much too large for her. Instead, she 
curls her pointed nose at me, to intimidate me. Her teeth are sharper than mine. I stand up to her 
challenge. We share the same colours. White underneath, fire for a cloak.

We fight. She bites not to kill, only to wound. I am a little out of practice, but I battle her into a 
dignified surrender. She scampers away, and I walk deeper into the forest.

The night watchmen coo at me from their lofty perches. I look up and see nothing, for the 
watchmen are invisible. But I hear them calling. I can’t decide whether they are cheering for me 
or mocking me. I don’t care either way. 

Three o’clock. The night watchmen stop their cooing but I still feel them watching me. Round, 
yellow eyes staring down from the trees. I’ve decided that they’re not with me or against me. 
They are merely fascinated by me. 

Given half a chance, my kind would eat the watchmen. It’s just the kind of thing we like to do. 
We’re a very cruel people, just not the cruelest. But today I have no interest in eating watchmen. 
Even if I did, I would have no chance at catching one, their camouflage is unparalleled by any 
other creature. And today I have a job to do. At the place where they kill the cattle. 

Something evil lurks there. Something more cruel than my people, or my family’s people. I have 
to stop it before it finds everyone. Before it kills them.

The forest is almost the wetlands now, though the ground is still firm. I’m noticing a strange 



black ooze in patches around my path. I know I’m going the right way. 

A couple of teenagers lean against a tree at the very edge of the forest. One of them approaches 
me, clearing quite a length in one stride.
“What are you doing here? This is our place” he says to me.
“Just passing through”
“You can’t come through here. We’re busy.” he says. He scares me. I glance to the side. More of 
them approach from every angle. I’m cornered. I try to escape, but they catch me.
“I mean you no harm” I say, a quiver in my voice.
“That’s what they said. That’s what they said when they brought you over. You and all your 
friends.”
“Listen, I just want to get to the place where they make the meat.” I say. The boy pauses.
“You’re going the wrong way. It’s towards the biggest fig tree.” He points to an immense plant in 
the distance.
“Thank you.” I say. I’m grateful that they let me be, but I understand his pain.

I am not supposed to be here. This is not my place. My kind were brought here during the 
invasion. We eat their young and our livestock eat their grass. There is a deep hatred within me 
for what we do to them. I press on.

Sunrise. I look up into the canopy of the biggest fig tree I have ever seen. It truly is magnificent. 
The green leaves are permeated with sleepy golden light and I feel calm. But the black ooze is 
getting thicker and more abundant. A young boy sits on a high up branch. He wears a little blue 
coat and he looks at me in fear.

“Are you going to eat me?” he asks.
“No. I am not going to eat you.”

“Why?”
“I’m not hungry.”

“I thought you were always hungry”
“Well, I suppose you shouldn’t judge a book by its cover.”

“I don’t know what that means”. As he says this, the angel appears. He carries a silvery 
object in his beak. He drops the dainty sword at my feet.
“What’s this?” I ask.

“You will need it to defeat the creature”, he says.

It is night again. I have finally come to the place I need to be. Old metal creaks around me and 
my footfalls echo into oblivion. It is so dark I can’t see the opposite wall of this enormous place. 
The concrete is dusty with dried dung but, eerily, there is no cattle to be found. As I walk on into 
the dark, the black ooze covers most every surface. It smells like burning grass. I hold my sword 
tighter between my teeth. I hear a low growl. I turn around. I see it.

A shambling mass of black ooze moves closer and closer towards me. It’s hard to see in this light 
but I see more sets of teeth than should be allowed on one thing. This creature is not of this 
world. But it seems familiar. Its many eyes blink at me again and again. This thing is nothing but 
evil.



I rear up and pounce. I catch it in the eye with my silver blade. It screams a terrible scream. Its 
great black tentacle heaves over towards me but I jump out of the way just in time. I stab another 
eye. More black ooze gushes out. It gives another swing with another tentacle and hits this time, 
sending me to the concrete.

I get back up. My side is scratched. I catch a glimpse of an opening. The creature opens its 
mouth to laugh and a great red tongue flops out. I pounce again. The sword pierces through the 
great slug of a tongue. Smoke begins to pour out and I smell burning hair. I pull the blade out and 
strike at the roof of its mouth. The fire is overwhelming.

I can see the creature becoming less and less corporeal. I can see the floor through its skin, 
clearer and clearer. I keep stabbing and slashing, the flames rising higher and higher. I have 
defeated it. Until its jaws clamp down into my middle. Its yellow teeth are almost nonexistent, 
they phase through my skin and my flesh, leaving it undamaged, until they hit my spinal cord. 
And as the pain of the paralyzing bite shoots through my body, the monster has finally vanished.

I lay there on the cold concrete. I can’t feel my lower body. I can barely move one of my back 
legs, the other is completely forfeit. But I breathe. I see, and I move, and I live. My task is 
complete. I don’t feel any pain, for now. But I know that I shall have to move on to the next 
place. I am needed. But someone approaches. They call my name and I call back. The mother of 
my family takes me into her arms. She seems worried. She brings me home.

I have had many trips to the infirmary. They don’t think I will survive. My legs might be fixed, 
but they discovered that my liver had been failing for a while, it isn’t strong enough to take the 
medicine. My family has cried over me for two days now. They think I don’t know. That makes 
them sadder. 

The youngest child is my dearest friend. I was gifted to her, me and my brother, for her birthday 
when she was young. She spent hours and hours laying next to me on the bed. Crying, telling me 
how I shouldn’t leave. I feel bad for doing it to her. But I have to go. I’m needed in another 
place. The wheel keeps turning, The sun stays where it is. The wood keeps burning, and I stay 
the same. I remember everything. 

And I cry along with her, the little girl on the bed next to me, because I know how painful it 
feels. And I know she won’t remember, she will have to start again with a blank page. I have left 
this family too soon, I know that. Though they can’t remember it all, like I can, I know they will 
remember me for as long as they can. And I leave fulfilled.

I get up off the bed. I nod goodbye to my dear friend. She only cries. I step lightly off the bed 
and into the mist. And I walk on to my next destination. The fog rolls around the room until there 
is no more room, only the pathway. 

And I hear sweet music, and I smell baking bread. I am needed someplace else.




