
 
 
 

 
THE HELL 

 
By David Neilsen 

 
 

We was sitting for supper and Pa was just saying grace 

when they crashed. 

One second we was a family of four gathered for 

meatloaf and potatoes and the next a fireball exploded 

outside, turning night into day and bathing our whole farm 

in Hellfire and damnation. The blast rocked the walls and 

shattered the windows, including the big double-pane over 

the sink. Shards of glass attacked our meal, driving 

themselves into the table and potatoes and green beans and 

everything else. It happened so quick none of us had time 

to blink before the glass washed us over. 

I woke up on the floor. I don’t think I was out long 

because there was glass everywhere and I could hear Jared 

screaming and outside the barn was burning up something 

fierce. I was in a butt-load of pain but couldn’t figure 

where from, it just sort of hurt all over. My hands were 

sliced up all nasty and I figured the rest of me looked the 



same. 

Brushing glass out of the way, I pushed myself up, 

ripping my sticky cheek off the floor. There was a ton of 

blood under me, whether mine or not I didn’t know. 

Jared was screaming. Pa was screaming, too, but Jared 

was louder. He was hunched over Ma, who’d had her back to 

the window, and was just screaming up a storm. 

I got to my feet and Pa looked over, his eyes a blank 

stare. “Ben? You alright?” 

“I’m good, Pa, I’m good.” It was a lie, but it was all 

I could say because I wasn’t looking at Pa, I was looking 

down at Jared and Ma. She was face down on the remains of 

the table, her back punctured with so much glass she looked 

like a pissed-off porcupine. 

“Mom!” screamed Jared. “Mom! Mom!” 

Ma was dead. I knew that. I could tell Pa knew that, 

too. Jared didn’t know, couldn’t know. He’s only ten, and 

when you’re ten your Ma never dies. 

“You alright Ben? You alright?” continued Pa. I could 

see his face fidget and fight like it didn’t want to start 

feeling no emotion right then. Pa didn’t have no use for 

emotion, he was a doer. 



“Is Ma-?” I started, but he cut me off. 

“The Hell was that? The Hell just happened?” 

Jared just kept screaming out for Ma over and over, 

but I could already see Pa tuning him out. Tuning her out. 

“Barn’s on fire,” I said, pretty much doing the same 

as Pa. I always did take after him more. 

He turned around and we stared out the window at the 

blaze. We hadn’t used the barn for nothing but storing 

tools and hay for years. Now all that hay was crackling up 

good and hot and there weren’t no way that barn weren’t 

gonna burn to cinders. But that ain’t what we were staring 

at. 

We were staring at the spaceship. 

Near as I could tell from the window, it had crashed 

right through the barn, in one side and out the other. Now 

it lay a bit aways, half-buried in mud. 

“The Hell is that?” asked Pa. 

I didn’t say nothing, because I sure as Hell weren’t 

gonna say it was a spaceship but damn if I couldn’t think 

of anything else it were. 

Ignored by us both, Jared rocked back and forth, 

screaming over Ma’s dead body. 



“Come on Ben,” said Pa. 

He marched to the front door, grabbing one of the 

shotguns out of the umbrella rack. He had something to do. 

He was going hunting. I marched right past Jared and Ma, 

grabbed the other shotgun, and followed Pa outside. 

# 

“Is Ma dead?” I asked as Pa and me approached the 

wreckage of the spaceship. 

He grunted, which was all the acknowledgment he was 

gonna give. Ma being dead he couldn’t do nothing about, but 

this thing that done crashed through our barn? That might 

be something he could shoot. 

I followed in his footsteps, my hands clenching the 

shotgun tight. Whatever we found in that smoldering 

wreckage, I was gonna be ready. I’d shot stuff before, Pa’s 

been taking me and Jared hunting since we could stand up, 

and I wasn’t afraid. With a gun in my hands, I was a total 

bad ass. 

Pa slowed as we got closer, and I came up behind him, 

ducking into his shadow. Off to our left, the barn burned 

bright, flames tickling the sky. I was sad to see it go, 

remembering all the times me and Jared played in there, 



jumping from the loft into piles of hay or bouncing tennis 

balls off the propane tank or pretending we was superheroes 

and the barn our secret fortress. But I shoved all that out 

of my mind and concentrated on the huge gash in the ground 

that ran from just past the barn to the mound of mud and 

debris piled up on top of whatever had just killed my Ma. 

“The Hell?” mumbled Pa. 

The closer we got, the weirder it all was. It was like 

a big giant had dragged his toe along the ground, clearing 

out an irrigation ditch or something with his toe. All 

along the ditch were broken bits of our barn, each one 

burning into ash. The heat was nasty. We could feel it all 

around us, a dry, desperate heat. Like the air was on fire. 

I was sweating bullets as we got within a few feet of the 

crash, but I couldn’t tell you if that was from the heat or 

my nerves. 

A few feet away we got close enough to get our first 

good look at the spaceship. Because that’s what it was, no 

mistake. A goddamned spaceship, just like in the movies. 

Big old ball of shiny silver metal. Except it weren’t big. 

It was maybe the size of my bike if you wrapped it in 

plastic. There weren’t no way a person could fit in there 



and travel through space. 

I was just about to tell Pa it must be some kind of 

robot machine when we heard a pitiful wailing. It reminded 

me of the sound our dog Magnet made that one time I 

accidentally shot him with a bb gun, which weren’t my fault 

because I didn’t know he was sleeping behind the target. 

“Something’s back there, Pa,” I said like an idiot. 

He grunted again. “Stay behind me.” 

Shotgun out in front, he stepped down into the gash, 

ready to fire. I got mine ready, too. I’d seen enough 

movies to know if there were a real live alien back there I 

should shoot first and worry about being nice later. 

The whining continued, soft but persistent. The only 

other sound right then was the angry snapping of the dying 

embers all round us, so the high-pitched whine stood out. 

“Maybe it’s hurt?” I asked. 

“Then we put it out of its misery,” said Pa through 

the side of his mouth. 

Slowly, eyes on the prize, Pa stepped up the side of 

the gash and swung his aim around. From down below in the 

gash, I couldn’t see what he saw. Instead, I saw his jaw 

drop, his eyes bug out, and his shotgun droop down til it 



was pointing at his shoes. 

“Pa! What is it! Whaddya see?” 

“The Hell? The Hell is that?” 

“Pa? Pa!” 

But he weren’t paying no attention to me. He was just 

gawking at whatever was back there, totally stupefied. 

“Hold on Pa, let me see!” 

He snapped his mouth shut and waved a hand at me. 

“Stay down, Ben! You stay down!” 

But I sure as Hell weren’t gonna stay down. Pa was 

looking at a space alien, and I wanted to see it, too. I 

scrambled up the side and peered around the corner. 

And I saw it. 

It was a little feller, not quite knee high on me, and 

I ain’t all that tall. In some ways it kinda looked like a 

person, with two arms, two legs and a head. And it was 

wearing clothes and all. But in other ways it didn’t look 

like no person I ever seen. The head was way too big, for 

one. At least compared to the body. And the arms and legs 

both ended in equally-big hands and feet. It didn’t seem to 

have no fingers. Instead, the arms ended in what looked 

like big catcher’s mitts, all webbing and knuckles. 



“What is it, Pa?” 

“Get the Hell out of here, Ben. Run. Run!” 

I pointed my shotgun. “Should I shoot it? Should I 

shoot it, Pa?” 

“Run home, Ben!” 

But I wasn’t running home. And I wasn’t shooting it. 

It looked at me with eyes way back on its forehead and I 

knew, just like I knew with Ma, that this thing, whatever 

it was, I didn’t need to shoot it. The whining sound was it 

trying to breathe. Trying and failing. Shattered pieces of 

a glass helmet lay all around it. It couldn’t breath our 

air. It was gonna be dead in a couple of minutes without me 

lifting a finger. 

“Jesus, Pa.” 

“Goddamn you, Ben. You get back in the house right 

now! I don’t know what this devil thing is, but it ain’t no 

good.” 

“The Hell, Pa? The Hell?” 

Pa sighed, giving up, and turned to look back at the 

space alien. “The Hell, Ben,” he said. “The Hell.” 

Then the space alien raised up and shot its arm at us. 

I mean shot the whole damn arm off, like the arm 



itself were the bullet. It screamed something unholy as it 

did this and then I screamed and Pa screamed and there was 

an explosion and next thing I know I’m back down in the 

gash, lying on my back. 

It took me a good five seconds to figure out the 

explosion I heard was me firing off my shotgun. Another 

couple of seconds after that and I realized I didn’t hear 

nobody screaming up there. 

I dropped the gun and climbed back out, all the time 

yelling “Pa! Pa!” and not hearing no reply. Getting to the 

top, I looked all around for Pa, but didn’t see him 

nowhere. I turned in circles, yelling at the top of my 

lungs, eyes blurry with tears. What stopped me wasn’t 

catching sight of Pa, it was catching sight of the alien. 

Or what was left of it. 

The thing was sprawled out on the ground in a big pool 

of bright green gunk that I figured must be its blood. The 

stuff was everywhere and there was a whole lot of it, way 

more than there had any right to be. What wasn’t there was 

the thing’s head. 

Near as I could tell, when I fired my shotgun, I’d 

popped the damn thing’s head open and it had just burst all 



to high Heaven like a nasty zit. But instead of seeing 

skull and brains and teeth, there was just this green gunk 

oozing everywhere. 

Even weirder, it was still oozing. Pouring out of the 

thing’s neck right there in front of me. Now it was my turn 

to drop my jaw because as I watched, the headless body of 

the alien sorta deflated until it weren’t no more than an 

empty sack of skin. Which made no sense whatsoever. 

But there weren’t no arguing with what I was seeing. 

The thing’s insides were nothing but goop. And the goop, 

now a big puddle in front of me, bubbled and gurgled and 

just freaked me the Hell out. 

I probably woulda stood there staring and pissing my 

pants if I hadn’t heard someone mutter something behind me. 

“Pa? That you?” I turned around but still didn’t see 

him. Then I heard him again. He was… he was crying. Finally 

I saw him. And oh Holy crap he was pinned to the wall of 

the barn fifty feet away! 

“Pa!” I ran over to him, the heat of the fire burning 

my skin the closer I got. “Pa!” 

He hung maybe two, maybe three feet off the ground on 

one of the few walls still standing, the alien arm sticking 



out of his gut, impaling him to the wall. 

“Ben… Ben…” 

“Pa1 I’ll get you down! I’ll get you down from there!” 

Though I didn’t have no idea how I was supposed to do that. 

There was smoke everywhere, we were both coughing up a 

lung, and the fire was eating away at the barn. Pa wasn’t 

on fire yet, but he didn’t have a whole lot of time. 

“It’s… in me,” mumbled Pa. “It’s in me!” 

I tried to jump up and pull that alien arm out of him, 

but it was too high for me to reach. I had to act quickly, 

because the fire was spreading. I needed help. 

“I’m gonna go get Jared!” I told him. “We’ll get you 

down!” 

“I can feel it!” He coughed a couple of times and some 

spittle flew out of his mouth. “It’s eating me!” 

“You’ll be OK, Pa! I’ll be right back! I’ll be right 

back!” 

I ran. Oh sure, I ran to get Jared, but also I ran 

because I was so scared I was gonna throw up. What Pa was 

saying, something inside of him, eating him, that was nuts. 

But so was an alien crashing through our barn and shooting 

its arm off. So I was running, more on automatic than 



anything else. Just like Pa, I had to be active. 

Cause if I stopped to think, I’d curl into a ball and 

scream. 

# 

“Jared! Jared!” I was yelling even before I threw the 

door open and ran into the room. 

The place was a mess. I hadn’t really noticed earlier, 

being in shock and all, but there weren’t a piece of 

furniture standing or an inch of floor not covered in 

glass. 

“Jared?” I tore into the middle of the room, feet 

crunching glass with every step. “Jared, where are you!” 

“Hi Ben,” came the way-too-calm voice of my little 

brother. “Sit down, your dinner’s getting cold.” 

He was sitting cross-legged in the corner in front of 

a plate of food. He’d actually dug out all our plates and 

had them on the floor in front of him, each one some 

combination of meatloaf, potatoes, and glass. Propped up 

against the wall next to him was our mother. 

Our dead mother. 

“It’s dinnertime,” he said, chewing and talking at the 

same time. Little driblets of blood flew out of his mouth 



and he stopped to pick some glass out of his gums. “Not one 

of Mom’s best.” 

His hands were cut up something awful and there was 

blood everywhere, but he didn’t seem to notice. He just 

picked up his knife and fork, cut a slice of meatloaf, 

absently wiping glass off the top, and popped it into his 

mouth. 

For a moment, I forgot all the horrors going on 

outside, overwhelmed by the horror staring me in the face. 

Ma leaned against the wall, mouth slack, eyes open and 

vacant. And way dead. With my little brother chowing down 

next to her corpse. 

He swallowed and looked up at me. “Ain’t you gonna 

eat?” 

Shaking, I put my hands out and stepped towards him. 

“Jared. Man. Oh, man. Just stop. OK?” 

He coughed, squirting a spray of blood onto his plate, 

before answering. “You should eat, Ben. Mom went and made 

us dinner.” He started cutting himself another slice. 

“Jared, please. Oh, Christ, Jared.” I had to blink 

away some tears. I knelt in front of him and reached for 

his slice of glass-covered meatloaf. “Let me have that.” 



“I made you a plate,” he said, lifting his fork to his 

mouth. 

I grabbed the fork, pissing him off big time. He 

slammed his elbow into my face then slashed at me with the 

fork, sending meatloaf flying across the room. “Eat your 

own dinner, Ben!” 

There were a wild look in his eyes, like maybe he was 

about to totally lose it, so I did the only thing I could 

think of and punched him straight in the nose, wincing at 

the loud crunching sound and getting a spray of blood 

across my face for my troubles. 

But it did the trick. 

Jared dropped the fork and wailed, burying his face in 

his hands. 

“I’m sorry, Jared. I’m so sorry.” 

“SHE’S DEAD!” 

“I know, I know. But Pa ain’t, and he needs us. He 

needs us, Jared. There’s something out there… it done 

crashed through our barn and it’s got Pa all trussed up and 

we need to save him and-“ 

“I don’t need to be saved, Ben.” 

I turned and shivered. Pa was standing right there in 



the room, but he didn’t look like no Pa I’d ever seen. He 

looked puffy. He looked wrinkled. He looked… wrong. 

“Pa? What happened?” I asked. “What’s going on?” 

“I don’t need to be saved.” He walked over as best he 

could, as if he didn’t quite understand how to work his 

body. “I’ve already been saved.” 

“You got down? You pulled that arm outa you?” 

He smiled and placed a hand on my shoulder, just like 

Pa would’ve done an hour ago. Except this time it made my 

flesh crawl. It was Pa’s hand, but it felt like I was being 

comforted by a lump of jelly. 

“Daddy?” Jared fought to get his words out. “I think 

Mommy’s dead.” 

And Pa smiled. Not a mean smile, more like an 

understanding smile. Still, it creeped me the Hell out. 

“She just needs to be saved is all, Son.” 

He bent down and gently picked up Ma’s broken, 

bleeding body, cradling her in his arms. 

“Let’s go save her.” 

He started back out. Jared threw me a quick look then 

jumped after him like a lost puppy. I didn’t know what to 

do. Something was seriously wrong with Pa. I thought about 



what I’d seen outside. The way the goop bubbled. The way 

the alien had been in pain. The way Pa’d said something was 

inside him, eating him up. 

And I figured it out. 

“Jared! No!” 

But they was already out the door. I raced after, 

hoping I could save my little brother’s life. 

# 

Pa and Jared were almost back at the spaceship by the 

time I caught up to them. Right away, I grabbed Jared and 

tried to pull him back to the house. 

“Get away from him, Jared! That ain’t Pa!” 

But Jared weren’t having none of it. “Leave off, Ben!” 

he said, yanking his arm outa my grasp and running back to 

Pa’s side. 

“Jared, wait!” 

But he weren’t waiting for nobody. His Ma done died, 

so he was latching onto his Pa. End of story. 

Except I was pretty sure it weren’t Pa. 

A look over at the barn confirmed what I’d been 

fearing. Pa, my Pa, the real Pa, was still hanging from the 

wall of the barn. He weren’t moving. He was dead. My Pa was 



dead. 

“Jared! Look at the Barn! Look at the God-Damned 

barn!” 

Maybe he heard me, maybe he didn’t. Turned out it 

didn’t matter cause right then the flames caught up with 

that side of the barn and it went up like it was made of 

Match Light Charcoal. For a brief second, Pa’s body erupted 

in a final blaze of glory, then it was cinders and ashes. 

Weirdest thing was, just before it done burned up, I 

swear Pa looked flat. A limp bag of skin flapping against 

the wood. 

“Daddy? What’s happening? Daddy!” 

Jared’s cry shook me outa my head. He stood next to 

the spaceship staring down into the gully and I had a sick 

feeling I knew what he was seeing. That Pa thing must’ve 

set Ma’s body down in that goop to ‘save’ her and Jared 

didn’t like what the goop was doing to his dead mother. 

I cussed myself out for dropping my shotgun like a 

baby earlier after I blew the damn alien’s head off. I 

don’t know what happened to Pa’s gun, and I didn’t have 

time to run back to the house and get one of the hunting 

rifles out of my folks’ closet. I had to get Jared out of 



there before he done got ‘saved’ too. 

“Jared!” I screamed, kicking myself into overdrive. 

“Jared, get the Hell away! It ain’t Pa! Jared!” 

But he was staring at something in the gully like his 

world was being rocked. I finally reached him and grabbed 

his arm, but before I could pull him away I made the 

mistake of looking down, too. 

The Pa Thing stood in the middle of a big puddle of 

green goop. At his feet lay Ma’s body, or what was left of 

it. She was floppy and all elastic-looking. Ma’d had huge 

breasts, we’d always snickered at that, but now they was 

flat as pancakes, just like the rest of her. Just like Pa’s 

body before it burned up. Just like the space alien’s body. 

Next to it rose something straight outa my nightmares. 

It was a goop-covered figure that was taking Ma’s shape 

right in front of our eyes. 

“Holy Mother of God,” I whispered. 

“She’s being saved, Ben. We’re saving your mother.” 

I may not always’ve paid attention in church, but I’m 

pretty sure Preacher ain’t never said God saves you by 

turning you into a goop monster. 

“The Hell, Pa?” I said automatically, forgetting it 



weren’t Pa standing in front of me. 

By now, Ma- or Goop Ma- was almost fully-formed. Hell, 

she, it, even had clothes on just like the ones Ma’d worn 

to dinner. 

“Mommy?” asked Jared, all desperate like. 

“I’m here, baby,” the thing said through its fat lips. 

“I’m right here.” 

One thing I’ll say for my folks, they didn’t raise no 

dummies. Jared may have been ten and totally 

Mommy-obsessed, but he weren’t buying it. 

“You’re not my mother!” he screamed, pointing a finger 

at her like he was accusing her in a court of law. “You’re 

an abomination!” 

“Don’t say that, Honey,” said Goop Ma, actually 

sounding hurt. 

Pa, or whatever it was, nodded. “You just need to be 

saved, son. That’s all.” 

Ah, Hell no. I grabbed Jared for the third time and 

this time he didn’t put up no fuss. We turned tail and ran 

back to the house. Jared to get away, me to grab another 

gun. 

But two steps was all we got before Pa landed in front 



of us. He must have jumped from the gully and damn if he 

didn’t leap like a gazelle. I skidded to a stop and lost my 

footing, falling on my ass. Jared remained standing. 

“Run, Jared!” I called out. 

“There’s no need to be afraid, Son,” said the Pa 

Thing. “We’re gonna be a family again.” Then he turned his 

wobbly face to me and smiled. “All of us.” 

Jared was having none of it. “You’re not my family!” 

he yelled, his face all red and puffy with rage. “You 

killed my family!” 

“I improved your family,” answered the thing 

pretending to be Pa. “I can improve you, too. All of you. 

Everywhere.” 

The color drained from my face. Everywhere? Like more 

than just our farm? The Hell? Was this a damn invasion? 

I scrambled to my feet. “Screw you.” 

He frowned at me, like somehow my language was more 

disturbing than how he’d done killed my folks. “You need to 

show some respect for your elders, young man.” 

He took a step towards me, clenching his fists. I was 

ready to fight him, if only to give Jared a chance to run, 

but my brother had other ideas. He pulled a small shard of 



blood-stained glass out of his pocket and ran at the Pa 

Thing. 

“Die, you God-Damned-“ 

He didn’t get any farther. Pa whipped around, bashed 

Jared in the gut with the back of his arm, and sent him 

flying through the air towards the burning barn. 

“Jared!” 

He landed in a crumpled heap at the edge of the flames 

and didn’t get up. 

“The Hell!” I couldn’t believe anything could toss him 

that far like that. Whatever this thing was, it was stupid 

strong. 

“He will be saved,” said Pa. “We will all be saved.” 

Something got in me. Not the goop, I just mean, like, 

an anger I ain’t never known before. I didn’t have no 

weapon, no gun, and this thing had just flicked the back of 

its hand and knocked Jared eighty feet into the air, but I 

didn’t care. 

I jumped him. 

We went down together. I think he was as surprised as 

I was or I never would’ve got him to the ground. But there 

I was on top of him punching and punching with everything I 



had. 

It was like I was punching sand. 

I landed solid blows, but his body just sort of took 

it. I smashed him squarely on the nose with my right fist 

and it kinda sunk in a little while his cheeks bulged for a 

bit. By the time I was coming back with my left, his face’d 

shifted back into place. 

“The Hell are you?” I screamed into his face while my 

fists kept up their pointless pounding. 

He smiled beneath my blows, lips puffing out and 

getting smushed around all the while. “I’m your destiny, 

Ben.” 

Next thing I knew I was flying through the air. In the 

instant I was airborne, I realized it weren’t Pa had flung 

me, it’d been a fully-formed Goop Ma. She’d come up behind 

and yanked me off her Hubby. 

I crashed against the wreckage of the spaceship and 

fell face-first into the puddle of goop. 

Instantly I could feel it seeping into my ears and up 

my nose and trying to shove its way into my mouth. I shot 

out of there and slapped the junk off of my face, spitting 

and pulling the junk out of my hair and eyes. It kinda 



sorta tried to hold on, suctioning onto my skin, but it was 

a weak hold and I was able to get it off me but now I was 

feeling dizzy and I totally freaked out. Had the stuff 

gotten inside me already? Was I being ‘saved’ right then 

and there? I jerked back and tripped over something, 

falling on my butt. Again the goop came at me, but this 

time I was ready and I scrambled up the side of gully and 

out of its reach. 

Only then did I notice what I’d tripped over. 

My shotgun. 

It lay there, covered in goop, right were I’d dropped 

it way back when this all started. In the back of my mind, 

some part of my brain figured out that it was still loaded. 

We kept two shells in them at all times and I’d only shot 

once. 

There was a shot left. 

“You don’t get it, do you Ben?” 

Pa was right there again. Standing on the other side 

of the gully. 

“I’m still your father. I’m just better. New and 

improved.” 

“The Hell, Pa? You’re a damn alien!” 



“Do I look like an alien to you?” 

“You ain’t right! Ma ain’t right!” 

“Your mother’s alive, Ben! She weren’t alive ten 

minutes ago but now she’s back! You got your Ma back! You 

got your Pa back! If Jared’s hurt, Ma’ll save him and we’ll 

get him back, too.” 

It was Pa’s voice, using Pa’s words. I could close my 

eyes and believe, if I wanted. But looking at him, seeing 

his body jiggle when he moved. Maybe he was my Pa. But he 

weren’t human. 

“You’re the Devil,” I said. 

And then he sighed. Like maybe he’d been hoping I was 

gonna agree with him and just step down into the goop. But 

now he knew that wasn’t happening. I had, maybe, two 

seconds before he plum killed my ass. I knew what I had to 

do. 

“But maybe…” I continued. “Maybe…” 

He stiffened and looked at me, hope in his eyes. 

I took a step towards the edge of the gully. “Maybe 

you.. and Ma.. I mean…” 

I took another step. I swear he held his breath, 

though I wasn’t sure if he was even breathing. “Maybe what, 



Son?” 

I was at the edge of the gully and I stared down at 

the goop spread out before me. “Maybe you’re right.” 

I dropped myself down into the goop, splashing a 

little in my wake. Right away it sort of sucked its way up 

my shins, making my skin shiver. But I held steady and 

looked into Pa’s eyes. Cause they were his eyes. 

“Does it hurt? Getting saved?” 

He let out that breath and shook his head. “Not at 

all, Son. It don’t hurt at all.” 

He beamed at me, and right then he was my Pa again and 

it felt great. Pa was proud of me. The green goop was 

crawling up my hips and my Pa was proud. “I love you, Pa,” 

I said. 

“I love you too, Ben.” 

Then I bent down, grabbed the shotgun, and blasted a 

hole in his chest. 

He screamed like a wounded coyote and shoved his hands 

into the wound, but the goop was all draining out of him 

and it wasn’t pretty. I dropped the gun and leaped away 

from the gully, pulling myself out of the goop before it 

had a chance to get inside me. When I turned back, Pa’s 



head had pretty much deflated, as had his shoulders. His 

arms hung limp and flabby and his knees buckled and he 

finally fell over, green goop pouring out of the hole I’d 

just made in him. 

My first thought was wondering if he was just gonna 

form back up, but something told me that weren’t how it 

worked. The goop-filled alien hadn’t come back. Maybe the 

stuff needed to eat up a real person and then use what it 

ate to come alive. But shoot a gooper and there was nothing 

but goop. 

At least that’s what I prayed. 

“WHAT HAVE YOU DONE, BEN!” 

Goop Ma was furious. Truth be told, I’d done forgotten 

all about her. She stood in front of what was left of the 

barn, holding a twitching Jared in her arms, the fire 

behind her making her look like she’d just stepped straight 

out of Hell. 

I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t have my gun 

anymore, and it was empty anyways. Pa’s gun would’ve had a 

couple of shots in it, but Hell if I knew where that was. 

So I just stood there like an idiot, staring at the 

monster pretending to be my mother. 



“You murdered your father! You’re going to burn in 

Hell for that, Ben! In Hell!” 

I was gonna to tell her he weren’t my father. I was 

gonna tell her she weren’t my mother. I was gonna tell her 

that maybe we was already in Hell. 

But that’s when the propane tank exploded. 

Standing right in front of the barn, Ma never stood a 

chance. In fact, she was sort of a second explosion. The 

propane blast pulverized her and sent that damned green 

goop out in all directions. 

I saw the first explosion, saw the second, and then 

the blast hit me and I didn’t see nothing no more. 

# 

I woke up for the second time in, what, an hour? My 

head hurt like nobody’s business, but I figured that was a 

good thing because it meant I was alive. And probably still 

human. 

Something was jamming into my back and when I reached 

behind me, I was stunned to find Pa’s shotgun. 

That made me think of Pa, who I’d shot. Which made me 

think of Ma, who’d gotten blown up. Which made me think of 

Jared. 



Dear God, Jared. 

Ma’d been holding him when she exploded. There was no 

way he’d survived that, even if he hadn’t already been 

dead. My family was dead. Every last one of them. 

I waited for tears to come, but they didn’t. Instead I 

stood up, cradling Pa’s gun in my hands. Eyes empty. Heart 

dead to the world. 

Then I saw movement. 

“Jared? Jared, that you?” I ran forward, expecting... 

I don’t know. A response. Something. Anything. 

Something shambled out in the fields, moving slowly 

but steadily away from the spaceship, the barn, the house, 

all of it. Something not quite right. 

I ran, shotgun out. No way was I gonna let anything 

get away from all this. 

It weren’t hard to catch up to whatever was out in the 

field. It lurched forward in spurts, as if injured. Truth 

told, I pretty much knew what I was gonna find before I got 

there but even so, the sight plum beat me all to heck. 

“Jared.” 

He stopped, his body jiggling and settling as it stood 

in the grass. 



“Turn around. Do it.” 

I raised my gun up as Jared- I couldn’t stop thinking 

about it as Jared- turned to face me. His face was 

half-formed, with the left side all droopy like a 

slightly-melted candle. His right leg started normal-like 

at his hip but slimmed down to into some kinda demented 

toothpick-like thing at the ankle. It didn’t have a foot 

attached. I could see he didn’t have no fingers on his 

hands, neither. I guess there hadn’t been enough of him 

left after the propane tank blew to build a complete Jared 

out of goop. 

“Are you going to kill me, too, Ben?” 

I stared at that face. That disfigured, horrific face 

mocking the memory of my little brother. The right side of 

it was sad, expecting the worst. The left side was, well 

Hell it was a nightmare. 

“Like you killed Ma and Pa?” he went on. 

“I didn’t have nothing to do with that tank exploding! 

That was your damn ship crashing through our barn!” 

Kinda silly to be arguing that it weren’t my fault 

Goop Ma had gotten blown to bits, but Jared had me all 

confused. 



“I don’t want to die, Ben.” 

Damn it if the thing didn’t start to cry. The Hell? 

Did goop have feelings? I lifted the shotgun and took aim. 

“You’re already dead, Jared.” 

“Please Ben,” it sniffed. “Please don’t kill me. I’m 

your little brother. You’re supposed to protect me, not 

shoot me!” 

“You’re not Jared!” My hands were shaking almost as 

much as my voice. 

He just stared at me through his one good eye, 

waiting. It was Jared’s face, Jared’s voice. Hell, it was 

sorta wearing Jared’s clothes. But I knew it wasn’t him. I 

knew it was something alien. Something evil. Something 

that, if I didn’t stop it, was gonna go somewhere else and 

spread out into the world. This shell of my little brother 

was the front line in an invasion. And I was the only thing 

standing in its way. 

My finger tensed on the trigger. One pull and I’d pop 

its bubblehead and be done with it all. One pull and the 

abomination that’d killed my entire family would be gone. 

“Please, Ben.” 

God help me, but I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t shoot my 



little brother. 

God help me. 

God help us all. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


