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    On a dying farm beneath a sunless sky, nineteen-year-old farm boy Kirk Jennins discovers that the animals on his farm are acting, strangely, suddenly…

A tiny mouses crawls from a hole in the barn and stands in the open watching him curiously, a cow befriends him and understands his language, a feisty chicken and a big hulking hog hates him and sets out to kill his parents.

After his parents are brutally slaughtered during a violent thunderstorm, Kirk becomes trapped inside a nightmare no one will believe. The sheriff suspects he killed his parents. Wild dogs roam the hills. Farm animals have grown impatient with their owners and are now attacking and killing humans. His world has gone crazy!

And beyond the farmhouse, a mysterious field of daffodils seems… almost alive. And watchful… suddenly…



    


This book is dedicated to my grandson. Ethan.
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The Recollection     

Almost twenty years have faded into history, and even now I cannot fully comprehend the horrifying events that occurred inside that small, rural, farming community, where I was born and raised.

As I recall... the trouble with our farm animals, and with our neighbors, began, on a bleak, gray, autumn afternoon, in 2010...

It was on that day that our heretofore quiet peaceful community was transformed from a colorful picturesque little East Texas farming community, into a depressingly dim, grayish region of the country that I suddenly no longer recognized.

I had recently celebrated my nineteenth birthday. Finishing high school with no job prospects on the horizon, I had been forced to continue working at my parents’ small, isolated farmhouse, performing all the menial chores that went with the job.

Suddenly, one day, I noticed something terrifyingly strange about the sun. 

One moment the sun was glimmering brightly in the late autumn sky, and then, in an instant, it was totally hidden inside of some dark, wispy, floating clouds.

It was as if a gray curtain had dropped over the farms.

The disappearance of the sun had left my parents and our neighbors stunned and mystified. 

No one had ever witnessed anything like it; in all their lives. 

Even the TV weathermen who knew all there was to know about the constantly changing atmosphere. in all its changing complexities were perplexed. 

And with the dreary non-changing weather seeming to grow dimmer, and dimmer each day, I had begun to sense a sudden change not only in the atmosphere, but in our farm animals, and in our neighbors. 

Even the surrounding corn fields and the thick forested woods suddenly appeared strange; and eerily silent. The few birds that had not migrated to the South tweeted in the trees but with little energy, and enthusiasm.

The farm animals would sometimes gather in small herds and would rigidly stand with their heads facing in a dim southward direction.

The heavy gloomy atmosphere gave me an odd almost paranoid feeling: a feeling that’s hard to explain even today, twenty years later; but I had begun to feel as if I was suddenly being watched: by our cattle and sheep. 

And watched, perhaps, by the gray surrounding fields and woods, as well. 

And I thought how strange it was that no one other than myself felt as I felt. 

Our neighbors and my parents were very much aware of the sudden change in the weather—of course—but they appeared totally oblivious of the sudden change in the farm animals, and the strange brooding appearance of the fields and surrounding woods.

My father, a rabble-rousing part-time Baptist preacher, was a very practical down-to-earth sort of father, and he was certain that God was merely testing us; to see who amongst us were the real Believers (who would be spared the rod of God’s wrath) and who amongst us were the non-Believers whose sinning souls would scream and thrash eternally inside of the lowest chambers of fiery hell.

My mother agreed, as she always did with almost any nonsensical thing that father prophesized about; but she respectfully insisted that we should all remain calm and remember that the Bible is filled with instances where the weather defied conventional wisdom and behaved just as strangely perhaps as it was behaving now.

“Yes!” My father shouted as we sat around the kitchen table eating breakfast one day. 

“But what irks me! Is the fact that not one! Of our neighbors not one will listen to a word I have to say about the matter! Or anything else, come to think of it!” 

I had been anxious that morning to tell him about a strange encounter I had had with a small strangely acting field mouse the previous morning, while milking a cow.

As I had sat sleepy eyed on the stool milking a strange-acting cow, a large mouse had crept from a crack in the wall of the barn. When I saw the tiny creature from the corners of my eyes, I noticed that it had stopped about six feet from my stool, and was calmly staring into my eyes, suddenly. And then, totally amazed, I watched it as it slowly crawled a few small steps towards me; not threateningly, but with an odd intense curiosity in its gleaming little eyes: and it seemed that it was quietly attempting to communicate with me. As if, it was trying to form a bond with me or tell me something that was very important. 

But reflexively I had yelled out and jumped to my feet and had sent it scurrying back into the little crack inside the wall.

But at the kitchen table, when I told father the story, he slammed a big fist on the table, and glared at me, as if I had lost my mind.

“The nonsensical things that pops into your mind is-is... shameful! Your book-reading, and your stargazing, has not gone unnoticed by our neighbors I’ll have you know. Boy. You have allowed yourself to become the laughingstock of the whole dad-blasted community! And there will be none of your crazy talk at this table! A mouse—appears at your feet—and tries to speak? What am I going to do with you? What am I going to do with a kid like you, huh? Well don’t just sit there, speak up! What am I supposed to do with a boy like you?”

My mother, as always, had intervened on my behalf and had reminded him of all the times when my strange hunches and opinions had turned out to be not as whacky or as unfounded as they had first appeared.

And then she encouraged me to tell her about any other strange things that I might have noticed

“Well,” I said, rolling my eyes at father as he sat watching me.

“The cow...?”

“The cow!”

“Don’t bully the boy! 

“And now the subject has turned to a cow? And I am not bullying the boy! I am just trying to make him understand. That he should guard his tongue around people and keep his crazy thoughts to himself. Is all!”

“Now Kirk, Honey, if there is anything at all, that you would like to say, we, your father and me, would be very happy to hear it. Now, about the cow...?”

I quietly told them that as I was milking the cow the previous morning, the cow had suddenly kicked the milk bucket aside and was thrashing its tail furiously, and was bellowing, and was acting as if she was angry and was suddenly repulsed by the touch of my fingers. At one point she had begun to kick and stomp around as if she would bolt and run away at any moment. But as I talked to her in a calm relaxing voice she quickly calmed down and perked her ears in the air, as if she was fully understanding everything that I was telling her.

“Poppycock!” 

“Will you let the child speak, just this once will you stop bullying the boy?”

“I am trying to make a man of the boy! For Christ’s sake!”

Suddenly I couldn’t stand the shouting and the bickering a moment longer and I bolted from the table and ran outside into the barn. 

Where I spent the rest of the day on my cellphone, researching whether there were recorded instances when animals had tried to communicate with human beings.

And there were several times in history when this was true.

Scientists have proven that animals in extreme situations can communicate their thoughts and ideas to humans.

Norwegian researchers had trained horses to communicate their needs to humans by pointing their muzzles at symbols, allowing them to ask for blankets to be put on or removed based on the weather. 

And I read where scientists had taught a famous chimpanzee sign language, and the chimpanzee understood more than a thousand hand-signs. And could express emotions and concepts.

And there were many other instances that had proved scientifically that yes, animals communicate with people, all the time. And in most cases humans aren’t even aware of it.

––––––––
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One day a neighbor of ours who raised soybeans and owned a nearby grass farm dropped by our place and had a very strange story to tell. About a dangerous encounter with a wolf. 

A big menacing Timberwolf had been spotted prowling around the small herd of sheep he kept in a rickety corral near his old adobe cabin in the foothills.

He had tracked the wolf for days and had finally cornered it near the edge of a rocky cliff. 

He told father that he’d had that wolf dead in his rifle-sight, his finger inching closer for the trigger, when the wolf suddenly lowered its head submissively, and stepped quietly forward staring deeply into his eyes. 

And then the cagey old man had laughed and said that at the expense of sounding crazy, he was convinced that the wolf’s howling and whimpering noises was his way of trying to communicate with him. 

But then, fearing for his life, the farmer panicked and shot the wolf, the very moment it extended its left paw in a gesture of friendship. 

Father would have condemned me to fiery hell if I had told a story as unbelievable as this one. But hearing the words coming from a neighbor whom he secretly despised, he had stated that he, also, had seen a noticeable change in the behavior of his own livestock.
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