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I clearly remember the first time I heard about the Aliens.

I had just turned sixteen. My wings were fully grown at last. Soon my parents would announce my adulthood.

Life in our village, Axmyz, was carrying on as it had for many centuries. We occasionally heard news from the wider world – from the cities, where Zyxvyks gathered in vast flocks and did all sorts of clever things: writing books, building machines ...

In recent years some of the thinkers and writers in the cities had been wondering if, somewhere in the universe, there might be other creatures like us: intelligent beings with language and culture and technology and so forth. 

And they also wondered if, somehow, those beings might be able to visit us here on Zyxvyk. Perhaps it was possible to voyage among the stars, just as our own people sailed across the oceans to distant lands.

And the thinkers also asked this more penetrating question: Would these theoretical other-worldlings be friendly or predatory? Would they regard us as intelligent creatures worthy of respect, or as mere animals to be exploited?

My friends and I used to discuss these fascinating questions endlessly. I, in particular, gave a great deal of thought to them. 

I already knew that the horizons of my life would be wider than our quiet rural existence and its mundane concerns. I loved my family and my friends and our beautiful old village – a delightful collection of comfortable nests built in the treetops at the southern edge of the Lyxmak Forest. But I knew that this life wasn’t enough for me. I needed more stimulation than it could ever provide. I needed to go to the cities and find my destiny there ...

I’m sorry! I forgot to introduce myself. My name is Xakmyk’Yzz’Jyx’Kwuk [Xakmyk, son of Jyx and Kwuk]. Everyone calls me Xak.

My family have lived in Axmyz for five centuries, having migrated there from the Zyzxek Hills during the Second Great Drought.

Anyway, I was telling you about the first time I heard about the Aliens. The day’s schooling was done, so my friends and I were idling about on one of the outermost trees of the village, hoping thereby to avoid any domestic chores our parents might wish to inflict upon us.

As we were chatting about nothing in particular, we were joined by Kwexyk, one of our female friends. She flew in from the north and settled on a branch next to us.

We were all in love with Kwexyk. She was three years older than us, and without a doubt the most beautiful young female in our village. Rumour had it that she’d already turned down three suitors! She knew she could pick and choose. Probably she’d eventually marry some rich young city male.

“Kwex!” I chirped. “Good to see you, as always!”

She gave me one of her delightful smiles and sat down next to me, her soft red-gold fur rubbing deliciously against me.

“Xak, you’re looking almost handsome these days,” she purred teasingly.

That was high praise indeed from a beauty like Kwex, and I grinned appreciatively.

The whole group of us got talking, and Kwex told us about her latest trip to Dyxvrrk, a town about a day’s flight westwards. She’d been there doing business for her parents, but while having lunch in one of the inns, she’d met a group of merchants from Wyrrkvynk, the distant capital city of our island nation, Krrvax. And they had told her a tale that had both fascinated and terrified her.
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