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30 Years Ago

––––––––

[image: ]


The night was still, the air thick with the scent of pine and damp earth. On the surface of the lake, a small boat, propelled by the rhythmic strokes of Jim’s oars, cut through the stillness. Jim, a young man with long hair and a youthful exuberance, rowed backwards, his gaze fixed on Karen, his nineteen-year-old wife.

Karen, wearing a bikini and seashell necklaces, looked up at the star-dusted sky, her expression one of wonder.

“Karen, you should really put your life-vest on,” Jim called out, his voice carrying across the calm water. He gestured to the life-vest lying in the boat.

“Oh, Jim, we’ve been married almost a year,” Karen replied, a playful smile gracing her lips. “Don’t be such a square, man.”

“I don’t want anything bad to happen to you before our anniversary,” Jim persisted, his tone laced with genuine concern.

“Nothing bad is going to happen,” Karen countered, a glint of defiance in her eyes. “My karma is good, dude. If you’re so scared, maybe you should put it on, that way you’ll be twice as safe.”

Karen picked up the life-vest and tossed it into Jim’s lap, a mischievous twinkle in her eyes.

“That sounds like a good idea,” Jim chuckled, playfully putting on the life-vest. “I think I’m going to wear this to the party next week.”

Karen burst into laughter, her amusement evident. “Oh hell no you’re not.”

She playfully tackled Jim, attempting to yank the life-vest away from him. “If my parents knew I married a guy in a speedo and two life-vests, they’d disown me.”

“If I were your parents, I’d disown you for *not* wearing a life-vest,” Jim teased.

Karen tossed the second life-vest into the lake, a 

mischievous grin spreading across her face. “There, now neither of us can wear it.”

“I’m sure the fishes could find a good use for it,” Jim replied, his eyes sparkling with amusement.

Jim wrapped his arms around Karen, pulling her close for a passionate kiss. After a few seconds, Karen pulled away, her smile fading.

“Has anyone ever told you, you kiss like a trout?” she joked, playfully slapping Jim on the chest.

A faint rumbling sound echoed across the lake, creating a series of vibrations that rippled through the water. With each wave, the boat oscillated beneath their feet.

“This is not groovy, man!” Jim exclaimed, his voice laced with anxiety.

“What is it? An earthquake?” Karen asked, her eyes wide with concern.

“I’ll get your life-vest,” Jim said, his voice urgent.

“No, stay with me,” Karen pleaded, her hand gripping his arm.

Karen wrapped her arms around Jim, but he pushed her away, jumping into the water and swimming frantically toward the life-vest.

“Jim!” Karen called out, her voice a mixture of fear and concern.

The rumbling grew louder, the vibrations intensifying.

“Jim! Come back!” Karen cried out, her voice echoing across the now-trembling lake.

Jim, swimming closer to the life-vest, felt a blast of air hit his face. He stretched out his arm, trying to grab the vest, but it remained just beyond his fingertips.

“Karen!” he called out, his voice strained with effort.

Jim looked back at Karen, his eyes searching hers. A gust of wind hit her, knocking her backwards onto the boat.

“Karen!” he shouted, his voice filled with alarm.

“Ahhhh!!!” Karen screamed, her hand instinctively reaching out to grab the side of the boat.

The boat began shaking violently.

“Karen! I’m coming!” He turned back toward the boat, his strokes frantic as he battled the choppy water.

Karen gazed up intently, as if something unseen had drawn her attention. Then, a brilliant beam of light appeared from above, briefly blinding her.

Jim, startled by the radiance saturating the boat, stared with an astonished expression. He redoubled his efforts to swim toward the boat.

“What is happening?!” Karen cried out.

“Karen, hold on,” Jim shouted, his voice a mixture of urgency and fear.

The boat rose up out of the water, lifted by an unseen force.

“Ahhhhhhhhhh!!!!” Karen screamed, her voice filled with terror.

“Karen!” Jim yelled, his heart pounding in his chest.

The boat rose several feet above the lake, water dripping off its sides as it floated in the air.

“Help me!!!” Karen cried out, her voice a desperate plea.

“Karen, jump!” Jim shouted, his voice filled with a mixture of hope and despair.

Karen, frozen with fear, gripped the sides of the boat, her eyes wide with terror as it rose higher and higher into the atmosphere. Jim swam beneath it, desperately trying to grab hold, but the boat was far too high for him to reach. A gust of wind hit him square in the face, pushing him backwards. Suddenly, out of nowhere, an opening appeared in the sky.

“Ahhhh!!!” Karen screamed, her voice filled with both terror and awe.

In the doorway, Karen saw nothing but bright light, then the silhouette of a humanoid being walked in front of the light.

“AAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!!!!!” Karen screamed, as she disappeared into the light.

The vessel plunged toward the lake below! Jim hurried to dive beneath the water so he could dodge the crashing boat.

*KERSPLASH!!!* The boat crashed into the lake, and Jim popped his head up above the surface to find himself alone in the middle of the lake...

“KAREN!!!!!” Jim screamed, his voice a raw cry of despair as he looked around. No ship, no light, no Karen...
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Today

––––––––
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"My dear Kristy," Blake said, adopting a faux British accent, "shall I inquire where you would like to make our next stop? After all, this is your date of birth we are celebrating."

"Blake my dear," Kristy replied, mimicking his accent, "I believe we shall visit none-other than the science fiction convention, which was so graciously scheduled upon the same date as my birth."

"Science fiction? How preposterous," Blake feigned outrage. "Surely there is something more dignified for two enlightened minds such as ours to enjoy."

"No sir," Kristy insisted. "On YOUR date of birth we shall read Shakespeare and listen to Beethoven’s Fifth, but this day of MY birth, "whe" "whill" do "what" I desire."

Kristy daintily wiped her lips with a napkin. Blake, sensing a chance to impress, reached for his wallet.

"Then so shall it be," he agreed, his voice dripping with mock resignation. "Waiter!"

A waiter approached, his face weary from a day of serving the townsfolk. Blake handed him a $10 bill.

"Keep the change, my good sir," Blake said, trying to maintain his accent. "We are off to observe in Fictions of Science. Or The Science-Fiction as it is known by the layman."

Kristy, enjoying the absurdity of the situation, let out a small laugh. "Ooh," she said, "for a second there I almost thought you were British."

Blake chuckled. "Thank you, my dear." They got up and left the coffee shop, their conversation filled with lighthearted teasing.

As they walked toward the "Alien Lake" Sci-Fi Fair, Blake couldn't help but feel a wave of amusement wash over him.

The town's main street was an intergalactic hub of sound. Extraterrestrial gadgets buzzed, while nerds in superhero outfits chattered about the cosmos. Passion for the unknown was palpable in the air, uniting all who walked the bustling streets. The energy was infectious, as people from all walks of life came together to celebrate their shared curiosity and love for the vastness of space.

"This must be what the inside of George Lucas' brain looks like," Blake quipped.

Kristy smiled. "I like it," she said. "It's sexy."

Blake, ever the charmer, picked up an alien doll from a vendor's table. "So what do you think the chances are that aliens really do exist?" he asked, his tone playful.

Kristy, caught in the spirit of the fair, leaned closer to him. "Of course they do," she said, her eyes twinkling. "Didn't you hear about the woman who was abducted here 30 years ago?"

A nearby man, selling homemade alien figurines, overheard their conversation. "That's why the town is called Alien Lake," he interjected, his voice thick with a Midwestern accent. "Due to the abductions over the past 100 years or so."

Blake, unable to resist a good-natured ribbing, looked at Kristy with a smirk. "Yes, I'm aware of the stories, but come on, you don't think any of that really happened, do you?"

Kristy, playing along, feigned shock. She grabbed Blake's shirt in a theatrical fashion, her eyes wide. "If you don't believe in aliens," she said, her voice laced with mock outrage, "tell me now and let's end this charade."

Blake, caught in the game, winked at her. "If it means getting any action tonight... sure Honey-kins, I'll agree to anything you say."

Kristy, her laughter ringing out, playfully slapped him on the arm. "Good," she said. "Now kiss me and tell me I'm beautiful."

Blake, his heart warming with the lightheartedness of the moment, leaned in and kissed her. "You're not so bad looking," he said, a smile playing on his lips.

Just then, the sound of a helicopter broke through the air. Whoop! Whoop! Whoop! Whoop! It hovered overhead, its blades a blur of motion. Blake looked up, his expression hardening for a moment. The sight of the helicopter brought back a painful memory from his time in the war, a memory he had buried deep within himself. Kristy, noticing the shift in his demeanor, chose not to press him.

Suddenly, a familiar figure emerged from the crowd. Tyler, Kristy's older brother, walked hand in hand with his five-year-old daughter, Molly, who held a balloon shaped like an alien's head.

"Hi Molly!" Kristy exclaimed, reaching for her niece.

Molly ran toward Kristy, her face beaming with delight. "Hi Aunt Kristy," she said.

Tyler, a tall, strong man with a kind face, looked at Blake with a mix of suspicion and curiosity. "Is this guy giving you a hard time?" he asked Kristy, his arm instinctively wrapping around her shoulder.

"Blake just told me he doesn't believe in aliens," Kristy replied, her voice teasing.

Tyler, his face hardening slightly, turned to Blake. "My sister doesn't date non-believers," he said, his voice firm. "Molly, say 'hi' to this non-believer."

"Hi, non-believer," Molly said, her voice innocent.

Blake, ever the charmer, attempted to lighten the mood. "Hi, Molly," he said. "I like your balloon. It reminds me of your dad. It's full of hot air."

Molly giggled. "Haha. You're silly."

Tyler, ignoring Blake's attempt at humor, turned his attention back to Kristy. "What kind of birthday cake do you want?"

Kristy, caught in the whirlwind of her birthday celebration, was indecisive. "Chocolate," she said, then changed her mind. "No, vanilla." A moment later, she changed her mind again. "No, carrot cake!"

Tyler, shaking his head with amusement, settled the matter. "I'll go with the Cheesecake. We'll see you guys for dinner.”

"Bye Molly, tell your Mommy I said 'hi,'" Kristy said, planting a gentle kiss on Molly's cheek.

"OK," Molly replied, waving goodbye.

Tyler, his stride confident, led Molly through the crowd, their laughter echoing through the fair.

Blake, watching them go, leaned closer to Kristy. "I think he's beginning to like me," he said, his voice laced with a hint of uncertainty.

"Of course he likes you," Kristy replied, her tone reassuring.

"No," Blake insisted, "I mean like me like me."

Kristy, her eyes twinkling with mischief, responded with a playful wink. "That's impossible," she said. "My brother hasn't been gay since middle school."

The sun beat down on the park, a warm embrace on the faces of Blake and Kristy as they tossed a frisbee back and forth. Laughter and chatter filled the air, punctuated by the excited squeals of children and the rhythmic clinking of ice cream spoons.

"Do you think this is what alien ships look like?" Blake asked, his gaze fixed on the frisbee soaring through the air.

"I figured they’d look more like the Starship Enterprise," Kristy replied, her gaze flitting to the children running around.

"The Enterprise is from Earth," Blake pointed out, a hint of amusement in his voice.

Kristy’s brow furrowed. "Oh yeah, I forgot."

"I wonder what kind of food aliens eat," Blake mused, "I hope it’s not like astronaut food."

Kristy’s gaze, still on the children, landed on a family with a little boy wearing an alien mask and brandishing a toy laser gun. "No, they eat brains. Human brains."

Blake, still watching the Frisbee, replied nonchalantly, "Good source of protein."

The family continued their playful chase. "Bang! Bang! I got you mommy," the boy shrieked, aiming his laser gun at his mother.

"And I got you," the father laughed, catching the boy and tickling him. "I got you alien, you can’t shoot my wife and get away with it."

"Hahaha! That tickles Daddy!" the boy exclaimed, wriggling with laughter.

Suddenly, the frisbee flew past Blake's head, striking him squarely on the forehead.

"Oh! I’m so sorry!" Kristy exclaimed, rushing to his side. "I thought you saw it coming."

Blake, clutching his head, grinned. "You can’t kill me that easily."

He grabbed Kristy and pinned her to the ground, his laughter blending with hers as he tickled her relentlessly.

"Hahaha! That tickles Daddy!" Kristy cried out, struggling against his playful assault.

Later that evening, the sun painted the sky with hues of orange and purple as Blake and Kristy strolled along a scenic hiking trail. The air was cool and crisp, the sound of their footsteps the only noise in the hushed forest.

"Do you remember the first time we met?" Blake asked, his voice laced with nostalgia.

Kristy smiled, her gaze drifting to the surrounding trees. "Of course, it was your welcome home party when you came back from... deployment."

Blake paused, a flicker of hesitation in his eyes. A sound, faint but distinct, reached their ears.

"What was that?" Kristy asked, her hand instinctively finding his.

"Stay behind me," Blake said, his voice taking on a note of caution.

"What if we get attacked from behind?" Kristy asked, her voice betraying a hint of fear.

"Then I’ll use you as my shield," Blake responded, a playful glint in his eyes.

He looked ahead, and a figure emerged from the trees. It was Jim, the old man who lived on the edge of the forest. His face was etched with years, his clothes worn and faded. He walked with a slow, deliberate gait, his dog sniffing at the undergrowth beside him.

"It’s just Old Man Jim," Blake whispered, relaxing slightly.

"That guy gives me the creeps," Kristy whispered back, her gaze fixed on the retreating figure.

"Do you think he killed his wife?" Blake asked, his voice low. "They never did find her body."

"They never found her body because she was abducted," Kristy said, her eyes widening as she imagined a horrifying scenario.

The day was drawing to a close as Blake and Kristy sat down to dinner, the flickering candlelight casting dancing shadows on the walls. Outside, the lake shimmered in the fading light, its surface reflecting the last rays of the setting sun.

"Now that you’re 21..." Blake began, pouring her a glass of wine.

"Ah, my first alcoholic beverage," Kristy said, her eyes sparkling with amusement. "Are you trying to get me drunk?"

"Drunk? No," Blake responded, a mischievous glint in his eyes. "You’re about to get wasted!"

They lifted their glasses in a toast, their smiles reflecting the warmth of their shared moment.

"To Alien Lake," Kristy said, her voice filled with affection.

"To Alien Lake," Blake echoed, clinking his glass against hers. As they savored their first sips, a sudden banging sound came from the patio door. Both of them tensed, their eyes widening in surprise.

The door swung open to reveal Tyler, Kristy's brother, holding a birthday cake. He was accompanied by his wife, Diane, and their young daughter, Molly.

"Happy Birthday!" Tyler and Diane exclaimed in unison.

"Happy Birthday!" Molly echoed, her voice barely a whisper as she peeked out from behind her parents.

Kristy’s smile broadened, her heart filled with warmth at the unexpected surprise. "Thank you guys!" she cried, rushing to embrace them. "Come in!"

Blake unlocked the door, ushering them into the house.

"You scared the piss out of us," Blake said.

"Pansy," Tyler retorted, his voice laced with amusement. "I don’t know what she sees in you. Must be because you used to be a pilot."

His attempt at humor fell flat, met with silence and a few awkward coughs. Diane, ever the peacemaker, quickly changed the topic.

"It looks romantic in here," she remarked, her gaze sweeping over the candlelit room. "I hope we’re not interrupting anything."

"No, it’s fine," Kristy said, her eyes lingering on Blake.

"Who wants cake?" Tyler asked, his gaze fixed on the cake he was holding.

"Me!" Kristy, Diane, and Molly all shouted at once, their voices filled with anticipation.

Tyler placed the cake on the table, its frosting glistening under the candlelight. "Make a wish," he said, his voice soft.

Kristy looked at Blake, a secret smile playing on her lips. She closed her eyes, her mind filled with a silent wish. Then, she blew out the candles.

"Happy Birthday!" everyone shouted, their voices blending into a cheerful chorus.

"Thanks guys," Kristy said, her heart overflowing with happiness.

"Happy Birthday!" Molly exclaimed, her voice barely audible over the excited chatter.

"Thank you, Molly!" Kristy replied, her eyes sparkling with love.

Tyler started cutting into the cake, the sweet scent filling the air.

"So how’s the new job going?" Diane asked Blake.

"It’s going," Blake replied, his tone a little vague. "The World will always need carpenters."

"Have you ever thought about putting your military skills to use?" Diane asked, her eyes twinkling.
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