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  Lost Stories


  The Martians encased in their gray metallic hulls, the long accordion-like legs of their monstrous machines crushing everything in their path, strode across the green hills stampeding toward Elmer.


  The alien monsters hundred yard long spider-like legs and tremendous weight caused the ground beneath my feet to tremble with each terrible foot fall, as if the Earth was being wracked by a force nine earthquake.


  With a super-human feat of insurmountable strength I managed to remain standing on the shaking, roiling ground as rivulets of sweat trickled down my forehead.


  The Martian heat rays transformed everything they touched into red and yellow flames. Buildings, and even the people became candles of leaping fire as the lights of death caressed them.


  From my perch on the hill overlooking the once green expanse of valley smoke I watched in horror the machines destroy my world.


  Acrid smoke from the burning landscape invaded my nostrils and mouth.


  As I witnessed the growing destruction I knew deep in my soul I had to stop these invaders from another world before humanity was a distant memory. The world needed a hero and I, Elmer Johnson, knew I had to be that hero.


  ***


  “I’ll stop them!” Elmer's raucous but raspy voice echoed through the narrow corridors of the Sunny Vale Rest Home.


  Jane Peters eased back into the padded lime green leather recliner and sighed. Every bone in her lean body ached from the effort of getting him seated in his chair. How he’d gotten loose again she could never figure out.
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