MARTIAN DAY





	It had been a long hot summer. Since before the school summer break, record temperature highs were being broken. But it had been okay though because with no school,  there was plenty of time and ways to keep cool and occupied.  Like many early teenagers, Johnny was no different. He found the summer vacation a great excuse to break all the rules. He stayed out late some nights with his friends, running around the neighborhood finding ways to be entertained. His friend Todd had a pool, so sometimes he would be there. Some nights they would go up to “the Hill”, to smoke weed, gaze upon the heavens, and make up improbable stories or theories about the world or universe that they lived in. On one night, after smoking their “brains out”, as they would say, they noticed the full moon in the starry sky. It was a little hazy that night giving the night sky a milky glow. There were rings around the moon that were usually visible during the winter months, something to do with the ice crystals in the atmosphere. Whatever the phenomenon, the sky looked eerie that made for easy interpretation in their altered state. 


	“What if we were actually under the sea looking up towards the surface of the sea”, Todd said.


	“Woah, yea, and all those stars are actually underwater vehicles., That’s why they twinkle, it’s because the light is being reflected and altered by the water!” Johnny replied.


	“Yeah! And those aren’t really jets, or planes we see flying around, they are submarines! Check out how quick they are boogying!” Todd answered.


	“And check out the moon!” Johnny said, “It looks like....like....it looks like a hole in the ocean!”


	“Hey what a trip!” Todd said, “What if all of us on this planet were under water......no wait.......no the whole planet was a water planet......”


	“Oh yeah!” Johnny interrupted, “And we are all prisoners here, all wishing to escape through that hole in the ocean to reach the ‘other world’!”


	“What a trip. Yeah, what a trip,” they both said in unison.





	Night after night, either Johnny and his friends were busy up on “the Hill”, or down on the street, sometimes just playing ball. But other times they were driving the neighbors crazy with pranks such as “Ding Dong Ditch”(this involved the ringing of a house’s doorbell, then leaving before they answered. An even crueler version was one of putting some dog poop in a paper bag then lighting it on fire, only to hopefully have the householder stomp out the blaze), or the old firecracker in the mailbox trick. But sometimes the nighttime activities were not so detrimental to the neighborhood, like going on scavenger hunts, or slumber parties. Yes, boys do have slumber parties, but they usually were outside in the backyard or in a tree fort. 


	Yes, the summer vacation was great. Those nights of staying up late eating sweets and watching the late movies were over. But what memories! On the last weekend night of the summer break for instance, Johnny was baby sitting at a neighbors’ house. It was about 12 midnight and dark. It was time for the best late night horror show(at that time) to come on. “The Night Stalker” was Johnny’s favorite. But this night it really scared him. It was about vampires. It was quiet. It was dark. And Johnny had to pee. During the commercial break, Johnny made his way down the dark hallway in this not too familiar home, to the bathroom. 


	“Creeeek”. What was that noise?, Johnny wondered. After finding his way to the bathroom and relieving himself, he ventured back down the hallway. 	“Hmmmm”, he thought to himself.


	“I thought I left the hall light on.”


After sitting back down on the couch just in time after the commercial break, there was a “Thump!” down the hallway.


	His nerves on end, he got up and looked down the dark hall but saw nothing.


	“Hello?” he queried.


	“Must be my imagination.”


	Back in front of the television, the “Night Stalker” was walking down a dark hallway looking very frightened. He had a torch in his hand, and of course a camera(you see, he was a newspaper reporter). Yeah, the “Night Stalker” would do anything for a story. Not a sound was being made. Then another “Thump!”


	“Wait a minute”, Johnny now said out loud. “Was that the TV?”


Johnny muted the sound on the television and listened.


	Nothing but silence. He turned the sound back on just in time to see the “Night Stalker” being chased by the vampire.


	“Guess he’s getting his story!” Johnny laughed.





	After a while the next thing Johnny remembered was opening the door for the child’s parents. They had come home from their evening out which meant it was time to go home. Johnny only lived 4 houses away, so before he knew it, he was home fast asleep. The next morning, the Johnny’s family was gathered around the breakfast table. This was unusual, for they rarely ate together. But there they all were, Dad, Mom, younger brother and sister, and Johnny, all together eating. Maybe it wasn’t so unusual though, sometimes on Sundays the family did sit down together for breakfast Johnny thought. Johnny was also thinking that this was the last morning that he could sleep in, for tomorrow was the first day of school. 


	“Sleep well?”, Dad asked Johnny.


	“Ugh, yea, why you ask?” Johnny replied.


	“Well you must have, because you were so tired last night”, Mom joined in.


	“Well I guess I was tired, but not anymore than usual”, I said.


	“I probably would guess that the neighbors won’t be asking you to baby-sit anymore”, Dad said.


	“Why’s that?”, Johnny asked.


	“Why’s that!?” Dad said surprised. “They practically had to break down the door to wake you up!”


	“What are you talking about?” Johnny now puzzled.


	“Don’t you remember what happened last night?”, Mom asked concerned.


	“Yes, I opened the door for them when they got home, nothing other than that happened”, Johnny said.


	“What?”, Dad said laughing. “Carl told me that they couldn’t get in the front door, that it was chained, and that they had pounded on the doors and windows trying to wake you up! They almost decided to call the police. They were afraid that something had happened to you and the baby.”


	“I don’t remember that happening”, Johnny said perplexed.


	“You must have been definitely out of it”, Dad said.


	“Just as well, you won’t be staying up late anymore. Not with school starting up tomorrow”, Mom said.


	“Great, thanks for reminding me”, Johnny said saddened.





	That evening at bedtime, thoughts of what had happened at the neighbors’ house filled Johnny’s head.


	 “I sure don’t remember that happening”, Johnny thought to himself. “As a matter of fact, I don’t recall there being any worry on their faces when I opened the door for them. They never said or indicated to me that they had trouble waking me up. I wonder if Dad was just playing with my head.”





	Yes, summer had been great, but now two weeks into the new school year, those memories of summer were fading fast. The hot summer days were being replaced by cooler ones with foggy nights becoming frequent. And with all of the assignments that the new teachers at school were laying upon Johnny, he didn’t have much time to think about the summer days. He was under a lot of pressure, not only from trying to do well in his studies, but also from the school itself. Entering the ninth grade, being a freshman in high school, has its own unique pressures. Trying to fit in, trying not to stand out so much so as to avoid the senior bullies who were on the lookout for new prey to tease and torture. Plus being new to the high school campus, had it’s own pressures. Just trying to find the classes could make any teenager’s face break out with enough pimples to make one a laughing stock of the whole school. Last thing needed was to be known as the “pimple faced freshman nerd”. Since starting to get into the drug scene more during the summer, it seemed to make it harder to concentrate on homework assignments. Johnny’s mind was always wandering. He’d always received good grades in junior high, but this was a whole new world to him. He would think how he could keep his grades up one minute, the next on how to score some more dope, the next minute on that freaky night at the neighbor’s house while baby-sitting, and the next minute........well the next thing his mind would wander off to was thoughts on all of the beautiful girls in school. Yes, you could say Johnny had his mind on a lot of things.





	With all these things on his mind though, nothing would compare to the events that happened one day during the last week of September. Summer was making it’s last stand, the temperatures had been in the 90’s that week, which for Southern California, was not unusual at all. At that time of year and into the autumn months, the “Santa Ana” winds would howl from the east, warming the days enough to warrant the use of the air conditioner, but because of the rapid cool off at night, it was sometimes just better to conserve on the electric bills and run only the fans. This was one of those days. It was Thursday, and Johnny arrived home from school sweaty and thirsty. First thing he did was head for the refrigerator in search of something cool. 


	After not finding any Kool-Aid, Johnny mumbled, “Oh mom, you didn’t mix any this morning.”


	He then looked over at the water bottle cooler dispenser only to be disappointed for he just remembered that they had traded in the dispenser that cooled the water for one that didn’t. 


	“Great”, he said disappointed, “nothing’s worse than warm water.”


	As he started thinking about mixing up some Kool-aid and ice cubes himself(Mom had gone to run some errands and he was the only one home), the water bottle bubbled, as if speaking to him in agreement. He then took a pitcher and began to fill it with water. After releasing the button on the water dispenser and removing the pitcher, the bottle again bubbled. As he turned to the cupboard to get some sugar, the water bottle bubbled and then for some reason water started pouring out of the spout! He didn’t even have his finger on the button! 


	“What’s going on?” Johnny said outloud.


	As he started to reach for the spout to see if somehow the button was stuck or something, just as quickly as it started to pour out, it stopped. The bottle then bubbled again and a spurt of water gushed out of the spout then stopped for good.


	“Weird”, Johnny thought.


	After mixing his Kool-Aid and refreshing himself, Johnny went into the den, and turned on the television. The usual cartoons were on. In his younger years, Johnny used to like “Gigantor”, a giant robot that he used to mimic when terrorizing his siblings. There was also “Bugs Bunny”, “Daffy Duck” and the same old ones that he really didn’t care for. He was just about to turn off the TV, when he remembered that “Badman” was on the other channel. He quickly turned the channel and was immersed in it. After a while, Johnny heard a “thump” from one of the back bedrooms. He got up to investigate. Johnny shared his bedroom with his younger brother which was located at the rear of the house down the hallway. 


	Walking down the beige colored walls of the hallway, he noticed that all of the rooms had the door open. He came first to the door on the left which was his sister’s pink bedroom and peered in. Nothing unusual there. Across from it was the white colored bathroom. Nothing in there that he could see would have been responsible for the noise that he heard. A bit farther down the hall was his parents bedroom. It was dark in there. Maybe because of the dark blue walls and the closed blue curtains, but nevertheless, he didn’t like to go in there. 


	“Besides”, he thought, “what could be making noises in there?”


	 He then entered his bedroom. The sun was shining brightly through the beige curtains reflecting off of the bright green walls giving the entire bedroom a glowing look. Then from behind him he heard that “thump” again. Startled, he jumped around. The sound seemed to have come from the bathroom. Slowly he walked towards the bathroom door. Gingerly on his toes, like trying to walk on eggshells, he stealthily approached and peaked his head inside. 


	“THUMP!” 


	Startled, he yelped as a small dog would do when stepping on their tail, and jumped back hitting his head on the hallway wall then falling to the carpet. 


	“THUMP!” 


	Sitting on his rear end, Johnny now saw what was making the noise. The bathroom window was open, and the wind outside was blowing in on the bathroom door, causing it to periodically slam against the wall. 


	“Great”, Johnny muttered, “I’ll now have a headache, all thanks to the stupid wind.”


	Then from back toward the other end of the house, beyond the den, a lot of racket started coming from the garage. 


	The house Johnny lived in was not a large one. From the bedrooms down the hall, the living room was connected. This is where the front door was. Off of the living room was the dining room, which Dad had converted to his version of a tavern, complete with a bar, stools, and a multi-colored overhead lamp which Johnny thought was really cool. Across from the dining room was the kitchen. A doorway and dividing wall separated the kitchen and dining room from the den. The wall used to be the end of the house, but someone had added the den later, and had put a large window next to the door on the wall. The only thing was though, there wasn’t any glass so it was open with the frame only as a testament to what it once was. 


	Through the doorway(which didn’t have a door), the den was obviously quite different looking than the rest of the house. The walls had that so called natural-looking paneling that in some spots were coming off being separated by the moisture that would flood the floor during heavy rains. Framed pictures of wilderness scenes dotted the walls, the only thing that looked out of place was the calendar. It had a picture of Dad’s machine shop. The den had a different scent than the rest of the house. It was musty, damp and dark, only the fact that there were furniture in it gave it that lived-in feeling. Above the television on the same wall where the doorway from the kitchen was, there was built into the wall a swamp cooler(another reason why this room always seemed damp). Many a days of laziness did this room see, it was the most lived-in part of the house. the den was also the largest room of the house with exception of the garage.


	The garage was by far in Johnny’s mind, the spookiest place he’d ever seen. It was attached off of the den and could be accessed two ways. From the doorway on the far side of the den, or through of course the outside driveway large door. The garage was really a three car garage, but only one car was ever parked in there. As for garages, it was typical. Oil spots lined the concrete floor. Rafters overhead with many boxes that stored useless items provided many a home for creepy critters Johnny thought. The far side from the den door was lined with the usual garden tools. Lawn mower, edger, rakes, shovels, and brooms were all semi organized. Johnny’s Dad prided himself with his tools. He also seemed to love to work on the lawn, though Johnny wished he didn’t because when Dad wanted to work, that meant Johnny had to. Johnny hated those weekends when Dad got the energy to do the lawn. Seems that every time Johnny was busy doing something useless, Dad would yell that it was time for yard work. That would mean Johnny would have to pull the tools from along the garage wall always watching for the Black Widow spiders that seemed to be lurking everywhere in the dark corners. 


	Johnny didn’t mind bugs, but for some reason he didn’t like the Black Widows. It might have had something to do with all the stories he heard about kids being bit and dying from them. One time he had heard how the spider had crawled under a kids shirt, seemingly waiting until bedtime before crawling up his chest and biting him on the cheek. The kid was so busy screaming and crying, that his parents never found out what the problem was ---- until it was too late. Yes, Johnny didn’t like to get the garden tools, because that meant keeping on the lookout for the spiders. Looking out the corners of his eyes, the feeling of something crawling up his legs, and little movements in the wood frame corners of the garage always gave him an uneasy feeling every time he had to go in there. Even harmless pieces of lint on a leg or arm would send him into a screaming panic. 


	The return wall to the left of the den door was bare except for about one quarter of it closest to the door. There was from floor to ceiling, a series of shelves that was Mom’s place to put her garage items. Boxes upon boxes, some with the edges broken with their contents spilling out were squeezed into every possible space. Some were sewing items, Christmas decorations, gift wrap, old blankets and bedding, and some were things that Johnny had no idea what they were. All were full of dust and cobwebs. Another haven for those Black Widows Johnny thought. 


	Along the wall of the den door, there was a long work bench that stretched from the door and ending about five feet from the return wall that had the shelves. The work bench was made of wood(those Black Widows loved that) and stood about four feet high with shelves underneath. It was cluttered with various items such as paint cans and brushes, tools, oil cans and rags. On the corner edge of the bench closest to the den door was a vice that Johnny always seemed to hit every time he went around that corner. Why would he have to go around that corner? Well in the space between the workbench and return wall, was just enough room for the electric clothes dryer.


	It was interesting that the garage only housed the clothes dryer. The washing machine was in the kitchen. The dryer was an old Emerson-Gold Deluxe model. It was a two toned gold and white floor front loading style that probably at the time was state of the art. On the dash were the usual controls, but what separated this from others was a slightly curved overhanging top. This is where the florescent lights were housed. At the push of a button or a turn of the timer dial, or when opening or closing the dryer door, or when power was first turned on to the machine, the lights would flicker then beam on illuminating the entire machine. But with it’s old age(about 10 years), sometimes it would take sometimes up to a minute of flickering and ticking before both florescent bulbs would light. The dryer was plugged in to an outlet that was controlled by one of two wall switches that were located by the garage to den door. The other switch controlled the lone and only other light for the garage which was a single bulb that hung from the center rafter in the middle of the room.


	On the days when his chores called for, Johnny would have to take clothes from the washing machine in the kitchen to the dryer. He liked to always turn on the wall switch to the dryer as that would trigger the florescent lights on it. He thought it looked cool in the dark garage, watching the flickering and listening to the ticking as the lights on the dryer like an old car trying to start, would almost kick over to light, only to go dark, then flicker and try again and again, finally after several attempts roaring to life. Johnny had noticed that lately, it was taking longer for the lights to “kick over”, and sometimes after lighting they might flicker and waiver going dim after a while but seemingly always to come back on. The dryer also had one of those annoying buzzers that would let everyone in a one mile radius know that it was about to shut off. Johnny grew to hate that noise, for it meant that it was time for him to fold clothes, and this always seemed to happen when he was right in the middle of something like watching something good on television or talking on the phone. Since the buzzer was loud enough for his mom to hear, this would mean she too knew it was time for him to get to his chores which she regularly let him know. 


	So with Johnny’s head now throbbing from bumping his head, he made his way to the noises that where coming from he garage. The noises were fairly loud as he stepped into the den but then silenced as he was about two feet away from the den to garage door. 


	“Should he open the door?” he wondered. Thoughts of black Widow spiders the size of rats, danced in his mind.


	“That would be about right for the level of noise”, he began to reason. Then again the noise started up again, but he then realized that it wasn’t coming from the garage after all. The noise was from the outside. After listening intently, Johnny then discerned the sounds. With the wind outside, the noise he was hearing was the sounds of metal trash cans rolling down the street. They were from those homes that hadn’t brought their cans in from trash pick up day yesterday. Typical for this neighborhood. 


	“Glad I brought ours in already. Dad would scold me if those cans were to get any more dented then they already are”, Johnny said out loud. “Oh man, that reminds me, I haven’t got to my chores yet!”


	Johnny turned around to look at the chores list that Mom had always left hanging next to the calendar. On it, it read: “Thursday after school - put clothes in dryer and fold.”


	“Great,” Johnny sighed depressed. “Wonder if I can get it done before Mom gets home?”


	He looked at the clock that hung over the television, and speculating that she wouldn’t get back from her errands for about another one and a half hours, figured he had plenty of time to complete the load of laundry. It would take about an hour to dry and hopefully fifteen minutes to fold. He was supposed to check his chore list the first thing when coming home and get right to them before doing anything else, but since she wasn’t home when he got home, he guessed it just slipped his mind. Besides, with the couple of strange events that he just now remembered that happened today at school, it’d be easy to understand why his chore list slipped his mind.


	During his third period History class, he remembered looking at the clock at noticing there were five minutes before the class ending bell was to ring. He was sure that no more than a couple of more minutes had passed when he then noticed the clock now read ten minutes before the bell. Johnny thought it strange at first, maybe he hadn’t read it right the first time. But as time passed, he again glanced at the clock only to see that there was fifteen more minutes to go before the bell! He was sure he read it right the second time. 


	He wondered, “Was it his imagination?” Was the long drug induced summer catching up with him? Were the pressures from school playing havoc with his mind? Was the clock running backwards?!!” He again looked at the clock, this time staring at it. Yes, the second hand was moving forward. But he could swear he could see the minute hand moving backwards! “Maybe one of my classmates are playing a prank on the teacher” he reasoned. He began to ponder all the reasons why the clock was acting strange when.............RING!!!!!!!!!! 


	The class ending bell sounded with everyone scrambling for the exits. “But look at the clock! There are still fifteen minutes left! Am I the only one who notices?”, now screaming in his mind. He was too shocked or embarrassed to tell anyone. He thought it best to forget about it and be on his way with everyone else.


	Later that afternoon during lunch, he went into the boys restroom. There was no other reason to go to the restroom besides to actually use the toilet because unlike other high schools, this one had a smoking area for the students thus eliminating the need to smoke in the restroom. Johnny always wondered how this school got away with having a smoking area for the students when the legal age to smoke was eighteen and there were no eighteen year olds in school  as far as he knew. But it was okay though because sometimes if you were sly about it, you could smoke some pot without anyone really noticing - if you acted naturally.


	So in the restroom went Johnny, and while doing his business, the overhead florescent lights began to flicker and tick just like the dryer at home. It wasn’t just one set on bulbs, they all began to flicker. Then as quickly as they started to flicker, they suddenly got very bright, go dim, then back to normal as if nothing had happened. Then as he began to reach for the toilet paper, the toilet in the next stall flushed. There would be nothing unusual about that except for the fact that he was the only one in there! Then something happened that would had scared him out of his jeans if he weren’t already out of them. The toilet he was sitting on flushed by itself! Jumping up and yelping, he quickly pulled his jeans back up and scurried out of the stall running for the door. Before he reached the door, the lights began to flicker again then went dark. He didn’t waste any time trying to figure out why, he just ran out of the restroom with jeans half off and toilet paper sticking to his shoes. To make matters worse, he had run right into a group of girl cheerleaders. They all began to laugh and point at him, surely to be a topic of discussion and ridicule  now for months to come. Just what he needed.


	So needless to say, Johnny’s chore list had been the farthest thing from his mind. He just felt it better to get right on with the clothes drying and folding before Mom came home. He didn’t need any more ridiculing today.


		Quickly he scurried to the kitchen to get the wet load out of the washer. Not bothering with a laundry basket, he cradled the load in his arms and made his way to the garage. With his arms full, opening the den to garage door was a challenge. He carefully reached for the door knob being sure not to drop any of the clothes. The door opened easy. Inside it was dark. The scent of dusty wood mixed with stale rags and gasoline from the mower hit Johnny strong. Since the den to garage door closed automatically, he had to hold the door open with his foot while reaching to his left to turn on the garage light. As he strained for it, the sound of a wet article of clothing slapped upon the concrete floor of the garage.


	“Man!” he muttered loudly. After flipping the garage light on, he made his way along down along side the dirty oily work bench again being careful not to drop any more of the load and to also keep his distance from the bench so as to not smear any grease or dirt on the clean load. Arriving at the dryer, he bent down still cradling the load and reached with his fingers for the latch to open the dryer door. The wet clothes were pressed up against his face as he strained for the latch. Opening the door, he threw the clothes in not dropping any on the floor.


	“All right, not too bad! Only dropped that one out of the whole load”!, he boasted. He turned the timer for sixty minutes, turned the heat selector to HIGH, and pushed the start button. Nothing happened. Funny that he hadn’t noticed he forgot to turn on the power to the machine at the other light switch. He usually looked forward to watching those florescent lights flicker and tick on, but with all that had transpired earlier at school, it was expected. Realizing that the other light switch needed to be turned on, he made his way toward the now closed den to garage door to flip on the switch. He had to pick up the piece of clothing he dropped any way so he wasn’t wasting any time he thought to himself. Coming upon the dropped article, noticing it was a blue shirt, he looked for any dirt on it and brushed it off in the dim light of the garage. He didn’t notice any dirt on it which made him feel relieved. “Nothing worse than baked on dirt”, he thought to himself. 


	He then reached for the other light switch, flicked it on, and watched the lights on the dryer attempt to come to life. At first nothing happened. but he could hear there was electricity flowing. There was a very faint buzz in the light housing, and after a few seconds one of the two florescent bulbs flickered once before going silent. Then it flickered and ticked again, on then off, on then off, on then off, before flicking back and staying on. The other bulb then tried to follow suite. It would tick then partly light before going dim, then tick, then display a soft dim orange glow before flickering on, then off, then on. Then both bulbs went dark then ticked and flickered on simultaneously illuminating brightly seemingly for good. 


	Johnny then began to walk back to the dryer to put the blue shirt in and start the cycle. About halfway there, the lights on the dryer went dark then flickered on and off again. They continued flickering as he reached the dryer door, opening and throwing the shirt in then slamming it closed.


	“Nothing like a good bang on the circuit board to jolt those lights back on”, Johnny joked to himself. But the lights did not come back on. “Maybe the bulbs have burnt out”, he said out loud. “Oh, who cares. It doesn’t need those stupid lights to dry anyhow.”


	As he pushed the start button on the dryer, the overhead garage light went out. Now in complete darkness Johnny became frightened. Thoughts of Black Widow spiders crawling up his arms and legs entered into his mind. He groped in the dark for the start button and pushed it again. The garage light came back on. The dryer didn’t start but at least he was in light again. Feeling something crawling on his leg, he yelled and jumped back shaking to get off whatever he imagined might be on his leg. Looking down he saw nothing. His heart was now racing. Sweat began streaming down his face. He frantically repeatedly pushed the start button hoping and praying that the dryer would start.


	“Come on you stupid piece of junk!” he screamed out of control. He then started pounding on the top of it, then kicking it. “I aint got time for this!!!” he continued. “Don’t do this to me!” now pleading as if the dryer had a mind of it’s own. Pounding and kicking the machine, Johnny was now in a panic. He started to sob and plead to himself, “NO MORE DRUGS, I PROMISE NO MORE! I CAN’T HANDLE IT ANYMORE! I CAN’T COPE WITH.........” 


	The dryer lights then snapped back on and the machine bolted to life. The cycle began. The motor was turning. The clothes were now drying. Just as quickly as the dryer went from acting crazy to operating normally, Johnny went from panic to calm. He wiped the sweat and tears from his face and somberly began walking back toward the den to garage door. 


	All of a sudden again the dryer stopped, the lights on it went dark and the overhead garage light went out. Standing still and in complete darkness, Johnny started to panic. He felt something brush up against his arm, then something else crawl on his leg. In a panic he began to run for where he thought the den to garage door was but tripped over the leg of the bench and fell flat on his face. Things were now crawling all over his body, he was sure of it. “Black Widows, Black Widows!!”, he screamed. He began frantically swiping, brushing and slapping himself all over in an attempt to rid himself of those death monsters. He was in full panic. Screaming at the top of his lungs, he rolled over and over on the concrete floor shaking and convulsing his body, “NO, NO GET OFF OF ME, GET OFF GET OFF!” 


	Then again the garage light came back on and a few seconds later the dryer lights flickered on and the machine roared back to life. Now able to see the den to garage door, Johnny scrambled to his feet at made his way to the door. As soon as he touched the doorknob the lights on the dryer and the overhead garage light began to flicker on and off in succession. One would go on while the other went off, then the opposite. Johnny wasn’t going to admire the light show. Still in a panic he tried to turn the doorknob but it wouldn’t open. Either from the sweat on his hands or whatever, he could not get the door open. The light continued on and off, on and off, then coming back and staying on. Johnny felt things now crawling up his neck and in his hair.


	 “C’MON YOU STUPID DOOR!, screaming frantically. “LET ME OUT! LET ME ..............” 


	From behind him he started hearing tools fall of the wall. 


	“BANG, THUD!” 


	Then the kicker. Johnny couldn’t believe his ears. 


	“How could this be? What is going on? Am I losing my mind?”, he wondered. 


	He slowly turned around to see with his eyes what his ears were telling him. The lawn mower engine roared to life! Now thinking he was completely crazy or hallucinating, Johnny again tried turning the doorknob. The door clicked open. He ran so fast inside the den that he tripped over a throw rug and fell to the floor. Rolling over on his back, he stared to the ceiling then glanced over to the wall were his list of chores were. 


	What he then saw explained everything. All the happenings at school earlier; the backwards clock, the restroom lights and toilets, and all the happenings here at home; the water cooler, the seemingly possessed garage; all had now been explained.


	 “Why didn’t he realize it before?”, he wondered. 


	“How could I be so stupid”, he said out loud. 


	Now as calm as could be, he quietly stood up and confidently walked over to what would now explain everything. What he saw would now calm him. All his fears, all his screaming, all his rage now gone and replaced with the peace that now excelled throughout his whole body. The one piece of information that could remedy any thoughts of insanity that he had been feeling. He now was standing in front of it. The answer. The explanation. The meaning of it all. He now felt stupid. He saw what everybody else on the planet already knew. In front of him was the calendar. Looking at the date he said outloud, “Well no wonder! Today is MARTIAN DAY!


