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Many remote southern towns are dominated by a single large company owned and operated by an 

extended family. I was born into one such family, which ran a poultry farming company. I wasn’t born 

into the industrious main branch that founded the company, but in one of the offshoot branches. Still, 

we had a very large house on a sizeable piece of land.  

My favorite part of the old house was a massive stained glass window overlooking the hills and trees 

outside. A long driveway led to the main road, which was not visible from the house. I’d sit on the sill of 

that window and look through the different-colored panes, and observe how the world outside changed 

with each color.  

One day our family was visited by a cousin we hadn’t seen in years. Frederick, or Fred. He was now a 

young man, have traveled to so many far off places that the family had lost track of him for over two 

years. He seemed very exotic and interesting to me, and I was happy when I heard my parents had 

agreed to let him stay with us for a while. He didn’t want to stay at his parents’ house, and we certainly 

had plenty of room to spare.  

He arrived in autumn, when the breeze was just beginning to cool and the leaves beginning to change 

color. My first year of high school had just started. In the evening, after I’d finished my homework, I’d go 

out and enjoy the cool air. The sky would gradually darken, and the various colors of the sunset would 

appear. Often I’d stay out until the stars emerged.     

There were lots of animals that wandered the woods on our property. Deer were always present, as 

were rabbits, possums, and raccoons. I was used to seeing creatures skitter about in the shadows. 

But one evening, when it had gotten dark, I saw something moving around that didn’t seem like one of 

the usual animals. It was too large. I saw it beneath a thick grove of trees that blotted out the sky behind 

them. Veiled by the shadowy dark, something large was moving.  

It was too big to be a person. In fact, it resembles a low, twisted tree reaching out its branches like arms, 

bending as if with some intelligent purpose to the ground, then straightening again, twisting about in 

measured movements. The slight breeze I felt wasn’t nearly enough to cause trees to whip around. And 

every other tree was still. 

I decided not to explore further. It must have been some large animal I couldn’t see clearly, I told myself. 

There was a chance it was dangerous, so I decided to go inside.   

The next day, I went and examined the area in the sunlight. All the trees looked perfectly ordinary, 

standing still like trees were supposed to do. But there was a strange colorless slime spattered here and 

there on the ground. I know that nature is full of strange, repellant substances: spores, fungi, clusters of 

insect eggs. Turn over a rock or an old log, and you will usually find something gross. But this slime was 

something different. The look of it, the smell of it, made it seem like it didn’t belong in nature at all. Not 

even the ugly, rotten-smelling parts of nature. It was almost artificial, like cleaning fluid. It burned the 

inside of the nose. It smelled like something that would kill any growing things you poured it on. But it 

wasn’t a clean smell.  



I couldn’t bear to touch the slime or get close to it. And it suddenly occurred to me how disgusting slime 

really is. It’s not a solid substance you can brush off like dust. Nor is it a fluid you can wipe away. It sticks 

to you, seeping into your skin and merging with your flesh, breaking down the barrier between self and 

the world.  

I told my parents about the strange tree-like thing and the slime, with predictable results. They offered 

natural explanations and then immediately forgot about it.  

When I told my cousin Fred, it was a different story. He wanted to know all about it, listening attentively 

to every detail, even the strange slime. I thought he might offer some kind of explanation, but when he 

finished listening, he just nodded a few times, then left the room without another word.  

In the following months, I continued to investigate our land, always in the daylight. Most days, I didn’t 

find anything. But sometimes I found an area with globs of slime scattered about. The spots were 

between 10 and 15 feet across, in an irregular but somewhat circular shape. I kept track of each spot. 

Just as I’d expected, within a few days of the slime appearing, the plant life would begin to die. It was 

not the colors changing for autumn. The plants were withering down to their very roots.  

As winter drew closer, and night fell sooner, I became more and more nervous about wandering around 

in the evening. There was always the danger that night would sneak up on me while I was too far away 

from the house.  

When I was safely inside, I sometimes indulged in my old pastime of looking through our stained glass 

window. I looked at the trees through each different colored pane, one by one. One time, while I was 

seated beside the window, I saw Fred standing outside. He was smoking a cigarette, looking off into the 

distance. He didn’t see me.     

I watched him through a pane of dark blue. Nothing in his shape changed, but in new colors he looked 

intriguingly different. It was like seeing the negative of a photo you know well. Nothing changed 

structurally, but the picture couldn’t be more different. I looked at him through panes of violet, indigo, 

green, and gold taking in the fascinating little details of shade and tint. And then I looked at him through 

a red pane.  

At first I thought I was seeing some kind of optical illusion. I saw him more clearly than ever, and then it 

seemed I could almost see inside him. I could perceive the space inside his body, like an x-ray, but 

instead of seeing bones and organs I saw a murky, smoke-like haze. No, not smoke. It was inky, solid. 

Like dark liquid clouding up clear water.  

Baffled, I pulled away from the red pane and looked at him through clear glass. Now he seemed 

perfectly ordinary. I looked at him through red glass again. The strange, inky effect was still there. I 

blinked a few times. I shook my head. But the effect was still there.  

My movements must have drawn his attention. He turned suddenly and looked up at me. I waved 

weakly and retreated.   

A few days later, when I was outside, I saw a sight I’d seen many times before: a dead deer. But there 

was something different this time, though it took a few moments to realize what it was. The deer was 

definitely fresh, not rotted. The face and fur were still in good shape. But most of the meat was gone. 



This was strange. There were no large predators in the area, and it would take the small scavenging 

animals a long time to eat this much.  

A week later, I found another deer, larger than the one I’d found before. And all the meat gone. Deer 

don’t just drop dead, except by a roadside. And they don’t get eaten by wild animals this quickly.  

I found no slime around the carcasses, but I wondered if the two were related. I thought about Fred, and 

how the solid inkiness inside him resembled slime.  

And then, a few weeks later, Ms. Harper died.  

She was elderly, and lived on an expanse of land that was much smaller than ours, but secluded by hills 

and trees. Everyone guessed that she had been walking outside, had perhaps had a heart attack or 

stroke, and then was found by wild animals. The description caught my ear immediately. Up until now, 

everything I’d witnessed had been strange but ultimately harmless. But if Ms. Harper had really been 

murdered, I needed to find out at once.  

Ms. Harper had lived in a little house, with maybe four or five rooms. The paint was peeling, the metal 

rusted, the wood warped. Her land was just big enough for a garden and a few pecan trees. I was 

expecting to find police or someone else there, but there was no one. The body had been removed. 

Everything was silent. I walked about, looking for that familiar wet slime, that strange burning smell.        

Finally, I caught it. It was unmistakable. I looked around more closely and saw that same colorless goop. 

I thought suddenly, was the colorless slime really colorless?  I had a little notepad of white paper and a 

pencil. I took them out, and used the pencil to smear some of the slime onto one of the sheets. The 

slime stained the paper, and though the wetness was pale, I saw unmistakable tints of red.  

I went to the police, even though I didn’t know exactly what I would say. I couldn’t explain anything, 

even to myself. What was my cousin doing, and why? What was that inky substance that existed inside 

him, that was only revealed by the red glass?  

I gave the police a strange, robotic recounting of events. It was much the same as the one I’ve given you, 

but much less coherent and organized. This happened, then this happened, then this happened. It 

poured out of me without much reflection. 

They didn’t take me very seriously, but nonetheless they came to the house with me to talk to my 

cousin. When we arrived, we found the great stained glass window on the front my house had been 

shattered. Gashes around the wooden frame made it seem like a great tree had fallen through it and left 

marks with its branches. But there was no tree through the window, and no trees so close to the house 

that they could have fallen on it. No one could explain what had happened.  

And my cousin wasn’t there either. He was simply gone. The next day my family received a hasty 

telephone call with some sort of explanation about traveling to visit old friends.  

There was nothing more I could do. Without the view through the red glass of the window, there was no 

way I could even prove there was anything strange about him. 

Why would he break the window (or send something else to break it) if he was planning to leave? Would 

any red glass have revealed his insides, or was something special about that window in particular? 

Maybe that was the whole reason my cousin had come to stay with us. To destroy the one method that 



could reveal him. And what exactly had happened to my cousin to make him what he was? Had he 

encountered something monstrous during his travels, or had he always been this way?  

I didn’t know. But there were no mysterious deaths after he left, or any more slime that I could find. No 

sightings of strange, large, tree-like things moving in the woods.  

I’m ashamed to say that I’ve never gone after him and tried to figure out the truth. I’ve never tried to 

stop him. It wouldn’t be easy if I tried. No one knows exactly where he’s disappeared to, and it doesn’t 

seem likely he’ll ever come back.  

And even if I did find him, what would I do? What exactly would I be confronting, and how could I fight 

it?  

I fear that there are whole other worlds out there existing alongside ours. And just a little shift in 

viewpoint is enough to reveal them. Like our stained glass window, with each of its panels revealing new 

landscapes. And just like with that window, a single, forceful strike is enough to break the boundaries, 

leaving everything we thought we knew about the world lying scattered in broken heaps on the floor.     

 


