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If you are reading this, my name is Bella Myrta Glaeser, it is January 1st, 3021, and the aliens are feasting on us. We are desperate to find a way to stop the invasion. I have found this journal and some writing supplies while foraging in Combs General Store, which is now abandoned just like the town above us. I write this hoping to provide answers to those who might survive.

You might wonder how humanity came to live under the soil waiting to starve to death. I guess I have time enough left to tell you this story. Not that I truly have hopes of anyone finding my journal. The planet is now dying too, or so it seems to me as I look around the area just beyond the pipe opening. Soon these words will mean nothing. Yet writing them comforts me.

I remember the day well. NASA had been broadcasting images and audio into Space for many years. It was a chilly fall day, October 13th, 3020 to be exact. I sat listening to the new NASA podcast about the new satellite’s journey into space. The Cheeta500 was named by a wealthy sponsor who ran a corporation which had purchased the right to use the satellite to broadcast their sponsored messages as a gimmick to bring in more fans. NASA was more than happy to partner with old money for this launch. 

The two hosts both laughed and joked about the continuation of the broadcast of audio and video signals. The latest ones were of tourist ads. One was even a commercial to come and dine on earth at a new fast-food chain. Over the many years of the space program, the overseers had made changes to the broadcasts. When interest in NASA began to drop, they did what any business would do. They partnered with a wealthy tycoon for a massive publicity stunt opening the galactic airwaves for advertising broadcasts. After years of no answers, what harm could it do?
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Come and dine on Earth at Humanities Café. The first one hundred extraterrestrials to join us on earth will get a month’s supply of free food. Earth, the friendly place to visit. Come for the scenic views, stay for the food. 

Who would’ve guessed that commercial would get an answer?

As they opened the podcast with jokes of little green men eating French-fries, NASA, after many years of listening for a response to their broadcasts, had finally gotten a response. It would be three days later when the same podcast would tell the world that one sentence had been received in response to the gimmick broadcast. A sentence that changed the future of earth forever.

We come to dine on Earth.

NASA, if panicked by this, didn’t let on. At first, they thought it was a prank by another space exploration team. Just a gimmick to get people talking about them again. It wouldn’t be long until they discovered the truth. The aliens were coming, and they were starving.

It wasn’t a scary response to us at first. After all, it came as a reply to a fast-food chain’s offer of a free meal for the first space aliens to visit their restaurant. Who doesn’t love free food? On social media, funny memes flooded our newsfeeds, and we all laughed and took alien readiness quizzes. The few days that had passed between the message being received and the actual landings were filled with fun and with terror. Some people started the doom, and gloom here comes the world’s end speeches. 

It has been said that starvation can be a motivating force. When one is hungry, the desperation to find something to eat can drive one to desperate lengths. We had no knowledge of the creatures who had heard our offer of food. We didn’t understand how desperate they were. Those who spoke of being afraid were proved to have valid fears. The aliens were not what we had expected. 
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January 2nd, 3021

The cold winter day when one hundred ships landed is etched in my mind. They seemed friendly at first. They looked as we do in body shape, only much larger. Gray skin stretched over skeleton frames, carrying large oval heads filled with sharp teeth. They had learned enough of our language to ask for food. They didn’t seem dangerous at first. Just very hungry. We all celebrated, and the world threw parties. Yes, some people were terrified, and even a few radical groups took their own lives in fear of the creatures, but most welcomed them. The smell of BBQ and roasted chicken mixed with a sickly-sweet smell the aliens gave off at that first party I attended. We fed them well and played music. Gave them clothing and even took selfies with the creatures. 

We fed them extremely well. They ate their first meal happily here on earth. Large humanoid hands grabbing up morsels of food. The mind link to absorb human conscience was a shock. After a week of small meals when free food was no longer to be had, that was when the first human fatalities occurred. We didn’t understand how the creatures operated. According to my social media feed, one of the creatures used the long fingers, which housed small round circles on the tips, to attach to the human victim’s cranium. It then seemed to take on the person’s personality and drained the knowledge from the victim. The voice of the dead flowed from the Gray and horrified those around it. The Grays then feasted on the person, and one by one took the victim’s thoughts before either consuming them or carrying the bodies away for later consumption. Some victims still appeared to be alive even though they had their memories drained. 

Hunger, starvation, and death are old friends. The danger in feeding a starving creature comes when they are strong enough to realize you cannot feed them enough. Starvation turns to gluttony, and you become the food source. The Grays began to hunt us and to take both humans and animals into the ships. 

Once they had learned all about our planet and our languages, they had enough information to feast. The animals were eaten up quickly. The ocean creatures were to be devoured too. Humans can run and hide, but we can’t do so forever. They seem to enjoy our flesh. The thought makes me feel ill.

What the starved creatures had run from is now happening here on earth. Animals are vanishing, plant life is now being wiped out. The Earth is dying. What few of us are left here will starve or become food.

The creatures keep feasting. We have tried to kill them, but they refuse to die. They can’t reproduce, which is a mercy. They feast, and they become us, and they feast even more. 
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January 3rd, 3021

We have made our way carefully into Peoria, Arizona, which is mostly abandoned. Those who have survived hide and have fled the landing site. I can see my friends skirting the first building, as the ship looms in the distance blocking out the sun. Stanley, Ed, and Sharon have been with me since the first sighting party, and we are some of the lucky ones who have escaped the Grays feasting on humanity. The scientists call them Absumeth Wraythelion, but Stan named them Grays. They look much like we did and adopted our way of dressing in their first week here on earth. Like gray ghosts’ humanoid shapes thin and grotesque now hunting us. We are trying to keep moving and have made it inside the old storefront of Combs General Store, one of the last places to find resources and a moment of safety.  

It has been several hours since we found ourselves fleeing from Combs General Store. I feel compelled to tell you what happened inside it. Once I had tucked my journal away after we had listened for the Grays, that is when everything came crashing in on us. One creature stepped from inside a storage room to meet us. Before I could scream, seven more of them poured forth from the doorway. The smell of blood and strange odor mixed in the air. A sickly-sweet smell, pungent and filled with death. 

We ran for our lives as they chased us. Like mice, we scattered in all directions, our hearts beating wildly in fear. I was close to the stairs leading up to the upper floor. I had no other way to go, and the steps seemed to scream at me as my sneakers squeaked up them. I could feel the coldness of the creature closing in on me. The creature also wore sneakers that squeaked as it rushed to catch me. The one Gray behind me was now running full speed, leaping towards me. The last thing I recall before the floor gave way beneath us was seeing
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