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BUGGERED

Some call them the
Mantis because, although
shiny tar-black in hue, they have an uncanny resemblance to that
particular insect. Others call them the Omega; I guess they see the end of
humanity looming at the hands of these invaders (What the hell is
the proper term for the arms and hands of an insect anyway?). Me, I
call them bugs.

 


My name is David McGovern.
Folks who know me well, especially my fellow pilots, call me
Dusty.

I was in the barracks
holding a full house, aces over ladies, when the call to scramble
came in. The pot in the middle was big enough to clear my tab
at The Right Stuff and then some.

“Hell, no!” I had lamented
in grief and despair. “A drill? Not another goddamned
drill now!”

Of course it wasn’t
a drill. It was a
waking nightmare of extreme proportions.

They came with little or no warning.
Thousands of shiny ships that landed around the Earth in an
obviously well planned, synchronised and co-ordinated attack. When
the hatches opened they swarmed out in their tens-of-thousand;
arthropods with natural armour-plating that easily withstood or
repelled our bullets, bats and barbed wire.

Although it was an invasion by invaders from
outer space the sight reminded me of those scenes I had seen of the
Allies landing along the beaches of Normandy in the Second World
War; D-Day they had called it. What would they call this day? Would
anyone remain to give it a name?

The bugs effortlessly scaled the outsides of
tall buildings. They used only the weapons that nature had given
them – razor-sharp scythes that were part of their long raptorial
forelimbs. These cut through bone as easily as they did soft
flesh.

The creatures, to my relief, although able
to leap great heights and distances, were incapable of flight. And
though I and my fellow pilots were able to take out some of them
with our jets’ weaponry I was unable to distinguish any change in
their vast numbers as they swarmed across both rural and urban
settlements alike.

I wondered why these
creatures, whose technology was obviously far superior to ours, had
chosen to attack in such a...medieval fashion. Why had they not
simply bombarded us from the safety and convenience of space?
Perhaps they knew that their sheer numbers and physical makeup was
sufficient to not only overcome us but to wipe us out completely?
Perhaps they relished in butchery and bloodshed? Yes, perhaps
disposing of their enemies
up close produced some
sort of perverted pleasure and gratification.

Whatever the reason, they were, as they must
have surmised, mostly unstoppable – a juggernaut mass of swarming
creatures that moved swiftly and unrelentingly as they cut a swathe
of death and destruction without mercy or respite.

Below me was a most unsettling sight. It was
more than just the routing of humankind – it was the beginning of
what could only be a genocide.

When my ammunition was spent I returned to
the base to rearm and refuel, but to my horror and dismay the bugs
were already swarming over the runways and buildings.

I was reminded of a sight I had once seen
when a caterpillar had crawled too close to a nest of fire ants. It
had been swiftly disposed of by the fearsome insects.

As I circled above that frightful sight I
heard Lieutenant Granger’s awful scream over the radio. He was a
tough bastard who had done two tours in the gulf.

After that the base
was silent.

I sent an all-points
message to other military installations and got the same response
– dead static.

Shortly after that one of
my fellow pilots, Daniel Delaney, who we called The Duke, informed me...us...the
pilots still in the air that he was ‘Heading home.’

“Mary...Sarah!” I blurted. Why had I not
given them a thought till now?

My wife and six-year old daughter could be
in dire danger. Hell, everyone’s friends and family were facing
this unexpected peril.

We had all expected the
enemy to come from here...earth – China, Russia, North Korea or one
of the North African or Middle Eastern contingents. But
outer space? That’s the
stuff of comic books and Saturday matinees.

I own a small homestead up in Redwood that
has been in the family for years. It would be a good place to make
a final stand. At least I would be with my family. My fuel was low
but with a wing and a prayer I just might make it.

 


I was about thirty-five clicks out when I
saw about fifty of those infernal silver ships in a long line along
some recently ploughed, undulating, farmland. They must have just
landed because the bugs were still pouring out like ink from a
startled squid.

Shortly after that my plane rudely informed
me that my fuel was seriously low.

It had never been my intention to land the
craft, so at about five clicks out from my destination, when the
fuel was finally spent, I ejected.

From beneath my parachute, as I gently
descended to the ground, I watched my costly piece of military
hardware destroyed as it hit the ground. There was no great ball of
fire like in the movies – no fuel, you see.

 


I wasted no time in getting home. I ran all
the way, cutting across neighbour’s fields. At one point Farmer
Nicholson’s dogs spurred me on.

When I finally burst through my front
entrance and into the living room, Mary and Sarah were on the couch
in front of the television.

“My God, David,” bleated Mary. “Is this
true...really happening?”

“Oh, yes,” I replied breathless.

“Are you sure? It’s not
like that scare that happened in thirty-eight when Orson Welles
broadcast The War of the
Worlds?”

“What? No!” I said moving to the television
set. “It’s on television?”

“Yes, of course.”

“That means that there’s still places the
bugs haven’t reached...yet.” I looked about frantically. “Where’s
the remote.” Mary handed it to me and I began to flip through
channels. “Look!” I said in desperation. “A lot of them are off the
air! We are truly good and...buggered!”

“What’s wrong, daddy?” asked my little Sarah
calmly.

I had come home to pacify
my family in our final moments, but here my daughter’s quiet
demeanour was strangely soothing to me.

“Bugs, baby,” I said with a grimace. “Great
big ugly bugs are doing bad things to all the people out
there.”

Sarah swiftly ran off into the kitchen.

I flopped onto the couch exhausted and
continued to flip through the channels. I stopped when I saw a
concerned announcer with an image of a mushroom cloud behind
her.

“It is believed that some authorities are
considering using nuclear weapons in hope of slowing the invaders,”
said the voice from the television.

“What?” I spluttered. “The bugs are all
over. Cure the disease and kill the
patient. It can’t...it’ll never
work. Besides, I heard some bugs can survive
something that...devastating!”

Outside in the yard my pitbull started to
bark frantically.

I rushed to the window.

It was a bug – a solitary one, but big. I
was amazed at how swiftly it could move for its size.

I slammed the front door closed and locked
it.

The door might as well have been made of
paper maché. The creature shattered it with a single swipe of its
deadly scythe. I was sent sprawling to the floor as it lumbered
through the entrance and stood towering over me. It lifted the
scythe menacingly and I instinctively raised my hands, although I
knew that they would pose as much protection as my front door.

It was at that moment that my daughter
stepped between me and the assailant.

“No!” I shouted. “Get away, Sarah!”I heard
my wife’s plaintive cry at the same time.

A moment later the bug collapsed onto the
floor in front of me and flailed about wildly.

For an instant I stared dumbfounded at the
jerking creature. Then I swiftly jumped up, grabbed Sarah, and
moved with all haste away from the monstrosity.

I stood staring at the
creature until it ceased moving, becoming a still, dark heap. I
expecting it to rise menacingly at any moment and display the same
animosity and viciousness as before. But no, it
seemed...dead.
Was that possible? How? For an instant I recalled my wife’s mentioning of
War of the Worlds. I was
reminded how those alien invaders had met their death and defeat at
one of Earth’s smallest denizens, bacteria. After all, these bugs
had no protection other than their own natural armour and I had not
discerned any apparent breathing apparatus that could be protecting
them from our atmosphere. Did taking in Earth’s air, which is rife
with micro-organisms, render this horror immobile...dead. Then I
recalled that in that instant when I had expected to die and my
dear little Sarah had bravely stepped between me and the beast. Had
I imagined that she had pointed something at its large black
head?

“What did you do?” I asked my daughter.

“You said they were bugs,”
she said holding out the extra large aerosol can of
Buggo. “So I sprayed it
with this.”

 


I used the radio in my
barn to relay the news to as many people as possible. Then I pulled
the tarpaulin off of Ol’ Betsy. I was pleased to note that her
canisters were all full. The bugs were about to find out why folks
called me Dusty.

 


If the bugs had experienced some sort of
perverted pleasure as they mercilessly slashed us, I must confess
that I also felt a sense of...tainted delight watching them drop in
great numbers, and spasm and flail about, in their convulsive death
throes.

I knew that it would take humankind much
time to recover from this devastating invasion, and as I passed
over another horde of swarming bugs with the cropduster I couldn’t
help but reflect, ‘Preventing a genocide with insecticide - who
woulda thought?’


# # #

THE HISTORY
LESSON

 


Flin, Professor of Natural History stepped
through a side entrance into the vast, recently constructed,
amphitheatre-come-auditorium. The general hubbub emitted by the
immense crowd began to diminish as he lumbered across the smooth,
level, area. By the time he reached the podium the audience were
rapt and still.

He cleared his throat and the perfect
acoustics allowed Lee, seated on the outer circumference of the
multi-semi-circled construct, to hear the cough as if the professor
were mere feet away. Lee activated his small but highly efficient
recorder.

“I recently read a
witticism on the Internet,” began the professor. “It asked, ‘What
was the last thing that went through the bug’s head when it struck
the windscreen?’” There was some scattered laughter from various
sections. “Ah, I see some of you are already familiar with the
punchline.” He waited for the mild disruption to fade before
continuing. “For the uninformed majority, the answer was, ‘Its
arse.’” The majority now burst into a cacophony of raucous
laughter. The professor again waited for silence before saying,
“This brought to mind a thought about what...quote ‘uncivilized
savages’ unquote...had deduced at the approach, or should that
be encroachment,
of the so-called civilized societies.

“What do you suppose went
through the minds of the Australian Aborigines when they saw the
first large sailing ships appear on the distant horizon? What do
you suppose went through the minds of the North American Indians
when they saw the first steam train rumble down newly-laid tracks?
What do you suppose went through the minds of the indigenous
jungle-dwellers in the Amazon rainforest when the first plane
passed overhead? And what do you suppose went through the minds of
the people who looked up at the great Krellin mothership as it
eclipsed the sun? So great was its size and mass that it profusely
affected the tides of the oceans.” He paused for dramatic effect,
as well as allowing the gravity of his questions to sink in. “I
would believe that all must have had one common thought...not too
dissimilar to what that unfortunate bug must have had as he saw the
fast-approaching windscreen - ‘Screwed!’” This time the outburst
was deafening. “History!” he exclaimed, making the crowd silent
again. “‘History,’ it is said, ‘is written by the
conquerors...the Victors! The ancient Egyptian
hieroglyphs record many accounts of their great victories.
Victories over invading enemies, as well as victories of conquest –
the seizing or annexing of foreign soil as their own.” He shook his
head. “You will not find a single account about any defeat.
Not one! No
nation ever built a great monument to commemorate a
defeat. Well, you may
claim that the fort at the Alamo proves that statement to be false.
But let us not forget that the fort was built before the defeat, and thereafter
remained as a symbol of bravery – not too unlike the many war
memorials that are scattered around the Earth; not only reminders
of the lives lost but also in honour of them. The one in Hiroshima
certainly comes to mind. So now there stands a dark legacy to the
foolishness of men; man destroying his fellow man. Something
that we have long
put away ever since we established the United Front ruled over and guided
by its many Grand
Councils.”

Even across the vast distance Lee could
swear the professor had an expression of disgust.

The professor gave an
indignant sniff and continued, “Many of us know and understand how
the so-called civilized
people used their religion and cheap beads to
soften and dupe the savages so that they became pliable clay that
could be moulded into whatever the intellectually advantaged required
them to be. Yes, the victors used their...perverted reasonings to
not only justify their crimes of conquest but also to excuse any
actions that may be considered cruel, callous or even
brutal. They call it
politics. Policing when and as is
necessary is a more appropriate
expression.

“All these aforementioned
indigenous...people were systematically displaced from what was rightfully
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