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  For all the good-hearted aliens.


   


  PREFACE


   


  Some of the events referred to in this diary are also described in the novel "Super Ninja Alien Robot Monsters". In the novel they are told from the humans point of view. It's interesting how we see things so differently!


   


  


   Chapter 1
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  Star date:


  Tuesday, 5 Scorpio, 13B-8


  Log Time:


  07 Ticks, 42 tocks


  Today's the day! What an honor to be chosen for the mission to take over Earth.


  It's true we've tried a few times before—and I admit without much success—but this time our leaders have a plan they say can't fail … apparently.


  I can't wait. To think, in a few days from now, Alpha Centauri (the best Star System in the Universe) and the Super Ninja Alien Robot Monster species will rule yet another Solar System in our quest for galactic domination … or whatever it is that our leaders are trying to achieve.


  And I'll be partly responsible. Well, let's face it, I'm such an awesome soldier that I'll probably be mostly responsible. Woo hoo! I'm gonna stomp me some humans! It's about time too.


  Earth is the nearest planet to Alpha Centauri with (ahem) "intelligent" life on it. I shouldn't be so mean really—those whales do seem quite clever. And then there's the orangutan, second most handsome of all Earth's creatures—after the warthog.


  I'd marry a warthog. Imagine how beautiful our children would look.
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  How humans ever got to be the dominant species on Earth, I'll never know? If I were a betting SNARM, I would have put my money on giant lizard-creatures. We wouldn't have had a chance against them—especially if they had laser blasters.


  [image: Angry dinosaurs with laser blasters]


  I think the only way to defeat giant lizard-creatures would be to somehow divert a massive asteroid so that it hits Earth and causes a huge explosion. Nah, that'll never work. Or do something to the Sun so that it gets really huge and burns Earth to a crisp.


  I read somewhere that Earth's sun will one day naturally grow so big that it does burn Earth to a crisp. That won't happen for another 5 billion years or so—which is a bit long to wait. And by that time there'll be no water left, which is the main reason we want Earth anyway. Oh, and of course, it'll be heaps of fun stomping humans.


  *****


  Why doesn't anyone believe me when I say I lived on Earth for over a year? Maybe it's because I'm a three-and-a-half meter tall SNARM and they don't think I could get around without being noticed? Or maybe…?


  Sometimes I feel the other SNARMs are laughing at me. I know I'm a funny guy, but it's not that kind of a laugh. It's more like they're making fun of me. I don't like that feeling. I think I'm a pretty good guy, and if they really got to know me they'd see that too. There was also that time I overheard some SNARM telling another how dumb I was. ME, DUMB! What planet is he living on? I'm the smartest SNARM I know!


  Anyway, I enjoyed my time on Earth. I can still remember the day so clearly, all those years ago, when Brain Storm announced that I was to be chosen for the secret Earth Spy mission. The other guys in Space Patrol went nuts. For some reason they couldn't believe that I was chosen over them. Me, Trevor, chosen for a super-important mission. They were so jealous.


  But then some smarty-pants, stink-brain of a SNARM said, "Relax guys, there's no way anyone will ever get in, and out of, Earth alive. Better that Trevor goes, than any of us."


  They all thought Brain Storm was sending me to my doom. Well ha ha, I showed them, and I've still got the merit certificate on my wall to prove it.


  [image: Space patrol merit certificate]


  Come to think of it a medal, or a higher rank, or money, would have been a better reward. Brain Storm has always been a bit cheap….


  I think my great disguise helped fool those dopey humans. Being in disguise by not being in disguise is one of the best ideas I've ever had. But then again, humans aren't very bright. I could have stuck a pair of under-pants on my head, said it was a swimming cap, and told them I was training for the Olympic swim team. I'm sure they'd have believed me.


  I suppose it helped that I worked in the circus. It probably didn't seem so strange for them to see a giant alien walking around—especially when they thought I was just a regular human dressed in a really awesome and extremely attractive costume.


  I loved it when the humans would ask, "So, Trevor, what planet do you come from?" and I'd reply, "I come from the planet Alpha-12, in the Alpha Centauri star system." I liked how they'd laugh with me, not at me.


  The other performers always wanted me to take off my suit. "Trevor," they'd say. "Take off that costume so we can see your handsome face." I'd reply, "But you've already seen my handsome face. It doesn't get any better than this." They'd all laugh and jokingly say that the costume was the ugliest thing they'd ever seen in their lives. They were great kidders.


  Then there was that time the Ringmaster tried to pull my head off. Boy, that hurt—a lot. I was so glad when, after a few weeks, everyone gave up and just accepted me as the guy that always stayed in his suit.
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  I'm so proud of this newspaper clipping—a copy of the circus poster that featured me! I'll carry it with me for the rest of my life.


  Hmmm, suddenly I feel strange inside. And my eyes are starting to water. I hope I'm not getting sick.


   


  


  Chapter 2
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  STAR DATE:


  TUESDAY, 5 SCORPIO


  LOG TIME:


  08 TICKS, 49 TOCKS


  (Approximately 1 Earth hour since last entry)


  Uh-oh, look at the time—08 ticks and 49 tocks already. Of course, Earthlings would say 8:49am. It's a good thing Alpha Centauri and Earth times are similar otherwise knowing important things like when to have breakfast, or morning tea, lunch, afternoon tea, pre-dinner snack, dinner, and dessert could get very confusing. You don't want to be eating your curry puffs when you should be eating your cornflakes.


  The only problem is Earth clocks go up to twelve, and then start from one all over again. How silly is that?
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  The SNARM 24 hour clock makes much more sense and is so much easier to read…


  [image: Difficult to read twenty four hour clock face]


  I'd better get a move on. That's the problem with writing a diary; I enjoy it so much that I get distracted from my tasks.


  Thankfully, the weird feelings I had in my tummy and my eyes have gone. The booger sandwich I ate for breakfast probably helped. Booger sandwiches always make me feel better. Must remember to pack a few for the journey to Earth.


  The only thing with booger sandwiches is it takes so long to store up enough boogers—there's never enough up your nose for a full sandwich. I suppose I could buy some boogers from the supermarket, but they're never as tasty as your own.


  [image: Jar of boogers on store shelf]


  Maybe the guys I'm going on this mission with won't mind if I borrow some of their boogers? I guess I'll have to wait and see … some SNARMs get funny about sharing boogers.


  Anyway, I'm pumped. Yeah, let's go take over Earth, grab their water, and come back heroes!


  *****


  I've taken a snapshot of myself before the mission. I'm looking very smart, if I do say so myself. My hair is looking especially good. In fact, I think I can see some new growth. I've been using a new lotion and, with any luck, by the end of this trip I'll have a full head of hair when I return home.
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  Unfortunately, this will be the only photograph in this diary. Any other pictures I'll have to draw myself. It's a shame because a picture often says more than any words, but I'm not a great drawer. Hopefully I'll improve with practice?


  It's all Roboto's fault. Our team leader wants us to travel light. I mean, come on, a camera hardly takes up any room—and I've still got plenty of space in my bottom compartment.


  I think Roboto doesn't want me to take a camera because he hates seeing photos of himself. I don't blame him—his head does look like a bucket, and I swear he's put on weight?


  [image: Drawing of Roboto]


  I shouldn't be too hard on him; he is one of the oldest living SNARMs. He's mostly robot now, of course (so how he's put on weight, I don't know?). We'll probably all end up like him in another two or three thousand years—if we survive this mission, of course.


  *****
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