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For Dominic – a most amazing person who has always deserved so much more.










  
  
"It's a historic day. Where once was before, there will now be after. Funny how historic days seem so ordinary when you're living them." 

– Albus Dumbledore (*)







(*) J.K. Rowling & Steve Kloves; "Fantastic Beasts: The Secrets of Dumbledore, The Complete Screenplay," Scene 98, Published by Scholastic Inc., 2022 

































  
  
Foreword




This short book is an introduction to what are now known as the Dead Bug Chronicles. I expect you have heard a lot about Jack Langstaff — mostly bad, no doubt — and our hope is that the Chronicles clear up at least some of that. The purpose of those of us who wrote the Dead Bug Chronicles is to not only record the story of what's really been happening for the last fifty or so years, but to also let you know who Jack really was, and is. He is still a bit of an enigma, even to himself, but we hope this helps clear the air. 

I started writing a prequel to the Chronicles to give them a bit more grounding in history but ended up with it being about events after the timeline of the other stories. That was because when my Grandpa Jack asked me to take over the scribing of his stories, he didn't know that I knew little about the recent Troubles and that I didn't know a damn thing about the Bad Times of a couple of generations ago. I belatedly realized after agreeing that I hadn't considered that most everyone that lived through either of them is done and dusted by now, and there's not much anybody ever wrote about them other than the odd penny dreadful about Jack and the Micos. That, then, is how my prequel became a postquel. Which sounds more like starting a cooking lesson with tidying up rather than giving you the recipe first. Which is almost true but what Jack and the others set in motion probably won't ever end judging by the way it's been going. I thus decided that introducing you to where it is now is actually more to the point than digging around in dusty old people's dusty old memories for scary stories that leave everyone ill at ease and unable to sleep. 

But I didn't just stop with this postquel — being Jack's scribe for the last long decade, I found that besides what Uncle Tibo and Aunt Nico wrote down, and what Jack has been telling me, I found there is a lot more material that really should be recorded, and so I added yet another book, which I haven't written yet, making it a tetralogy instead of trilogy. So now we have a postquel and a tetralogy, which are both words I never knew existed before today.

By the way, my name is Aurora, and I am the current scribe of the memoirs of my grandfather Jack Langstaff and his friends, who as you probably know, were called "The Micos." I completely understand that most of you think Jack is nothing more than a dangerous criminal and a fugitive, which are both true but before you prejudge him too harshly, please do me one big favor and read the damn books, would you?



Aurora Langstaff










  
  

Chapter 1

Dead Serious





Jack had designed this exercise to be a deadly surprise for his students. Or at least that was what he told them when he stood, a covered wicker basket under his arm, in the midst of them. As he talked, he walked around, gently pushed them away and made an open area at whose center he finally stood. 

“I may lose one or more of you today if you do not do exactly as I say.” This caught their attention fully. “And what I say is DO NOT MOVE, not one iota, not a fidget, not even a single twitch of your pinky finger, because THIS will attack - and kill - anything that moves …”

In one smooth motion, he upended the basket and brought it down onto the uneven stone floor, sliding the lid away just as it made contact. Holding his hand on it, he looked all the way around, making sure the usual suspects weren’t distracted. 

He slowly lifted the basket and stood stock still himself.

A creature squatted where the basket had been. A spikey, ugly critter which, not by chance, they had been studying. It was without a doubt a dreaded Mantibulan Orfl. Poisoned-tipped spikes. Razor sharp teeth. Wickedly fast. Mean.

Jack closely watched these youngsters, so typically unable to stay still, as they did their best to restrain their very last bodily bits from their innate need to move, however slightly. Smiling inwardly as he calmly observed their ferocious inner battles raging, Jack wondered just when self-control had become second nature to him and what it was about aging that had enabled him to submit totally to stillness upon demand. There were several students, however, whose self-control was calm and total. 

Note their names, Jack, he told himself. These ones might be good pilot material.

He took some time to let the lesson sink in, searched the layers of his memories and found the one thing that he supposed was at the root of his need for such self-control. Fear. Not fear of some adult's scoldings and admonishments. Not even fear of death itself. It was a fear of bringing on his own end more quickly than was necessary and most of all a fear of his own scorn toward himself for letting that happen. 


      ***One particular experience stood out above all the others. It was when, as a very young lad at the very beginning of his second season herding goats in the high alpine meadows, he had very nearly been eaten by a monster of a wolf who had tracked the same hare he had been tracking to its lair. 

He could not believe the wolf had not sensed him. He knew he reeked, not of the smells of the earth and the snow-misted, decaying foliage he lay in, but of goat boy smells. Wisps of camp smoke, old coffee and goat. Touches of boy sweat and stale boots and whatever those boots had stepped in on the way there. He slowly shut his lips tightly to keep his breath to himself. 

Not a twitch, Jack. Nothing. Not a lowly fidget. Not a single itch can be answered. Having thought "itch" to himself, he immediately became totally aware of the vociferous demands for attention of every skin cell and follicle on his entire body.

His focus rapidly returned to the wolf who had lain down not five yards away from him, eyes fixed upon the entrance to the rabbit's lair. 

He hoped the hare would leap from its hole straight into the tooth-lined maw of the wolf. Or that it would spot the wolf at the last moment and embark on a mad dash through the fields and into the trees. 

Somewhere else, Jack hoped, anywhere but toward me.

Any distraction that led the wolf’s attention to Jack would have ensured that hare escaped cleanly. A boy was much slower and definitely much meatier than a long-legged rabbit who had survived most of the winter by digging for less than succulent fare under layers of cold, crusty snow.

Jack knew the wolf would eventually get wind of him, and be able to differentiate the scents of the thick, earthy ground cover from his own. 

He had only one choice. To run was not an option; it would be suicidal at best and would ensure a slow and very painful demise. He let his eyes look around at the tall spruce trees that surrounded them and knew he had only one option whose odds were so slim he couldn’t fully picture a positive outcome. 

So he just did it.

He killed the wolf.


      ***The students fared well enough. The dangerous Orfl looked around with its fearsome glare, noting the glint of light on pairs of eyes intently watching her, heard their rapid, anxious breathing. She was, however, too old and tired to chase them around and dispatch them just for staring at her and being afraid. She lay down, closed scaled lids over heavy eyes, and slept.








