
Preface / Introduction

Alright, so here we are. I’m supposed to write a preface, you know, some wise words to set the tone, explain why this book exists, and all that jazz. But honestly? I just ran out of ideas. Not because there’s nothing to say — quite the opposite. There’s too much. Too many strange things happening around the village, too many weird bugs that eat metal overnight, and too many weird days trying to make sense of it all.

This isn’t your usual apocalypse story. No shouting battles, no heroics on a grand scale. It’s more like a diary from the middle of nowhere, where everything that once worked just stopped. Where a pencil became mightier than any phone because, at least, it doesn’t need metal parts.

So, instead of a fancy introduction, I’ll keep it simple. This is a story about people who don’t have much but still figure out how to keep going. About small victories, quiet moments, and the odd weird day that somehow just feels normal after a while.

If you’re curious, stick around. If not, well, no hard feelings. But I promise — it’s worth reading, even if it means dealing with a few bugs and a lot of ash along the way.
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Hey there. Hope you are alright. And I hope you don’t mind a book written with a pencil. Pens have metal in them, and metal stopped being useful overnight. I keep a pencil in my pocket now because it's the last tool that feels reliable.

There was an outbreak of very small bugs. You can still see them with your naked eye, about the size of a dog flea. But these aren’t ordinary insects. They’re something human-made, and they eat metal.

Yeah, metal. Steel, iron, cars, trains—they eat it all. And they duplicate fast, like something out of a sci-fi movie. Imagine a grey goo scenario, but this one only consumes metal.

It’s hard to explain the chaos when it happened. Nobody could’ve imagined it. One evening, these crawling bugs invaded my village. Bug spray didn’t work. We stomped on them and decided to deal with it tomorrow.

Tomorrow came, and all the metal was gone. A car parked on the sidewalk? The paint was still there, but the metal frame beneath looked like collapsed fabric draped over what used to be the roof. Tires lay on their sides or rolled away once the tire rims disappeared.

The metals vanished overnight. Street signs bent and twisted. The fences that were nailed tight were nothing but wood shards where the nails used to be. Tools were useless. The roads were cluttered with empty shells of machines.

I wake up and watch the scene, trying to wrap my head around it. The bugs move quietly in lines, swarming where the metal is thickest. They don’t stop or slow down. They just keep eating.

At first, people didn’t panic. We just stood, stunned, wiping dirt off cracked seats and bent doors. Phones still worked, but no signal. The internet was a ghost of what it once was.  

My neighbor opened his toolbox and found only twisted metal threads. He held them up like relics, then let them drop into the dirt.

We tried to make sense of it. But metal was disappearing faster than any explanation. Nails, bolts, rails vanished. Metal frames collapsed. Motorbikes were shells without chains.

That’s how it started. And that’s why I keep writing with a pencil. It’s a small thing that still works, even when everything else doesn’t.

But it’s not all bad news. The bugs seem to ignore phones and small electronics—probably because there’s too little metal inside for them to snack on. Doesn’t help much though, since they also chew through electrical lines, cutting power everywhere.

If your area isn’t infested yet, here’s some advice. Keep your electronics sealed tight inside plastic boxes. Seriously, tape them up good. Find small solar chargers with thin wires—those are less likely to get chewed. Big chargers with thick cables? They’re like a feast for the bugs. They crawl right inside the plastic casing like plague.

I learned this the hard way. I used to be a full stack programmer. Not exactly living the dream, but I knew my way around computers. When this all started, I woke up to no electricity and the remains of my world gone. My PC casing—vanished. Only the parts inside left scattered on the floor. My laptop? Dead. The bugs had enough metal inside to chew on.

That was more than a week ago. I walked outside that morning and found parts of my motorcycle scattered around. My metal gate? Gone. Neighbors stood around, all wearing the same confused look.

Phones still turn on, batteries holding up. But the network? Dead. Our Wi-Fi router survived for a bit, but the bugs ate through a loose wire in the wall. Electrical lines are like highways for them—they crawl inside like crawling disasters.

So yeah. Seal everything. Use small solar chargers. Tape cables. Keep routers on shelves and unplugged when not in use. Spare cables? Hide them well.

That day felt like the world had fractured in half. Our phones, though still glowing faintly, offered no signal. Recharging them was impossible; the power was gone. The air hung heavy with confusion and quiet dread.

With a few neighbors, we decided to walk into the nearby town. We lived on the village’s edge, hoping to understand what had happened beyond our homes. What we found was breathtakingly strange.

No vehicles moved along the streets. People wandered aimlessly, searching for answers no one seemed to have. Power lines swayed in the wind, some dropping low or already fallen. Only when a neighbor pointed it out did I realize the transformer at the substation was completely gone.

Buildings stood tall but bare in places—metal roofs stripped away like a sudden storm had ripped them from their frames. Houses missing metal bars supporting their roofs had crumbled, roofs sagging or collapsed entirely.

The town was quiet, too quiet. Shops sat with their shutters gone, goods spilling slowly onto cracked sidewalks, no one around to tend to them. A bicycle wheel lay abandoned, its body gone, wheels greasy and eaten at the hubs. The faint scent of smoke and rust clung to the air.

We tried to ask people in the streets, but no answers. Some shrugged and muttered words that sounded like fear. Others stared blankly as if numb.

The usual hum of life—the honk of cars, the chatter of voices, the clatter of footsteps—was absent. Only a distant dog bark broke the silence. The entire place felt like it was holding its breath.

We didn’t stay long. What we had seen was enough. Most of us walked back with a quiet weight settling in our chests, moving slower as the remains of our town reached out to remind us what once was, and what might be lost.

With not much news to go on, we walked back to our houses. I sat on the porch steps, staring at what was left of my place. All the fences were gone. The metal window guards had vanished too. No way to keep my three indoor cats inside now. They slipped in and out like shadows, roaming freely where once they were locked down.

The sun was dipping low when I found my solar charger buried in one of the storage boxes. But the light was gone. Sun had dropped behind the horizon. My phone was dead on the table, no juice left to light its screen.

Luckily, I’d stockpiled a big bag of dry cat food a few days back. Canned stuff was another story. The bugs had gnawed through every metal can in the cupboard. The pile of cat food cans lay on the floor, emptied out, bugs long gone. No wet food for my cats now. Only dry kibble enough to get us through.

I lit a cigarette with my plastic lighter. The smell of burning tobacco mixed with the damp evening air. I sat there, watching my cats wander through the wreckage of fences and walls. I still had some food left in the house—not much, but enough to keep me going for a few days.

I thought about the slow apocalypse settling in around us. This creeping change that ate away at everything we took for granted, one piece at a time. And I wondered, not for the first time, what came next.

I try to map my thoughts amid the chaos settling around me. This weird apocalypse—if you can call it that—seems to have started overnight, or maybe the night before. If it had lasted longer, we should have heard news before it reaches us. 

I wonder if the government will come to help. Maybe they'll ride in on horses, but not anytime soon—horses aren’t common around here. This iz a small village. Help probably won’t arrive quickly. That thought doesn’t make me feel better.

My mind drifts to my loans. Could they just disappear now? Maybe. Small relief if so, but not something to get distracted by.

More immediate is food and water. How will I get by? There are forty or fifty people here. Most have farms or at least plant plots. I don’t have either. That worries me. I need to talk to someone—figure out how to handle this. 

As the light faded, a figure appeared on the front path. It was Joe, my next-door neighbor and my friend. He didn’t bother with a formal knock—just called out, "Hey Kent." I nodded and opened the door.

"Hey Joe, what brings you here?" I asked.

He stopped midway, gesturing vaguely at the street and the quiet houses. I nodded and said, "Understood."

Without waiting for an invite, he sat down on the balcony step next to me. The metal chairs we usually used were history. 

"So, what do we do now?" Joe finally asked.

I sighed. "We can’t wait for government help, can we?"

A tiny bug crawled past Joe’s hand. Without thinking, he squished it.

"I don’t think help is coming," he said quietly. "Not if these bugs spread everywhere."

"How far do you think they’ve spread?" I asked.

Joe, always good at reading situations, pointed out, "Anywhere there's metal."

I smiled softly, "So now we’re living in a post-apocalyptic world?"

Joe chuckled, "I think so."

"But we’ve got to find a way to survive," he added, and I nodded.

"Should we start planting vegetables now?" I asked, already knowing we didn’t have much land.

He gestured toward a patch of empty land behind our houses. "We can start there. It doesn’t matter whose land it is. It'll take months before we harvest, but we have to start."

I nodded, "And in the meantime, I can make my house a phone charging station in exchange for food."

Joe raised his eyebrows as I motioned towards the solar chargers that survived the bugs. "Oh," he said, acknowledging the plan.

We sat silently for a moment.

Joe broke the silence with his usual bluntness. "Phone survived, but the network didn’t. My wifi router’s still alive, though. I’m thinking of setting up a village mesh network."

He paused, looked at me, and added, "You could create a website. Something accessible through this network."

I chuckled, picturing myself running a server on my phone in the middle of a post-apocalyptic world.

"I can run a small server from my old phone," I said. "Got a few tools I downloaded ages ago. Never bothered deleting them."

Joe grinned. "Post-apocalypse internet provider," he joked.

I shrugged and said, "Okay, but first, what about food? What do we do?"

I thought about my pantry—just a few packs of ramen left.

Joe nodded, "Same here. Not much to go around."

"Did your fishing gear survive?" I asked.

"Rotor didn’t, but the rod did," Joe replied, a little bitter. I knew how much fishing meant to him.

One of my cats, Tomy, strolled up. I stood and poured cat food from the bag.

Joe watched and said, "You know, one of these days, we might just have to eat those to survive."

I turned, smiled, and said, "If you mean my cats, not the food, then over my dead body."

Joe laughed, "I wouldn’t mind eating you, too."

We both laughed, the tension easing a bit.

Finally, the laughter faded. Joe excused himself to leave.

"We’ll go fishing first thing in the morning," I said.

"Bring your charger," Joe reminded me before walking off.

I nodded.


2

Morning breaks quiet. No road noise, no ambulance sirens. The usual city clamor replaced by the soft shuffle of neighbors wandering around—outside their houses, away from TVs and phones they used to be glued to.

Joe shows up at my place with his fishing gear. Mostly just a rod, some fishing line, and the few hooks that survived the metal-eating bugs. I don’t have my own gear, but I grab a long, slender PVC pipe to double as a fishing rod. Joe also brought a bottle of whiskey. The cap is missing, probably eaten off by the bugs, but he’s wrapped the opening with a plastic bag and rubber band.

Instead of heading to our usual fishing spot, a long walk away, we settle for a small canal near our houses. The water is still, reflecting the branches overhead, and the shadow of a single crow caws quietly.

We find a spot beneath a tree by the canal, setting up quickly. This isn’t our first time fishing, but somehow it feels different. The rituals are the same: rods in hands, the quiet wait, the cool morning air dampening the skin.

With rods cast into the water, it’s just Joe and me. The whiskey bottle sits between us, half emptied but steady. A solar charger lies nearby, soaking the sunlight. My phone’s battery creeps up slowly, a small victory in this sideways world.

Joe takes a sip, then nods toward my phone.

"Boot it up," he says.

I tap the power button. The screen lights, but the signal bar shows nothing.

"As expected," I mutter.

Joe frowns. "Think they’ll fix the network anytime soon?"

I shake my head. "The providers? No way. Who’s going to pay them? With what?"

Joe sighs, looking at the his fishing rod.

"The government? Maybe eventually. But it’d take years. And if they still have the equipment."

He sighs again. "Equipment will survive? Not the big ones," he says. "The bugs won’t spare it. And they’re huge."

Joe is a network architect. That specialty of his feels about as useful as a broken rod now.

Joe pulls his first fish out just as my phone hits a full charge. I plug Joe's phone in to share the battery life, and the quiet settles in nicely. Whiskey warms my hand, the quiet place adding something that makes the day feel manageable.

Joe scrolls through his phone, music playing softly, when my fishing rod—a PVC pipe jury-rigged as usual—jerks. "Looks like this fish likes music," I say, pulling it in slowly, careful not to scare it off.

After I drop the fish into our bucket, I glance at Joe and ask, "So, what do you think will happen next?"

He takes a slow sip of whiskey and finally says, "Without cars, without transportation and communication, folks in town will starve first."

He pauses, looking far ahead. "In the big cities? People will loot restaurants and shops when the resources run out. After that, they'll head to rural places. Places like here."

I nod slowly. "We need some way to protect ourselves."

Joe shrugs. "But how? We don't own guns."

That sword I bought when I was drunk? It’s just a sheath and a handle now.

"A Bow?" I offer suddenly.

He smiles, probably thinking about that TV show The Arrow we both watched.

"That's a good idea," Joe says. "Let's make some arrows this afternoon?"

"We can hunt chickens," I add. "There are chicken farms nearby, and since the fences are gone, the birds must be roaming free now."

Joe doesn’t smile. He says, "Bamboo’s good for arrows. But what will we use to cut the bamboo?"

We both go quiet, sipping whiskey, the kind of silence that holds more questions than answers.

That afternoon, Joe and I get a few fishes each and stash them at his place. Then, we head out to a thick bamboo grove nearby. I pull out a big, jagged decorative rock from my front yard. I also bring a heavy wooden stick to use as a hammer.

"Now, we start cutting," I say.

Joe looks at me and says, "Like our ancestors did, huh?"

I laugh, panting already, and place the rock against a bamboo stalk. I hit it hard with the wooden stick. It leaves a mark but doesn’t cut through. Joe joins me, and we take turns hitting, pushing, and pulling. It’s slow work. Neither of us is in good shape for this kind of physical task, and the whiskey makes it harder.

It takes longer than it should, but we finally manage to bring one bamboo stalk down — mostly. The rest leans but stays stubborn. 

Next, we split the bamboo lengthwise. Without proper tools, it’s tough. The rock chips at the fibers, our hands grow sore. Still, we manage pieces roughly the right size for making bows.

"This is just rough work," I tell Joe. Panting.

"Don’t forget to bring more bamboo to make arrows," I say. 

Joe sighs. "This is going to take ages. It looks so easy on YouTube."

We laugh, then lug the split bamboo back to my house, the afternoon sunlight low in the sky. Joe starts charging his flashlight with his solar charger. I promise myself I’ll get one someday.

We settle down to work on the bows, scratching and rubbing the bamboo against concrete to shape them. The whiskey bottle is already half empty.

"What do you think the other neighbors are doing?" Joe asks.

I look around. No one is in sight.

"Probably working their farms," I say. "Or trying to contact others."

"We should talk to them too," Joe says. "See what we’re missing."

I nod. "Yeah. If something happens, we should face it together, even if we both usually hate talking to neighbors."

We keep scraping bamboo as the evening cools around us.
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That evening, we make a fire just outside my house. The air smells of wood smoke mixed with something sharper—the promise of cooked fish. We have a few of our catch leftover from the day, and Joe pulls out some instant ramen packets he’s been hiding.

We cook the fish over the flames, the skin crisping and curling. It tastes better than we thought—not because the fish is fancy, but because we’re starving and the world tells us to enjoy whatever we can. The noodles soak up the smoky broth, and the simplicity feels like a small win against the strange silence.

The hard part is dealing with my cats. The second the fish starts cooking, they explode out of nowhere, noses twitching, eyes fixated, tails high. Tomy tries to jump on the table. Miso weaves between our legs. They smell the fish like it’s a calling card for survival.

I shoo them off, telling them to wait. They don’t listen much. We settle for scratching heads and slipping them a piece or two now and then.

The rest of the evening passes mostly quiet. The fire’s warmth bathes us, and the whiskey bottle passes between us a few times. No big plans are made. No deep talks. Just two guys sitting, tired, sharing a moment in a world that’s gone sideways.

We agree to meet back at my place first thing in the morning, then head back to our own houses.

I get up a bit late, feeding my cats as usual, but Joe isn’t here yet. I glance around at the mess from last night. Scraps of bamboo lie scattered from our bow-making, and the fish parts I left out now get dragged all over the house by the cats.

Finishing up the cleanup, Joe shows up holding the wifi router, looking frustrated.

"Remember our local network project?" he says, shaking the router. "We got trouble with this."

"What?" I ask, squinting.

"The power source," Joe says. "The router’s got a built-in battery, but the bugs ate it."

I grimace. "Great."

Joe shrugs. "We can use the solar charger and service it during the day."

"But we need to charge our devices too," I say.

He pauses, then nods. "Service half the day then?"

"Yeah, the best we can do," I agree.

Joe walks inside, so I hand him the solar charger. He plugs it into the router and gets busy on his phone.

I sit down with mine. I’ve downloaded a small app that runs PHP on Android. I start a simple webpage, a message board.

"Don’t you want to make it require login?" Joe asks, peering over my shoulder.

"I’ll just have it check MAC addresses," I say. "Not too many people in the village."

Joe grins. "The wifi’s ready. SSID is ‘The Chill Village.’"

"Really?" I say, connecting. "I thought you’d choose something more dramatic."

"Nah, we’re not dramatic type" Joe says.

I see his comment already on the site: ‘First.’ I laugh and add his MAC address so comments show his name.

