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​Prologue
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The clouds parted, the sunlight broke through and as the rays fell upon her eyes, the Tyrant awoke. How long had she been asleep? A day? A lifetime?

She trembled in fear, for she knew that this land was ruled by monsters. Monsters so large that they blocked out the sun. Monsters whose footsteps sounded like thunder. Monsters who destroyed the homes of her kind. Monsters that wiped out everything standing in their path.

Yes, the Tyrant was afraid as she listened for the tremors of their giant feet crashing into the earth. But the sun was shining and there was no thunder.

Strange.

Everything looked smaller than it had before she went to sleep. She'd observed this phenomenon for several days now. Ever since she had escaped from that one monster's cave, everything around her would decrease in size after she awoke. She thought about life in the cave. The giant had kept her in a cage and treated her like a pet. But she'd broken free and would never be taken again.

And everything was smaller.

Could the world be shrinking? Or was it possible that she was...

She peeked her head out from the dense foliage and peered into the field below. She saw one of the monster's homes, but it didn't look so big anymore. In fact, the two-legged creature that stood in front of it seemed downright tiny.

A fly.

If she had working vocal organs, the Tyrant would would have broken into peals of maniacal laughter. For centuries, these monsters had stepped on her kind. Now it was her turn to step on them.
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​Chapter 1
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I'd waited many long months, but the fateful night had finally arrived. I had my ticket in my hand and was waiting in line with my friends. It was going to happen. It was finally going to happen. I cast an eyeball up to the theatre marquee and read the title for the gazillionth time:

The Deady Mantis.

I first saw the trailer for it when I went to see The Black Scorpion and it totally “razzed my berries”. I made sure to reserve my ticket the moment that I'd heard that it would be playing at our drive-in.

And now, it was finally here.

Cars were lined up in front of the “passion pit” for as far as the eye could see. Most of the drive-in's patrons were young couples who really didn't give two bran flakes about what “flick” was playing. They just wanted a place where they could inspect each others tonsils without their parents walking in (Yuck! Mushy stuff!). Back then, kids could get into a movie for twenty-five cents and anyone over thirteen could see the show for fifty cents. And I don't mean that it cost that much to see just one measly picture. Nope, when you paid to get in in those days, you were treated to a double feature and even some short cartoons and comedy sketches. How times change, eh?

However, the drive-in theatre wouldn't open its gates until sundown. An outside screen like that always looks better at night. And let me tell you, there is nothing like catching an after dark spookshow in the compact space of your car with the sound coming in over the radio. It creates a claustrophobic atmosphere that can't be matched by anything else. To this day, I can't help but feel like we all lost something when the drive-in theatre went extinct forty-something years later.

Eventually, the sky turned a dusty orange, the gates opened and the procession of vehicles moved forward. As we drew closer to the “passion pit”, I saw a lone figure standing by the entrance with a wooden sign in her hands.

Sigh...

Leave it to good ol' Mary-Sue Wertham to spoil a perfect evening.

The cheerless cheerleader looked upset and offended by something, but she always looked like that. What bugged me was her picket sign:

Boycott The Deadly Mantis!!!

Oh boy, here we go again. Just what is it with the high horse cavalry always picking fights with entertainment and recreation anyways? I guess it lets them feel like they're fighting the good fight without actually tackling any real problems (like, say, world hunger or poverty).

The car pulled up next to her slowly and stopped for a second. Wertham's green eyes went from my friend Samantha in the driver's seat, to Jimmy and Tommy in the back (they're just friends, honest), and finally settled on me tucked into the passenger's side.

“Ugh!” She said. “What are you doing here?”

Grumble!

“What are you doing here?” Jimmy replied.

“I am protesting the release of this vile piece of trash.” Wertham shot back. “By the way, do you realize that by spending money to see it, you are guilty of enabling this kind of filth?”

“Gee, Judge.” Tommy said sarcastically. “Are you gonna put me in the 'big house'?”

We all snickered (except for Wertham, of course).

“I'm serious.” She said.

“I know.” Tommy replied. “That's why I can't take you seriously.”

“Seriously!?” Wertham snapped back.

“Seriously.” He answered.

Gosh, that's pretty serious.

“What's the matter, Wertham?” Jimmy added. “You scared of bugs?”

Old Scowly Face frowned at him. As if to answer his question, a spider crawled across the windshield and those grimacing green eyes widened in terror.

“Eek!” Wertham squealed. I noticed that Samantha caught sight of it too and cowered in fear from the arachnid.

Scaredy cats!

Thankfully, if my farmyard upbringing did anything good for me, it rendered me immune to the common fear of pests. Especially spiders, which are practically necessary for a healthy crop to grow.

“It's just a little bug.” I said. “He's probably more scared of you than you are of him.”

“He's scared of me?” Wertham said.
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