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Our planet regularly gets hit by meteorites. Scientists love to study them if they’re lucky enough to find any. What they don’t tell you is that there is a real reason for the studies. There is a real threat of a space virus being loosed on our population. That’s a scary thought in itself to be wiped out by an invisible bug that has no antidote. But what if it was an actual bug that was loosed on the planet? What if it had been in a cocoon, securely attached to a piece of its planet? And say its home was struck by a very large meteorite. Blown out into the black coldness of space where it stayed securely attached to its piece of home. Well, it froze, but that kept it safe on its journey to our solar system where the earth’s gravity pulled it in. Then upon re-entry extreme heat thawed it and revived it back to a perfect state of health as it plummeted to earth?
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CHAPTER ONE - IT’S JUST A FLY


[image: ]




A man and his family were camping in Carlsbad Caverns National Park. They were having fun roasting hotdogs and marshmallows on the campfire. The father was teaching his kids how to make s’mores when they all were distracted by a bright light in the night sky. They looked up to see a streak of fire and watched a meteorite hit the ground about a block away.

“Honey, did you see that? That landed close enough that I bet I can find it!” the husband said.

This was the first meteorite he knew he would be able to find, so he wanted to go check it out. He grabbed a flashlight and took his son on the exploration. Father and son ran off into the darkness with their imaginations running wild. These are the kind of lifelong memories that form the cement between father and son. The father gets to be a kid again and show his best friend some cool things!

“You know, son, we could get a lot of money for that thing if we can find it,” the father said.

They wandered through the woods, sure of where it landed, shining their flashlights ahead of them.

The son let out a squeal. “Look, Dad!”

The father looked and saw a small patch of grass on fire, so they ran over and stomped the fire out. They noticed the hole it had made when it landed.

The father shined his light in the hole. They could see a dark-colored rock about the size of a softball; it was jagged on the edges, so the father reached in the hole slowly and, using the back of his hand, he tested the temperature of the rock. It was warm but not hot, so he picked it up. He showed it to his son, who was amazed by the whole idea of something from space landing on Earth.

“Wow, this thing is a lot heavier than a normal rock,” the father said.

He took his fingernail and started picking at it, trying to break a small piece off. Then he noticed a small lump on it and, using his thumbnail, he was able to pry it up.

“Look, son, I’m getting a piece loose.” His son shined his flashlight on the spot. As he broke off the small piece, he let it fall into his palm. When it landed, they both saw what looked like a fly land in his palm also.

“Look, Dad, a fly was under the piece of rock!” the boy said.

“Yeah, I see that,” the father said. He picked up the piece that was covering the fly and squeezed it with his thumb and forefinger. It felt like hard rubber. “Look at that, son, it’s like tire rubber.”

“Cool, Dad, let me feel it. Yeah, it’s hard. Do you think it’s like a cocoon?”

“I bet it must be, son. Good thinking.” Then he noticed something different about the fly; it had eight legs and what looked like the nose of a mosquito.

“Do you see that, son? It looks kind of like a mosquito beak, but it’s tucked under its face. It looks like it flips out?” After saying that, he took his index finger and pulled the little beak-like thing down. “There, you see that, son! It does flip out like a mosquito’s beak.”

(The duo did not know that it was how it injects its young larvae into a host.)

“Yeah, that’s so cool, Dad. I wonder what it’s for? Is it dead?” the boy asked.

“I think so, son. It probably died on the entry into our atmosphere because of the heat,” the father said.

“Let’s keep it anyway so I can show my friends and take it to school,” the boy said.

“We’ll keep it, but I think we should show it to someone who studies bugs, because I have never heard of an insect that came from space, so they would probably pay a lot of money for it,” the father said.

“Dad, look, it’s moving!” They looked closer and its legs began moving. Then it flipped itself over and ran up the man’s arm in a zigzag pattern.

He dropped the piece of rock and tried to grab the creature, but it took flight. The insect flew around him, landing on him over and over.

“I can’t catch it, son, it’s too fast,” the father said.

“Don’t let it get away, Dad!” the boy said.

The boy started to swing at it, trying to grab it, and the creature started buzzing the boy, landing on him multiple times, but it was too fast for him also. It landed on the father’s face and he slapped it and finally caught it.

“You got it, Dad!” the boy yelled.

The father clenched it tight in his hand, but then, feeling how strong it was, he decided to kill it. He squeezed it as hard as he could and felt it pop. He opened his hand and saw that he had killed it, but told his son that someone would still want it even if it was dead.

“Well, son, at least now we can be sure that it won’t get away.”

The son wanted to get back to the campsite and show his mother the treasure that they had found. They walked back to camp laughing all the way, knowing that they were the first to find life from another planet. The father was already counting the money he was going to make on the meteorite, and especially the creature.

When they made it back to camp, the son ran up to his mother.

“Guess what, Mom? We found an alien life form!” he blurted.

The mother smiled with an expression of doubt. The father walked up to his wife and opened his hand, and she looked at the creature.

“Oh yeah, should we take him to our leader? That looks like an alien to me... it’s just a fly,” she said sarcastically.

“Look closer, honey, it has eight legs,” the father pointed out. “And check out that mosquito’s beak,” he added.

“It was under a cocoon or something and I pried it off of the meteorite,” he explained.

“Yeah, Mom, it was cool! Dad pried that thing off and the creature fell in his hand... then it flipped over and ran up his arm real fast!” the boy added.

She looked at the rock and said, “Well, sounds like you boys had an adventure. Honey, are you sure it isn’t just some kind of natural mutation?” she wondered.

“No, I’m telling you, honey, it came down attached to the rock.” He insisted. She told him to put it in a sandwich bag and to wash his hands.

The father went into his motor home and found a little baggie and placed the creature in it, then went to the sink to wash his hands. He was squirting dish soap in his palm when his wife walked in behind him. He turned the water on and started to wash his hands when he noticed his arms had little flat red welts on them. He looked closely at his arms and noticed that the bumps were in a zigzag pattern going up his right arm; he remembered that the creature had run up that same arm that way.

His wife touched the back of his neck and asked, “What happened to your neck, sweetie?” He turned around and she looked shocked and said, “Honey, you have red bumps all over your neck and face!”

He went to the bathroom and looked at his face. He saw that he had red bumps about the size of a nickel all over where the creature had landed on him. He called to his son, who came running in after telling his two sisters all about what he and Dad found.

“What is it, Dad?” he wondered.

“Come into the light so I can look at you.” So the boy came in the motor home and he and his wife saw the same red bumps on the boy also.

The mother was worried and told her husband that they should go to the hospital to get checked out. The man rubbed the bumps. “Don’t worry, honey, I don’t think it is any kind of venom from the fly.”

“Seriously, honey, there’s no pain and they don’t even itch.” So he decided they should wait till morning and see if it doesn’t get better.

The boy was rubbing on the bumps and told his mother, “They don’t hurt, Mom.” He wasn’t scared; he was still excited about the space rock.

The family sat around the campfire for a couple more hours singing songs and laughing. The kids started to doze off.

“Ok, kids, it’s time to go to bed.”

When they went back into the motor home they put the kids to bed. The father went into the bathroom and looked at the bumps, which had gotten larger; they were about the size of a quarter and rose up about a quarter of an inch, but the redness was getting better.

He looked at his face in the mirror and it was starting to look better only because the red color lightened. But the slight swelling was still there, but still no pain. As he stared at one of the lumps, he thought he saw something moving under the skin... maybe his eyes blurred, he wasn’t sure. So when he came out, he told his wife,

“I’ll tell you what, first thing in the morning we’ll go to the hospital.” He relented.

She told him, after taking a good look at his face, “No, honey, I think we should go tonight.”

“Baby, listen, the bumps don’t hurt, so it’s nothing to worry about. I think it’s just probably an allergic reaction or something. It must have been on the rock. The fly must have had something on its legs spreading it on me and Joey.” He offered.

He really was concerned but didn't want to scare his family. He put the piece of rock in a baggie just in case there were contaminants on it.

He kissed his wife and told her they should go first thing in the morning to see a doctor. He said they will get a shot or cream for their bumps. His wife was reluctant but decided to listen to him. They checked on the kids one last time and kissed them all good night, then went to bed themselves.
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CHAPTER TWO - NEXT MORNING
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The sun rose the next morning and it was a bright sunny day, but there was no one stirring around our family’s campsite. No one was up making coffee or picking up the camp for the trip to the hospital, only a slight buzzing sound could be heard.

The views of these caves and mountains are beautiful this time of year because the air is clean. But this family was missing out on all of it. Other families were trail hiking and exploring caves, making the most of the beauty that is ours in parks like this. The sun set and it was the end of another day, but our family was still nowhere to be found.

The sun rose and the sun set, and two days turned into five, and still no sign of our family, only the faint sound of buzzing.

Finally, a call was made by a concerned mother wanting someone to check on her son who took his family camping, so a helpful park ranger went to check out the concerned mother’s request. Even before the sun had risen, the concerned ranger located the motor home of the missing family; he found a quiet campsite and could tell by the leaves in the chairs that no one had used them for a few days.

He knocked on the motor home door and waited for a reply. He knocked again and yelled, “Hello, anybody home?... We had a call to check and see if everything was all right!”

He listened hard and could hear the faint sound of buzzing. He laid his hand on the camper and it almost felt like it was vibrating. The ranger tried the door and it was unlocked, so he opened the door and started to step in the camper saying, “Hello, is anybody...” He was swept over by a flood of thousands of flies and the stench of death!

He stumbled back out the door as they flurried all over him; he swung wildly at the insects and there were so many that some were getting into his mouth. He was spitting them out as he was running away swinging his arms wildly. They had landed on every piece of exposed skin he had before they flew off into the darkness of the park.

The ranger was trying to get his senses back when he realized that it wasn’t a good sign for the family that was staying there.

He cautiously walked back over to the motor home; he stepped into the doorway calling out to anyone that might be in there. “Hello... hello...” There were still a few insects in the camper buzzing him and he swatted them away.

The smell of death was strong in the camper. He knew he wasn’t going to like what he found. He walked to the back and slid the curtain open to the sleeping quarters to see a horrific sight!
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CHAPTER THREE - GROUND ZERO
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There he found the family covered in large maggots. Most of their flesh was gone. He saw that on the pieces of flesh that were left, these maggots were crawling in and out of large bumps.

He could tell that three of the bodies were children, but there wasn’t much left of them—mostly bones.

According to the woman who called, it had only been five days since they were expected to be home. So he didn’t understand how they were so far gone.

He went back outside and called on his radio to get the police out there.

The sun was just coming up when the police investigators arrived on the scene. The ranger met them and explained what he found.

“I was checking out the camper because we received a call. A family member said they should have been home by now. I knocked on the door and no one answered, so I opened the camper door and it was full of flies,” the ranger replied.

The police detectives asked, “Do you have any allergies you know of?”

“No, none that I’m aware of,” the ranger replied.

“Are you aware that you are covered in red welts?” the detective said.
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