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“Abhorred monster! Fiend that thou art!
The tortures of Hell are too mild a vengeance for thy crimes.
Wretched devil! You reproach me with your creation; come on, then,
that I may extinguish the spark which I so negligently
bestowed.”

-Mary Shelley

 


 


“I have come here to chew bubblegum and
kick ass…and I’m all out of bubblegum.”

-Roddy Piper
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I’m not entirely sure, but I think I’m dead.
I can’t move, can’t speak, yet I’m conscious. I’m thoroughly aware
of the people shuffling past my body (still lying in the gutter).
Hell, I’m not even certain I’m still breathing. They
might’ve got me. Perhaps, I’m stapled. But I’ve been stapled before
and it didn’t feel anything like this.

I’m still old enough to remember when they
first came. At least, I think I’m still old enough. I suppose that
if I really am dead, then I’m not anything -- not anymore. Popular
science and Hollywood hokum always depicted invaders from another
world coming from the heavens. But the reality of it was more
horrifying then anything science-fiction could ever prepare mankind
for. Instead, they came from the darkest, coldest depths of the
ocean, as if they’d been here for centuries or longer. And maybe
they were. Maybe, just maybe they’d simply been bidding their time
until the human race evolved to the point that made us the most
susceptible. Gloria always phrased it as, “They waited until we
were ripe for the picking.” Perchance she’s right. I don’t know.
Apparently, I don’t know anything anymore other than what
transpires within the vicinity of my corpse. If I am a corpse. Like
I said, I’m not a hundred-percent on that, yet.

I still remember the original news-broadcast.
I think I was eleven or twelve at the time. All I remember was
wanting to watch cartoons. But as my parents stared at the TV
screen with wide gapes and slack jaws, my father uttered, “Son,
this is important. It’s a major turning point in the history of
humanity.”

God, he had no idea how right he was.

It was the same on every channel, and on
every station. Seemingly overnight, a megalodon arose from out of
the depths of the Pacific Ocean and beached itself off the coast of
California. For those of you who don’t know what a megalodon is,
basically it’s a prehistoric great-white shark; one the size of a
full-on eighteen-wheeler. Except there was something profoundly
different about this ancient behemoth, it was breathing.
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