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“While it is true that we in this nation remain free to be idiotic, it does not necessarily follow that we must be idiotic in order to be free.”

—Mumford Jones

This book is dedicated to the big man who first introduced me to Mumford Jones.
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WARNING #1: IMMINENT DANGER

This book contains classified, personal, sensitive files concerning Bat Boy that have never before been made public. If you purchased this book without a cover, you should be aware that this book may have been stolen property and reported as “unsold and destroyed” to the publisher. In such case neither the author nor the publisher has received any payment for this “stripped book.” The cause of this “stripping” is likely Bat Boy.

Bat Boy has a vested interest in halting distribution of this private material. Rather than pursue appropriate legal channels, the mutant has decided to bite the cover off the book wherever possible.1

In the probable event that Bat Boy mauls this book, the reader is strongly recommended to wear animal-trainer-approved padded mittens2 while reading.

Beware, and enjoy.

 

WARNING #2: USE OF THIS BOOK AS AN AX

Kafka once remarked that a book should serve as an ax to break open the frozen sea inside us. If you have a frozen sea inside you, please do not use this book in an axlike manner to break it apart. Instead, remain calm and seek the advice of a medical professional or certified MRI technician.3

If you are being attacked by Bat Boy while reading this book as referenced in Warning #1 and would like to use this book as an ax to fend off the mutant, you should do so only at your own risk and only if equipped with animal-trainer-approved padded mittens.4

1 Knowing that Bat Boy would likely target innocent readers of this book, Weekly World News had recommended that the book come equipped with a mirror attached to a telescopic antenna that could be extended during reading so that the reader could easily detect oncoming danger. The mirror would function like those wide-view mirrors that you see nailed into a telephone pole on those blind driveways that are really hard to pull out of with your car. Weekly World News was informed that this would not be possible. Sure, we can make Kindles that whisper-sync downloadable e-books in more than one hundred countries with GSM/EDGE wireless modem connectivity, but somehow we are still unable to affix a metal antenna with a mirror on your everyday book to prevent attack from mutants. So much for progress.

2 Sold separately.

3 If you are claustrophobic and resistant to the idea of an MRI, or if you are heavyset and do not fit into traditional MRI chambers, please be advised that new advances in MRI technology have allowed walk-in patients greater freedom of movement during the procedure. In many cities, a new technology called stand-up MRI is available. This is equipped with a motorized patient-handling system that allows a patient to be scanned while in a normal upright standing position. The freedom of movement during this procedure is remarkable and many patients can get scanned while watching television or reading a book. In the event you decide to consume media during your stand-up MRI, we prefer that you choose to read a book. In particular, we recommend this book.

4 Sold separately.

FOREWORD

Bear Grylls is an idiot.5 Grylls, a popular television host, disparages bats every chance he gets. Popping his head outside an Ecuadorean cave in the Andean jungle: “If there’s one thing I don’t like, it’s bats.” Inside a cave deep within the Panamanian rain forest: “I don’t like bats. They bite and have rabies.” In his interview with Outside magazine: “I hate bats.”

How can an outdoor expert who injects himself into the most untamed areas of Earth make such inane comments? How can he spread dangerous misinformation on bats to the millions of couch-bound Americans watching his choreographed mock-struggle to survive?

As responsible members of this planet’s ecosystem, we cannot tolerate Bear’s “battitude.” Sure, it’s okay to delight in watching this telegenic, strapping young man traverse jungles eating elephant dung, mealworm grubs, and discarded decaying animal carcasses to survive, but when the man disparages bats, that must not be taken sitting down.

Bats save our planet nightly by eating millions of tons of harmful insects. Should something happen to our bat population, as you will see in this book, the consequences would destroy our ecosystem. According to the ATEX Institute, if the bat population were compromised, the resulting destruction of food crops from insect damage would plunge ninety-three countries into famine overnight—and that’s in Africa alone.

If Bear Grylls wants to capture the true hero of our wild planet, he should instruct his director to turn the camera away from himself to film bats emerging at dusk to devour bugs. Without bats, Bear Grylls would not have a show because he would be devoured alive in the wild places he likes to roam.

We need more public figures who will stand up to profess their admiration for these noble creatures that save our planet.

One public figure who dares to take this stand is Bat Boy. As you are about to read, this American hero, when faced with a raging pandemic called white-nose syndrome, took the disease head-on without regard for his personal safety. He fought valiantly and saved our planet even when our own president could not. In the end, Bat Boy’s sonar provided the audacity as well as the hope.

             Glenn Windeatt

             Senior Bat Conservationist

5 Forewords these days are typically reserved for glowing comments about a book from some kind of celebrity. Foreword author Glenn Windeatt and Weekly World News decided to turn that on its head by disparaging this otherwise harmless television sensation: Bear Grylls. In fairness, this decision was aided by the fact that the numerous requests to write forewords that were submitted to Simon Winchester, Noam Chomsky, Soupy Sales, Hugo Chávez, Bear Grylls, and Batman all went unanswered. Mr. Grylls is not an idiot. Additionally, he is powerfully built, and when he strips down to a mere loincloth he possesses what appears to be a diver’s body that makes us want to spread his nation’s national treat, spotted dick pudding, all over his interstitials. Grylls also claims that he spent time in the British Special Forces. That alone is enough to make our Argentinean Falkland Islander staff member cower in our coat closet muttering, “Dios mío,” and wishing we were never linked to the comment above. Still, we should all agree that American television airwaves should be restricted to natural citizens and not misappropriated by British hams such as Bear Grylls, David Attenborough, Simon Cowell, Angela Lansbury, Laurence Olivier, and Thomas Selleck. Exceptions to this rule would apply in the cases of Kate Beckinsale (for obvious reasons) and Marty Feldman (posthumously, as he had Bat Boy’s eyes). Nonetheless, we do agree that Grylls needs to study bats and stop crying like a little pantywaist whenever he comes into contact with these noble creatures that save our planet every night.
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A Letter of Introduction

 

When the author of this book, Dr. Barry Leed, first entered our office, we regarded him with some suspicion. He was, after all, attempting to sell us private information on our own stock-in-trade, Bat Boy. It was also not a convenient time for a discussion. My management team was working around the clock on our bid to buy the Boston Globe and my two ace reporters had headed north to get the story on the Shroud of Cobain, a startling formation of dust on a Canadian playground that bears an uncanny resemblance to the late grunge singer.

As it happened, our deal on the Boston Globe unwound at the eleventh hour thanks to a duplicitous, fee-grubbing banker who is currently doing seventy-five years upstate. Simultaneously, Dr. Leed came back to the table and offered to dramatically reduce his price for us to buy his story.

With time, then, to focus on this Dr. Barry Leed, or Dr. Squealgood, as he was known in his substitute science teaching classrooms, we performed a thorough background investigation. He checked out. Indeed, he had graduated with a PhD (MBS) from the University of Indianapolis, had served as a graduate research assistant in the lab of Bat Boy’s discoverer, Dr. Ron Dillon, and had also guest-lectured in many well-known caves around the East Coast. The documents that he showed us, now contained in this book, were remarkable.

Our rancor-filled negotiation behind us, you now hold in your hands the most complete collection of Bat Boy’s personal mementos, writings, art collection, personal recordings, private space photos, and Facebook updates. And thanks to the work of Dr. Squealgood, we now have proof that Bat Boy has shaped the course of modern events (and also knows how to bake a mean mosquito pie).

Yes, this book was published without Bat Boy’s cooperation. We recognize that by publishing this work we shatter Bat Boy’s privacy forever. But we do so with the noblest of intentions: to show the world that Bat Boy should be loved as one of us. For, as you will learn, mutant bat species are living creatures just like us. Perhaps even more like ourselves than ourselves.

 

Neil McGinness

CEO

Weekly World News

Grand Central Station

PO Box 3081

New York, New York 10163
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A week later, on a clear, balmy night in Sarasota, Florida, Chris Caddick’s cocker spaniel, Meat Loaf, became agitated by something in his backyard. Caddick stepped outside to investigate. Meat Loaf led his owner to a banyan tree where Caddick saw an animal crouching on a lower branch. Caddick grabbed a broom and attempted to prod the animal from the tree. In a second, Caddick was mauled. His two hands were bitten clear to the bone. Hours later, from his hospital bed, Caddick told the investigating officer that the animal’s teeth were like “tiny daggers.” Meat Loaf was never found.

Later that month, outside Ely, Nevada, a young woman named Lucia Rickards left her house around dusk to look for her cat, Cookie. Rickards spotted what appeared to be a small boy standing behind her car parked in the driveway. The boy did not see her. Rickards watched in horror as the boy lifted up her Honda Accord with one arm, grabbed Cookie from underneath the Accord, and ate her.

Then, without warning, in Seattle, Washington, Lionel Boldy came within inches of losing his life. Boldy’s chilling encounter was recorded by the Seattle Police Department in an official witness statement: “I was sitting on my patio eating a pizza and drinking a beer when I heard scratching in the bushes. What I saw froze my blood. My first thought was, ‘My God! It’s Dracula.’ I could actually smell his breath. The creature looked like he would be extremely dangerous if he felt threatened. There was no way I was going to threaten it, whatever it was. He stood there staring at the piece of pizza I was holding. His eyes were as round as saucers. I figured he might be hungry, so I threw a slice to him. He grabbed it right out of the air and disappeared behind the bushes. I discovered the next morning he’d spit out the anchovies.”


I was sitting on my patio eating a pizza and drinking a beer when I heard scratching in the bushes. What I saw froze my blood…



The sightings were growing frequent. Too frequent. As the nation grew worried over its fate, the climate changed. Climate warming dropped out of sight. Climate fear took over. The president scrambled every available agency, including FEMUR (Federal Emergency Mutant Undercover Recovery), which hadn’t been scrambled since the Teapot Dome scandal of 1922. FEMUR failed to allay the growing fear. The situation tormented reds and blues alike. Glenn Beck cried in prime time. Then, a night later, so did Anderson Cooper. Our country didn’t need this. Not now. Not with escalation in Afghanistan, economic instability, child vaccination uncertainty, and Regis Philbin still on television.

[image: image]

Most media outlets promptly placed the blame on a rabid albino bunny cat gone wild. CNN located a primate biologist named Devon Pickstock, who had surveyed the attack scenes for DNA and bite radius samples. Pickstock went on-air and quickly ruled out an ABC, or albino bunny cat, and confidently identified the culprit as a shaved saber-toothed ostrich. The saber-toothed ostrich, or STO as Pickstock referred to it, would be quickly trapped and shot.

CNN declared the case closed and focused the bulk of their attention on the discovery of an alien mummy fetus that a Kentucky man had found in a discarded beer cooler. Gradually, people tried to go about their business.

Ever since the “Bigfoot in a Balloon” episode, I had learned not to trust CNN. No way was this an STO or an ABC. Maybe the work of an eagle-headed hare, or EHH, but I doubted it. I had good reason. I had seen this attack pattern before, and it didn’t fit with an EHH. For me, the culprit needed no introduction. As a young doctoral candidate in mutant bat studies, or MBS, I had first laid eyes on the ornery beast known as Bat Boy in Dr. Ron Dillon’s lab in 1992.

The nation would not want to believe that Bat Boy was behind the attacks. The government had declared him a hero for his service in the Middle East. He had returned home from Saudi to a hero’s welcome and then tried to keep out of sight. But around the time of these recent sightings, I had intercepted chatter on the wire indicating that Bat Boy’s shell was beginning to crack. Signs of post-traumatic stress disorder, or PTSD, had surfaced. These recent attacks were either a poorly veiled cry for help or an angry assault on the citizenry that made his postwar reentry into society so difficult. I hoped for the former. Either way, something needed to be done before it was too late. Innocent lives hung in the balance.
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I took off to visit the scientist who had first captured Bat Boy, the high priest of mutant bat studies, the Wheeling Wunderkind, the Mammal Messiah, Dr. Ron Dillon.
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Early in his career, Dr. Dillon had earned respect within the scientific community for his work on natural color selection among winged mammals. Then, in 1992, he found Bat Boy in the heart of the Appalachian Mountains. Dillon was two miles below Earth’s surface in a cave complex when he heard a faint squeal of pain. As it turned out, Bat Boy’s foot had wedged into a crack between two rocks. With Bat Boy temporarily immobilized, Dillon was able to sedate him with a tranquilizer dart. Dillon took the creature to his lab in Wheeling for observation. Dillon’s life would never be the same. The acolytes in his lab called him the Mammal Messiah. Every researcher in the lab felt as though they had hitched their petri dish to the next Charles Darwin. When Dillon hired me in 1992 as a research assistant, I was on summer break from writing my doctoral dissertation in mutant bat studies at the University of Indianapolis. As an eager young doctoral candidate, I gained Dillon’s trust and was granted second-class, or supervised, access to the creature.

My memory of that first day in Dillon’s lab remains with me to this day. Dillon assembled the staff to introduce me and began to speak in his trademark scientific tone that dispelled all mystery. “This, ladies and gentlemen, is young candidate Barry Leed. He is to have full access to all of your findings, and you all are to consider his inquiries with the expeditiousness that you do mine. He is here because he is what you all routinely fail to be: perfectly, incorruptibly, and passionately aware of what would befall the human race if our bat population were to ever be compromised. I have never known a young scientist of such purpose—with, of course, the exception of myself. You are all to consider him my Moses.”
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I couldn’t have predicted that my dissertation work on the relevance of bats to the human ecosystem would strike the chord it did with Dr. Dillon. My professors back in Indy treated my work with skepticism. My adviser warned that my theories relied solely on hyperbole and worst-case scenarios. “Beware of the temptation to invent the catastrophes you hope to prevent, Mr. Leed. History tends to treat this kind of scientific/martyr complex with enduring scorn. And the decision makers in the grant department tend not to fund them. You should also know that this so-called Mammal Messiah, Dr. Dillon, is rumored to dabble in mutants just like a Bigfoot hunter. Watch yourself out there, Mr. Leed, or you’ll end up teaching remedial science to a bunch of illiterates at Podunk Middle School.”

Instinct compelled me to leave Indy. In my gut I knew that the Mammal Messiah was no circus act. Yet my heart wanted to stay put. In those first weeks, the swirling lab smells of formaldehyde and other chemical agents couldn’t shake the lingering scent of sweet Marie in my bed. It killed me to leave her back then. Years later, even after all of the deceit and humiliation, I still catch myself drawn back into those early days of our romance, in Indian-no-place, Indiana, of all places, sucking back cold beers down in Broad Ripple in between marathon lovemaking sessions on those oppressively hot Midwestern summer nights. Johnny Freakin’ Mellencamp in a dirty lab coat.

Dillon despised the innocence of my uncomplicated, beer-swilling, Midwestern youth. The doctor knew that in the back recesses of his lab prowled the one thing that would shatter my innocence forever: on the morning of September 19, 1992, Dillon took me to meet Bat Boy.

Dr. Dillon led me through his main lab area, where we passed by his staff of tight-lipped, anal white coats and the petri dishes they dutifully manned. No one looked up as we moved toward the back of the lab. Dillon was a taskmaster and a vicious perfectionist; his staff never made eye contact with him and pressed on with their work as if it were the Manhattan Project for bats.

At the back of the lab, an addition had been made to the building. The gaps of ceiling panels above and the differing vinyl floor surfaces that joined together unevenly beneath my feet suggested that the addition had been done hastily to make room for an unexpected, special purpose. In the middle of the threshold of this newly created addition, a janitor sporting a name tag that read SCHMING swept patches of scuffed plaster into a central pile.

“Morning, Doc,” the janitor greeted Dr. Dillon. Dillon walked on without acknowledging the sweeper. The hallway grew darker. I noticed that the fluorescent light tubes had been removed from the ceiling fixtures and that someone had placed cardboard boxes over the windows and taped them over. We reached a steel door flanked by a guard sitting in a folding metal card-table-style chair.

Perched in the chair outside the door with a wooden baseball bat in his hand sat Alan Thrush. Thrush wore taut fatigues and oversized aviator glasses, and had a nine-millimeter gun strapped to his side. I could smell wet tobacco. Thrush’s jaw had an uneven jut that suggested some kind of shrapnel incident. This was a man who had stuck his chin out too many times. “Thrush here is in charge of security, Mr. Leed. Thrush, Mr. Leed here is being granted second-class access.”

“Boss, you sure about that? You ain’t known the kid too long. How do you know he ain’t with FEMUR?” Thrush peered over his shades to make eye contact with Dillon. Dillon nodded. “Nice to meet ya. Call me Thrush,” the guard said as he waved the bat in front of my face. The bat came from a Cooperstown souvenir shop called the Hall of Fame Bat Company. thrush was branded on the side. Underneath, the second brand read KONTRA KILLER. Lab scuttlebutt later informed me that Thrush had served as some kind of mercenary before Blackwater made that line of work glamorous. Thrush fancied himself the Sultan of Sandinista SWAT. On his coffee breaks, Thrush could be found in the lounge doing check swings with his souvenir bat, bragging loudly to unimpressed females about what he called the Thrush & Ollie show, a reference to his Sandinista-thumping, back-jungle Nicaraguan adventures with contra supporter Colonel Ollie North. Thrush now earned his keep running security for Dr. Dillon.
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“Thrush, I don’t pay you to question my judgment. I pay you to kill anyone who tries to enter this door without my authorization. Mr. Leed, you have now met the real Bat Boy, our rent-a-cop Alan Thrush. Thrush, just add Leed to the short list, please. As for anyone else, it’s—”

[image: image]

“I know, Doc, I know, two in the chest and one in the head. And you don’t have to tell me how to do my job.” Thrush picked up a paper coffee cup and fired a sluice of tobacco juice into it. He then stood up to begin unlocking the three dead bolts on the steel door.

With the dead bolts cleared, Dillon stepped forward to use his keys to open the first steel door. He led me into a dark anteroom. Thrush poked his head in and handed two cylinders to Dillon. “Here are your bugs, Doc.” Then Thrush reached out to me offering two earplugs. “Kid, you’re going to want these. Bet you haven’t heard a squeal this loud since prom night. Hell, I ain’t heard a squeal that loud since I stuck a Sandie with my bowie down in Nicky Gra-Gra.”

[image: image]

“That’ll be all, Thrush,” Dillon ordered while he secured a miner’s hard hat to his head and turned on the headlamp. Thrush retreated and closed the door and began fastening the dead bolts. Dillon tested a penlight by pointing it into my eyes. “For the time being, you are not to be trusted with any flashlights. The slightest mistake with a flashlight and you’ll set him off.” Dillon then handed me a pair of thick protective mittens. “You’ll want these on as well. These are animal-trainer-approved gloves.”
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