
Invasion by Helen Klus 
 
It was an unusually hot day for March and Judith and Harry had both gone outside to enjoy their 
morning coffee in the Sun. They had had a harsh winter and the garden was still suffering from their 
absence. The grass was long and covered in dandelions and moss. The flowerbeds had become a 
tangled mass of weeds and deadwood. They finished their drinks and Harry lit a cigarette whilst 
Judith walked across the grass to check on the pond. There had been no fish in it for years but there 
were still plenty of newts and frogs. She had placed a rubber ball on the surface to keep it from fully 
icing over in the winter and it bobbed up and down on top. A flicker of colour caught her eye. She 
edged closer to the water and looked through the darkness. There was something lying at the 
bottom, a large shape emblazed with orange and red. The colours formed the shape of an eye, 
distorted like that on the wing of a butterfly or the top of a peacock’s feather, the pupil was slanted 
like a cat’s. She gasped and backed away, quickly and quietly.  

Judith put her finger to her lips and ushered Harry inside. She closed the door and then 
locked it.  
“There’s one in the garden,” she whispered. 
“One what?” Harry put his cigarette out and looked through the window. There was a slight breeze 
and the trees swayed back and forth. The sky was clear and blue. 
“One of them,” Judith said frantically. Harry frowned, “What?” 
“An alien,” she said. “An insect.” That’s how they were referred to in the press. 
Harry raised his eyebrows, “What?” 
“It was at the bottom of the pond,” she said. “What do you think we should we do?” 
“Was it moving?” Harry asked, wondering if it was dead. 
“No,” she said. “I don’t know. What do you think it wants?” 
“Let me have a look.” Harry started to unlock the door and Judith moved in front of him. 
“What if it’s dangerous?” she asked nervously. 
“They’re not meant to be dangerous,” Harry replied. He opened the door and picked up a shovel. 
Judith followed him to the pond and they both looked down. Water rippled over the creature and 
they saw tiny bubbles rise from one side. They both moved away. 

“What do you think we should we do?” Judith asked again once they were back inside the 
house. 
“Well I don’t think we should call anyone,” Harry replied. “If people knew it was here they’d kill it.” 
She nodded, he was probably right. The creatures had been here for over two years now, and they 
had not yet broke their promises, but their advanced technology made people nervous and their 
disturbing appearance did not help. They could only survive on land for short periods of time and 
were seen so rarely that people had not yet become accustomed to them. 
 “Why do you think it’s here?” she asked. “Do you think it’s injured?” As far as she knew, they only 
came inland for diplomatic reasons, although there would be the occasional report of them 
scavenging for things on the beach.  
“I don’t know,” Harry replied. “Maybe we should ask it?”  
Judith nodded. “It’s probably hungry.” 

They went back into the garden and leant over the water. Harry tapped the surface with the 
tip of the shovel, creating tiny waves. There was no reaction and he gently tapped the side of the 
pond. The waters moved and he jumped back. Judith took his arm as they watched the creature 
unfold.  

It was encased in two large fins that were made of dark leather and looked like the wings of 
a bat. They were over a metre long and each was struck with the eye-like pattern on both sides. It 
quickly pulled them back to reveal the strange body they encased. They called them insects because 
of their dark exoskeletons, their unfathomable faces, and their multiple arms. It moved towards 
them, its frayed tail swaying, its legs were long, like a frog’s. They stepped back.  



It placed one thin black arm on the ground and raised its head out of the water. It was not 
much bigger than a human head but it took a different shape, falling back into a cone. The Sun 
reflected from its exoskeleton and the water rolled off in quick large drops. Its eyes took up a third 
of its face, two were large and very far apart, but there were many smaller ones scattered in 
between. They were all entirely black with no iris. She could see no sign of intelligence inside of 
them, though she knew it must be there. There were three small holes under each of its larger eyes 
that were supposed to be able to sense sounds and smells. The lower part of its face was composed 
of a short wide beak; it opened to reveal rows of long thin teeth, all as sharp as scalpels.  

The creature made a low hissing sound. It reminded them of white noise, the sound a 
detuned television had made when they were children. Its breath smelt of something but they did 
not know what, it was neither pleasant nor repulsive. It tapped the tip of its arm on the ground three 
times, paused, and then repeated the sequence. 

“Do you have your translator?” Judith asked slowly and clearly. She kept her voice low, they 
were meant to have excellent hearing. It made the hissing noise again. It lasted no more than a few 
seconds and then they looked at each other in silence.  
“Do you think it’s hungry?” Harry asked. “They like fish, and salt,” he added. “I didn’t even know they 
could live in fresh water.” 
“Will you be OK if I go inside?” Judith asked. 
Harry nodded and she walked away in long slow paces, quickening as she neared the house. They 
had no fresh fish and so she took a can of tuna out of the cupboard and emptied it into a bowl. She 
grabbed a half-used packet of salt and run back outside, relieved to see that the creature hadn’t 
moved.  

It did not turn its head as she walked towards it, it did not have to. She put the bowl on the 
ground and Harry pushed it towards the edge of the water with the shovel. Then she took the lid off 
the salt and they did the same. When they had finished, it tapped its foot once, raised another arm, 
and pulled the bowl into the water where it sank. The tuna rose up and it devoured it in one quick 
sweep. Then it picked up the salt, balancing it carefully between the tips of its insect-like arms, and 
poured the whole packet over its head. It sunk back under the water and circled around twice. Then 
it rose back up and placed the empty bowl on the ground.  

“Shall I get some more?” Judith asked and Harry shrugged. “Do you think it’ll be OK out 
here? I heard they like warm water.” Harry shrugged again and Judith went to get the last can of 
tuna. It ate the second bowl as quickly as the first. When it was done, they waited, watching each 
other in silence. After a while it tapped its leg again three times and Harry responded by tapping the 
shovel against the ground in the same pattern. Then the creature tapped twice and Harry copied. 
They went on like that for a few minutes and then the creature fell back under the water. It wrapped 
itself back up and after a while, they went back inside.  

Judith went online and tried to find out why it might be there, five miles inland in a pool of 
fresh water. When the creatures had first arrived, they had promised to share their knowledge and 
technology. They had said they would teach people how to control global warming and produce 
sustainable energies. All they wanted in return was to live in the sea. They even agreed to stay in 
self-contained cities so they would not affect the ecosystem. Hundreds of papers had been 
published since, but they all required passwords.  

With no information, they began to speculate. They wondered if it had run away or if it had 
been banished, perhaps it was a criminal, or a spy, perhaps it was mentally ill. They watched videos 
of the creatures shaking hands with politicians and gliding freely under water. The colour on their 
fins glowed in the dark, and when they swam towards the camera the two eyes made it look like a 
giant creature was attacking. There was nothing about how to communicate with them without a 
translator. 

Judith went to buy more salt and some fresh fish. When she returned they went back out to 
the pond. The creature was curled up under the water, its body encased inside its fins. Judith put the 
food down and stepped away from the water while Harry tapped the side with the shovel again.  



The creature stirred. Its fins opened and it swum up. Its head broke the surface and it pulled 
the raw fish into the water, swallowing it whole. Then it took the open packet of salt and slowly 
poured about a quarter of it into the water. When it was done it tapped its leg three times and Harry 
copied. He raised his hand to say goodbye and the creature raised its arm back. It swam back under 
the water and they went back inside. 

They fed it once more before the Sun set. When darkness fell they closed the curtains and 
left it to spend the night outside. 
“I wonder if we should let it in,” Judith suggested. “It could sleep in the bath. Though I don’t know 
how we could ask it.” 
“I don’t think we should, it seemed fine down there. Would you feel safe if it was in the other 
room?” Harry asked. 
“No,” she said, “but I feel bad about that, like I’m being prejudice.” 
“We wouldn’t feel safe letting a random person in either,” Harry said. They did not mention it again 
though both felt an unsettling fear coupled with guilt. 

They checked on it again early the next morning. It rushed out of the water when they were 
still three metres away. It placed something on the ground and waited, its head above the water. 
They approached slowly and kept away from the edge of the pond. Harry used the shovel to push 
the object across the grass and towards them. He picked it up and Judith took it from him, a 
rectangular piece of metal the shape and size of a dice. They recognised it straight away. Judith 
tapped the top with the tip of her finger, a beam of light shot upwards and spread out to create an 
opaque white screen. It was already covered in black text, the insect translation was written beneath 
each line of English. Neither of them recognised any of their symbols and could not differentiate 
between letters and punctuation. All they could tell was that they used almost half the space to say 
the same thing. Judith wondered what would be lost in translation. They quickly read while the 
creature waited. 

“Hello. I am sorry to intrude and I thank you for your hospitality. My translator was broken 
when you found me but the salt has brought it back to life. I wish you no harm and will be leaving 
shortly. Thank you once again for your kindness.” They looked at each other and then at the 
creature. It stared back at them silently.  
“Hello,” Judith said and a symbol appeared on the screen, followed by the word in English. She 
turned the metal cube around so that the creature could read it and found that the text was written 
on both sides.  
“Why are you here?” she asked. It opened its mouth and made the white noise screech again, like 
sharp static. Thankfully, it only rang out for a second but two lines of text appeared.  
“I do not agree with the decisions of my people and with no hope of change I have decided to leave. 
Do you mind if I eat that fish?” 
Judith placed the bowl at the edge of the pond, she did not feel much safer but wanted to appear 
friendly since it had shown no signs of aggression. It screeched, pulled the bowl under and 
swallowed the two fish whole. The words ‘thank you’ appeared on the screen. It dived down, 
brought up the bowl and uttered another sound. 
“May I stay here for a little longer?” it had asked. 
“Of course,” Judith said, “but why are you running away? What are they doing that you disagree 
with?” It screeched and a single row of text appeared. 
“They are going to destroy your planet.” They had both heard the rumours but they were still 
shocked. 
“Why?” Judith asked. “How?” 
It made another noise, indistinguishable from the last. A string of text rapidly appeared on the 
screen.  

“They are not solving the problem of global warming,” it said. “They only appear to be. Soon 
they will start warming the Earth again. In two years our symbiotes will be released, they will lay 
eggs and within fifty years humans will no longer be allowed in the oceans.” 



“What are you talking about?” Harry asked moving closer to Judith. “What are these symbiotes?” 
“And what will they do to us?” Judith added. 
“They are carnivorous sea creatures twice the size of your blue whales. We travel from world to 
world together, marking our territory, spreading our genes. When we arrive on a suitable planet, we 
begin changing the atmosphere to our liking. When our population has grown to a stable level, 
others leave in ships to find the next world. Our symbiotes hibernate when we travel and we go into 
status. Ten ships left our home planet travelling in multiple directions and ten ships will leave your 
planet in the same manner. I can trace my lineage back to those that left the home planet. This 
history includes the conquering of nine plants, yours is the sixth to have already contained life, and 
the third to contain intelligent life. The majority of us do not see any difference between these 
scenarios. We simply go to the closest habitable planet, so as to reserve resources. They will be 
taking what they need from yours. I don’t know if your people will survive. If they do, they will never 
be the dominate species on Earth again, not by any definition.” 

When they had finished reading, Judith and Harry looked at each other, they both wanted to 
speak but knew that nothing would be private. 
“It doesn’t make sense,” Judith asked, “how could you have come to live like that?” 
“We evolved together,” it said, “and formed a symbiotic relationship. At first, they just protected us 
from other predators and allowed us to live off their scraps. They have eyes like the ones on my fins 
so we would be mistaken for them at night. They emit a type of radiation that other creatures did 
not notice but our brains adapted to. It made us more intelligent but also completely reliant on them 
to function. Our planet was mostly land, and we eventually adapted so that we could stay on the 
surface for a few hours at a time. It was here that we learnt about fire and eventually, technology. At 
first there were many more predators that were stronger than us, but we were cleverer and we gave 
our symbiotes some advantages, soon they were the top predator and we started to farm extra food 
for them. We went through a stage when we tried to separate ourselves from them so we could 
permanently live on the land but we could not figure it out and sometime after we discovered 
interstellar travel we stopped trying. Our society has become stagnant; we are not progressing 
technologically or politically. We do not have to.” 

“Well what are their weaknesses?” Harry asked. “How can we stop them?” 
“I don’t know,” it said. “I cannot help you.” 
“We could nuc’ ‘em,” Harry suggested, “if it came to it.” 
“I have no proof,” the creature said. “There is none that I could take.” 
“How long have you got left?” Judith asked. 
“Not long,” it said. “I came here to die. I could not live with myself if I helped destroy another world. 
I have been here three days already.” 
“If there’s nothing you can do then there is no point in you dying. You should go back.” 
“I can’t,” it said. “It’s too late. I do not regret it.” 

“We could call the police,” Harry said to Judith. “Have it tell them what it’s told us.” 
“I do not think you will have time,” the creature said. “But you may try, if you wish.” 
Harry took out his phone and began to dial. 
“Is there anything we can do for you?” Judith asked. 
“No,” the creature said. “I wish you luck. I am going to rest now. Goodbye.” It raised one arm and 
she raised her own back. Then it descended under the water and curled up inside its fins. She 
watched the stream of tiny bubbles that rose from the side. By the time Harry had got off the phone 
they had stopped. She put the translator down and sat on the grass, waiting for the police to arrive. 


