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bodies that scattered the floor in front of me. A last, futile, stand that iitlter 1igge‘SPredt
. . futile nyttesls
wasn't enough to ward off the alien attacks. Bullet shells sprinkled the 4 ;y;éstasd

floor, on top of the carpet of blood. I must go on, to fight whatever ~— ward'off afverge

. sy s ‘bullet shell patronhylster
waited ahead, I am the only one left on humanities’ side of the bat- sprinkle drysse ud over

s tle. The bright room ahead suggested that I wouldn’t have anywhere to  humanity menneskeheden
hide once I showed myself. I almost laid down beside my fallen com- fz;h;rio“rp Of,:'l‘ieg:s
rades and just went to sleep, as some of them appeared to be. But that firepower ildkrafs;

would mean that they bad guys would win, and I just could not allow vibenkapacitet
'scavenge (her:) hugge;

that to happen. So I gathered up all the bullets and superior firepower stizele fra
10 I could scavenge off of the dead soldiers, or what was left of them, and ~ barely knap
slab plade
prepared myself for the last battle. platoon deling

As I entered the last military base on the moon, I came upon a hell-  blitzkrieg luftbombarde-
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AsTentered the last military base on the moon, I came upon a hell-
ish sight. Bodies of my former marine buddies were scattered across
the stone floor. The deathly dark glow of light from above was barely
enough to notice the blood and flesh splattered on the large slabs of
granite that passed for walls. The platoon had tried to barricade them-
selves in, but with the alien fire coming through two gigantic windows
and with a blitzkrieg of monsters in the small doorway between the
windows, the marines couldn’t hold them. Arms, legs, and heads were
tossed about as if a small child turned on a blehder with no lid in the
middle of the room. Some were burnt off, some torn, some eaten. Even
though the mass of alien bodies outside the room was at least 10 times
the marines’, they still fell. I must be crazy to fight this war; I must
be out of my battered mind. How could one soldier stop all of these
Tnonsters? There must be someway out of here that doesn’t involve fire-
power. It is just too much, all the death and destruction. It’s pointless,
there’s no way, no way at all. I can’t fight anymore, let them take Earth.
T'll stay here on my little moon along with my squad of dead soldiers.

platoon deling

‘blitzkrieg luftbombarde-
ment, specielt om tysk-
ernes luftbombardement
afLondon i 1940

toss kaste

'battered ramponeret

squad gruppe
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Short Story about a Massacre
by Eric Harris January 17, 1999

As I walked through the broken door entrance to the final military in-  ‘'hellish djavelsk; helvedes-
. . . ) agtigt

stallation, I realized that this hellish experience was almost over. The oo 14t marinein-

invasion was stopped, all of the aliens were dead, and whatever wasn’t fanteriet

dead was waiting for me ahead. While I was leaning against a granite

s wall in a large calmly lit room, I scanned over the dozens of marine
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