MW 2: PROLOGUE

“TRUTH IS WEIRDER THAN FICTION”
***

It was a news story that had rocked the world.  The trial that developed out of that particular police case was called ‘the trial of the century’.


But when one particular development in that story was reported on television during a special report that interrupted shows on every channel, including the last few minutes of the Super Bowl when the score was tied, nobody believed it.  They thought it was a joke no matter how many different kinds of scientists came on television and staked their careers and creditability as scientists on the truth of this story.  Hard core football fans cared not about the trial, but were incensed at the very idea of missing the final critical moments of this tied Super Bowl game.


It started out as a fairly normal trial, a trial for a horrible crime.  A seven-hundred-and-thirty-four-pound man was on trial for murdering a teenaged boy by shoving him into a toxic waste disposal machine.


Okay, maybe there was nothing normal about this trial at all.


The world kept up with the trial, getting very involved with its many players and so, lawyers became celebrities.


But tonight’s special report told a tale that was so ridiculously bizarre sounding that many just laughed…or screamed, “I CAN’T BELIEVE THEY INTERUPTED THE SUPER BOWL FOR THIS CRAP!!!  AAAAAAGH!!!  I WANT BLOOD!”


But I swear to God that it is true.


During the Bubba Kardosi trial, while Bubba’s lawyer was cross-examining a janitor that worked in the Blueville Nuclear Waste Disposal Facility, the door in the back of the courtroom behind the jury, swung open slowly.  The old hinges on the doors squeaked so loudly that the lawyer and the jury were both equally distracted.  All heads turned around, focusing all eyes on the door…and there stood a velociraptor.


The sight of this prehistoric scavenger brought terror to the entire courtroom.  But the raptor walked into the courtroom without the wild look in his eyes and evil, teeth baring grin that characterized velociraptors as the vultures of the Jurassic period.  He actually walked like a very confident human being.  His pointy-head bobbed back and forth as he strutted into the courtroom as his long, clawed hands swayed back and forth.  The puzzling behavior that was prevalent in this animal stopped the people in the courtroom from running away and screaming in absolute terror.  Instead, they stood frozen, staring at the raptor with a wide-eyed stare.


The raptor walked up to the judge and, to the absolute astonishment of everyone in the room…spoke…in a very snooty British accent.


“Pardon me, sir,” said the raptor.  “But may I address the court on the behalf of the defendant.  I believe I may have some information that you and your party might find useful.”


“You try saying ‘no’ to a talking raptor!” the judge said to some of his judicial colleagues sometime later.  It soon became a famous quote.


The raptor introduced himself, saying that his name was Dilbert, and then began his fascinating story.  It was a story of a horrid, disastrous future.

***

MAGIC WATER 2:

RETURN TO THE PRiMAL CiTY

by Chad Miles Descoteaux

***

The world was destroyed eons ago, by beasts that were believed to have been destroyed eons before that.


A force had penetrated the Earth.  Nuclear, magical or alien, this force covered the entire Earth and caused many to become sick with a plague that was caused by this force.  The force was mysterious and none of the planet’s most intellectual minds could decipher what this force was.


It penetrated the very ground that the humans walked on and the bones that had been buried underneath.  The bones of the dinosaurs that had become extinct a long time ago began to grow back the flesh and muscle that had rotted off of them in prehistoric times.  And after their bodies became whole, they were renewed life.


The growth of skin and muscle tissue on dinosaur bones that were on display in museums all over the world also gained alot of attention, both by the scientific community, who considered this the most baffling thing to happen in the history of the world since the creation of the world itself, and by the news media.  They interviewed these scientists and documented the growth of the tissue day by day, with great success in the ratings.


While the majority of the scientific community was fascinated by the occurrence, there was one scientist that was morbidly and pessimistically terrified.


Dr. Ryan Turcotte had a theory.  He felt that the bones that were growing skin needed to be destroyed immediately.  His theory sounded crazy to most, but he had a perfectly scientific explanation.


“My theory may not sound scientific to you, but its alot more scientific than muscle tissue growing on million year old bones, a phenomenon which you yourself have referred to with the phrase ‘freak occurrence’,” Ryan began his explanation by saying.  “Scientific logic dictates that every natural process has a purpose.  We have not yet determined whether or not this occurrence is a freak of nature or if somebody is causing it, but if somebody is doing this, than they must have a purpose.  Why would they waste time coming up with a way to grow skin on dinosaur bones?  And either way, the next logical step is that these things are going to come back to life, which is why we need to get them out of the cities or destroy the specimens while we still can.”


After many months of hard-core lobbying, giving speeches to every scientific group in the country and even the Senate, Ryan Turcotte managed to convince the general populous that keeping the dinosaurs would be dangerous.  A law was passed that forced scientists and museum owners to rip the muscle and skin off of any dino skeletons that they had.  They could study the skin, but ripping it off of the bones prevented the point where there would be formed a complete dinosaur that could come to life and wreak havoc.


But nobody took into consideration the possibility that this mysterious force could have sunk into the ground.  It took the world completely by surprise when the first herd of tyrannosaurs ripped through the surface of the ground and destroyed Tokyo, the capitol city of the small island nation of Japan.


Dinosaurs started coming back to life all over the world.  They were both of the meat eating and the plant eating variety.  Large meat eating dinosaurs would stomp through large cities, eating its private citizens, tearing down buildings and reducing the whole city to a pile of rocks.  The plant-eating dinosaurs, angry and full of adrenaline after digging through miles and miles of hard soil, would stampede through the city in herds, causing the same building-destroying effect.


The smaller tyrannical lizards that roamed the wastelands had been waiting on the outskirts of the city for those who had fled.  They ate those who were fortunate enough to escape the ravages of the dinosaurs that had destroyed their city.  They were about the same size as man and almost as smart too.  They had fixed things so that their meal came right to them.  They ripped into them with their razor sharp claws, which they had both on their hands and their feet.  They bit them with their teeth, leaving nothing but bones on the outskirts of this great metropolitan city.


Young Yoshi has heard these tales many times from the older men of his city.  About the day a giant lizard destroyed Tokyo.  The day that the fears of every Japanese monster movie fan in the world had come to life.


Despite the herd of tyrannosaurs and the raptors, a few people had managed to escape Tokyo alive.  They started a new colony in the nearby Kunlun Mountains, inside of a humungous city sized cave that was hidden away from any of the carnivorous animals that lived in the nearby Gobi desert, on the outskirts of what used to be Mongolia.


The cave was twice the circumference of Tokyo; it was as high as a skyscraper and had many smaller caves in its walls that served as homes for the people who lived in this underground city.


That was very long ago, the oldest men in this city were not even born when that happened, but these stories were passed down from generation to generation.  Everybody knew what had happened on “Dino Day”.


The Gobi desert, and what lay behind it, has not been explored since the dinosaurs took control of the world, so there was a small band of brave warriors who had arranged an expedition to explore that region.  Yoshi’s older brother, the hotheaded, spontaneous adventurer known as Sama, led this expedition.


They had taken three wagons full of supplies.  Labor animals, two triceratops and a stegosaurus, pulled these wagons.


They had left six months ago and had not come back since.  They had not even sent a message, by way of a carrier pterodactyl, like they had promised.  Yoshi was getting very worried about his brother, whom he loved very much.


Yoshi remembers the yelling that had happened in his home before Sama left.  Their father did not approve of Sama’s adventure plans.  He referred to them with the words “foolish, brash displays of sensationalist heroism” and “suicide”.


In a small way, Yoshi envied his brother.  Yoshi despised the cold, dark, wet cave city that he lived in.  This was where he truly belonged, on the outside.  There was a special spot right outside the ‘Primal City’ where the sun poked through the clouds and warmed the soil, but that was still safe from the desert roaming beasts.  That was the spot that Yoshi would come out to when he was feeling down.  He would come here when he needed to relax and practice his martial arts.


With a katana blade in a relaxed, ready position, Yoshi swung his sword at the air with the style and grace of a cheetah.  His pet, a cute little baby triceratops named Bubbles, watched his master practice while licking his paw clean of all dirt and bugs.


Sitting on a rock after his practice session, Yoshi looked out onto the desert that surrounded the Kunlun Mountains and watched the red sunrise.  He strolled back into the city after his workout was complete.


Leaning on a rock right in front of the cave that belonged to Yoshi’s family was Yoshi’s grandfather, an elderly cave dweller who went by the name of Thurdan.  Thurdan supported his own weight with a cane made of bamboo as he spoke to his neighbor, a cave dweller named Oof who was lounging on a nearby rock with a bottle of liquor in his hand.  Thurdan expressed concern over his grandson, Sama, whom he had not heard from since he had left.


“Yeah, my kids left the city too,” Oof said before taking another long swig.


“Oh really?” Thurdan replied.  “I wasn’t aware.”


“Yup,” said Oof.  “They heard some crackpot legend about some oasis in a valley in the Kunlun Mountains, east of here.  They thought they could live on their own there.”  He sipped his drink again and burped lightly.  “Man, ain’t no stinkin’ oasis.  That’s raptor bait talk!  You know what the problem is with kids these days, they ain’t got no appreciation.  You work your butt off to give them a safe place to live.  In a nice cool cave, away from all the things that could possibly harm them…the velociraptors, the other wild animals, the sun…and what sort of appreciation do you get?”  Oof nodded his head.  “Jack diddly squat!”


Thurdan kept silent.  He did see someone walk around to the back of his cave, but did not see exactly who it was.  Thurdan did not presume that it was his grandson Yoshi because Yoshi usually said ‘hi’ to his grandfather when he saw him.  Yoshi presumed that he could take advantage of his grandfather’s bad eyesight just a little bit and not say ‘hi’ to him just this once.  He had alot to think about.


Yoshi found a gallimimus and loosened it from the rope noose that bound it.  He had already prepared a small bag that was full of necessities, things he would need on the journey that he was preparing to take, to explore the horizons of not only his world and his imagination and also to find his brother.  Attaching that bag to the saddle, Yoshi rode out of the city and into the hot, sweltering heat of the Gobi desert.


Yes, the sun was hot.  Three weary travelers knew that fact all too well.  The mountain breeze had cooled them for most of their journey and now that they were traveling through the hot desert sand on gallimimuses, two natives of the underground city knew that the entrance to their city was indeed very close.


Their names were Ugh and Bugg.  They had left the Primal City years ago to seek their independence and a better place to exist.  They traveled a long way and found a small oasis valley right in the middle of a mountain range that had been the subject of many legends and that few people on this planet actually acknowledged the existence of.  It was called Oasis Cave and it was a paradise among a whole planet full of nightmares.  Oasis Cave is not a place.  It is a state of bliss.  They simply gave the name ‘Oasis Cave’ to a place that is full of the stuff.


But like most happy things that existed on this planet at this time, their paradise had been ruined…and the only one who knew what had happened to it was their friend, the third traveler in this gallimimus caravan, Ricky Hubert.


Although Ugh and Bugg had traveled a great distance, it was no comparison to the distance that young Ricky had traveled.  He had traveled through space.  He had traveled through time.  He had traveled through time, space, something that was a combination of space and time…and everything in between.


Ricky Hubert was the teenaged boy that Bubba Kardosi was on trial for murdering.  He had been shoved into a machine that was believed to have been run by a very powerful series of lasers that disintegrated any and all things that it touched.  This machine was being presently being used to dispose of toxic waste.


But, in actuality, the toxic waste that was being dumped into this machine was being dumped into a lake that existed in another world.  The toxic waste that was dumped into this machine ended up in Oasis Cave, infecting the lake and turning the animals in that area into vicious beasts.  It was because of these mutants that Ugh, Bugg and their friend Ricky had to leave Oasis Cave and return to the Primal City.


The three travelers had stopped temporarily to rest and to partake of a bit of liquid refreshment, berry juice that they had brought.  After only a few sips, Bugg fell fast asleep.  Ricky was soon to follow, but Ugh stayed awake.  He looked at the desert off in the distance.  He saw a single, solitary figure gallop off into the bumpy horizon on a gallimimus.  Too tired to yell at him to get his attention, Ugh just watched him gallop until he disappeared over a sand dune.


Before falling asleep, Ricky asked Ugh, “How much longer do you think it will be before we make it back to your city.”


“A few more minutes of progression in the direction that we are presently going and we will be at the surface entrance of our Primal City and then we will have to climb for a few miles downward.  Climbing will be hard for all of us, Bugg and I have not climbed in quite some time, but the cave is less warm than the desert, so the climb will not be half as taxing as our cross desert trek.”


By the time Ugh had completed his detailed answer to Ricky’s question, Ricky was fast asleep, with his head pressed up against a bag of things.


Back in the Primal City, Thurdan and Oof were still talking about their children and grandchildren.


“The doctors said that Sama was suffering from a condition…” Thurdan told Oof.  “They said that his biological make-up was such that he needed alot of sunlight.  It made it very difficult for him to even live in this city.  His grades started slipping.  He got really depressed, isolated himself from all of his friends.  He finally decided that the only thing in his life that he would be motivated to do was to plan an expedition to leave.  He found associates who shared his desire to explore what was beyond the desert and one day, they just up and left.”


Oof opened another bottle of liquor.  The sixth bottle that he had drunken in a row.  “Yeah, well…my kids better not show up begging for me to take them back, because I’ll tell those so-and-so’s to haul their sorry butt cheeks out of here!”


Oof was too “under the influence” and Thurdan was too blind to notice that there was quite a stir being created in the Primal City’s village square.  Crowds had gathered and were watching three young people who had rode proudly into the city on some very healthy and actually quite cute gallimimuses.


Ugh and Bugg were dressed like everybody else in the city, in pieces of clothing that they had made themselves out of the skins of deceased prehistoric animals, but Ricky was dressed in jeans and a T-shirt, the garb of the world that he had come from.


“Where do you come from?” asked one old man, scaring Ricky by clamping his garb in a wrinkled fist.  He looked at Ricky with a twinge of terror in his crossed eyes.


The reaction of the rest of the crowd was equally as pessimistic.  They feared what this newcomer would do.  They feared who from his world would follow.  No matter how much Ugh and Bugg told the people in their city that this was their friend, the cave people refused to let the brothers’ words calm their fears.


Knowing what their father had said about if they ever came back, Ugh, Bugg and Ricky took refuge in the cave of a good friend, a young man by the name of Hash.


“What’s with your friend?” Hash asked Bugg when he was unpacking.  “From where does he come?”


Bugg smiled.  “Actually, he just dropped out of the sky.”


“Oh,” replied Hash.


Very hospitable, Hash took out two extra mattresses for Ricky, making sure that he would be extra comfortable.  But when night fell, when Ricky, Ugh, Bugg and Hash were sitting around and talking, familiarizing Ricky with the function and goings on of their city, they started to hear a ruckus outside of the door of Hash’s cave, followed by an unusually firm knock on the rickety wooden door.


As Hash walked towards his front door, he heard many voices and just as he had suspected, there was a great crowd gathered at his door.


The leader of the crowd, the man who was standing in front of them, the man who had knocked was actually the same cross eyed old man who had grabbed Ricky’s shirt earlier, inquiring where he was from.  He was a member of the ruling body of this city, who were called, quite simply, ‘the elder men’.  His name was Blank.


“Bring us the boy with the garb of old,” Blank told Hash.


“Why?”


“He bears the garments that humans wore before the rise of the beasts on ‘Dino Day’,” Blank told him.  “We wish to know how it came to be that he is here today…we wish to bring him before the council…”


Hash looked out into the crowd under the illumination of the flaming torches that they held.  They did not look happy.  The expressions on their faces seemed very hard and were those of fear.  They looked like the kind of people who would start a riot if they did not get their way.


Hash turned to Ricky and tried to sound calm.  He explained that, because he was new in this city, than the governing council of Primal City would like to question him.  Hash lied to Ricky by telling him that this was customary.  Ugh and Bugg encouraged Ricky to go with them, with weak smiles on their faces.


Ricky stepped outside and was brought through the city, towards the City Hall.  Ricky looked up to the roof of the city-sized cave and noticed long pointy rock “icicles” that hung from there.


Ricky was brought to a courtroom-like setting and brought in front of a whole jury full of cave dwelling men.  All of these men had white hairs on their head, chins or both.


From that point on, Ricky was asked many questions…about his home and how he had gotten here.  Ricky told them everything, about the job that he had gotten and how his boss had thrown him into a machine that brought him to Oasis Cave.


When Ugh and Bugg joined the elder men, they heard firsthand what happened to their lake as Ricky told the story.


“So I just kept dumping the barrels of toxic waste into the machine.  I had been told that this machine just broke down the chemicals and kept them from hurting anyone,” Ricky explained to a very attentive audience.  “It wasn’t until after I was stuffed into it and landed in your world that I knew that it was a time portal.”


“When you were stuffed into this machine by your boss, you say that you felt like you were falling…where did you land?” Blank asked.


“On my butt,” Ricky replied.  That response met with a few chuckles and countless stern faces.  “Seriously, though, I landed in this beautiful forest area with a lake next to it.  The cave dwelling people that I met there called their home ‘Oasis Cave’.  It was a beautiful spot that was flatland in the middle of mountains and was the home of many plant-eating dinosaurs.  It was the toxic waste that I unwittingly dumped into this machine that got into the lake and changed its creatures into ravenous beasts.”


Ricky was sweating.  The eyes of everyone in this jury was focused directly on him, including the eyes of Ugh and Bugg, who did not know quite what to make of Ricky’s story and the news that he was the one responsible for the monsters at Oasis Cave.


Interestingly enough, the elder council did not know what to make of it either.  Blank called a short recess in the proceedings so that he and the rest of the governing elders could discuss what Ricky had said.


The hot sun.


It was enough to kill a man.


The desert.


A wonderful place to die.


Yoshi had galloped for days at a speed that was comfortable because it produced a cooling breeze.  There was nothing but sand as far as the eye could see all around him.  It kept moving.  It was moving in a very hypnotizing way.  The occasional rock or cactus interrupted the repetitious movement of the sand only briefly.


One day, Yoshi looked out into the distance and saw something different.  The closer he got to that object, the image got clearer and clearer.  It was a shack.  A big shack.  More of a barn, actually.


The barn was broken down.  Quite dilapidated.  Yoshi rode up to it and decided that this would be a good place to set up camp and partake of some long overdue food and rest.  He got up off of his gallimimus and started to walk around the barn, towards the back.  His katana blade was by his side.


A small gust of hot breeze blew by Yoshi and literally knocked him to the floor.  That small gust carried a stench that was so bad that it actually burned the coarse hairs out of Yoshi’s nose.  His nose blocked tight, Yoshi walked back there and saw a horrible sight.  Bits and pieces of different lizards had been pierced with metallic poles that had been stuck into the ground.  Yoshi winced at this horrific sight and then ran back to the front of the barn.  He wanted to see what was inside.  When he opened the door to the barn, the door snapped in two and therein, through the hole, Yoshi saw his brother.


He was tied up with rope, along with the other members of his exploration troop, in the barn, naked as the day he was born.


“Sama!”


Sama recognized his name and looked at the hole in the door.  His eyes were bloodshot and he was grossly unshaven, like the male chins and female legs of every member of his troop, who had all been captured.


Yoshi climbed into the barn through the broken door and got a good look at all of Sama’s friends.  It was a pitiful sight.  When the other humans saw Yoshi, they all began to whisper among themselves.


“What happened, Sama?” Yoshi asked his brother.


“They roped us like cattle,” Sama explained.  “They’ve learned how to make, use and manipulate rope.”


Yoshi was about to ask “who?” when another naked caveman started to talk.  He was frantic.  He was terrified beyond belief and so skinny that his ribs were highly visible.


“They’ve slaughtered our animals and have been sharing their meat with us, so that they can fatten us up for the kill,” the pale, skinny man screamed, tugging on the thick, strong ropes that bound him.  “We are cattle to them!  But I am no one’s cattle!  I will not eat my way into their death trap!  If they want to feast on me…they can suck on my cold dead bones!”


“Run, Yoshi!” Sama told his brother.  “Get away while you still can!”


“You must come with me!” Yoshi started untying Sama’s ropes.


“NO!” Sama objected and pushed Yoshi away.  “You fool!  You don’t understand!  Do as I say!  They’re coming back soon!  If you don’t run and get help…you will be their cattle too!”


“Whose cattle?” Yoshi asked and then he jumped with fright as a loud hissing noise pierced the air.  A velociraptor leapt through the door, shattering what remained of it and stared right at Yoshi with a piercing stare.  The raptor tapped its razor sharp toenails against the sand and licked the humid air with its long tongue.


Two more raptors followed him, leaping into the barn and standing behind the other raptor.  All three of them had their sights on Yoshi.  One raptor scraped his claws on the side of the barn, causing a sound that bothered the ears of many pieces of human cattle.


Yoshi backed away from them slowly.  Hissing continued.  Drawing his katana, Yoshi started waving it in front of the trio of carnivorous desert scavengers in a very stylish display of sword strokes, slowly at first, but then faster and faster until the sword was nothing but a blur to them.  The sword suddenly stopped and Yoshi held it above his head with two firm fists.  The glow from the hot sun as it came through a hole in the ceiling reflected off of the sword.  Yoshi began to concentrate on focusing all of the energy that he could muster into the sword that he was holding.


The lead raptor leaned forward and saw his own reflection in the sword.  His knees bent and suddenly, his legs sprung him forward, teeth and claws showing.  Yoshi swung the sword hard with a downward stroke and a flash of light came from the sword.  It was a wave of energy that split the raptor right down the middle just like a watermelon.  Blood flew in all directions, drenching all of the human cattle, the other two raptors, but interestingly, not Yoshi himself.  The right half of the raptor hit the ground in front of Sama.  It was a disgusting slab of meat and scaly skin that had bones sticking out of it.  The left side of the raptor hit the barn wall and slid down, leaving a skid mark of blood there.  The raptors looked at each other and started sniffing.  They sniffed each other.  They sniffed themselves.  They smelled raptor blood everywhere.  The blood of the dead raptor was even caked in their noses.  This was unlike anything that their animal instincts had ever experienced, so they kind of freaked out.  They rolled their eyes in back of their heads, covered their snouts with their claws, turned their tails and ran.  They ran out of the barn and just kept running.  They ran at cheetah speeds until they had gone over the horizon and could no longer be seen from the barn.


That was when Yoshi started to untie the captives.


“I can’t believe it!” exclaimed the Skinniest One.  “We’re free!  Yoshi has defeated the raptors!”  The Skinniest One started laughing.  Yoshi handed one of the captives his sword so that they could free themselves and others.


“Aw, man!  I got the munchies!”


The raptors had torn apart and eaten all of their traveling animals, including the bony little carrier pterodactyls that they had.  Yoshi enlisted the assistance of members of Sama’s traveling party when the idea popped into his head to tear apart the barn and to use the wood from that barn to construct a rickety, wobbly wagon that served its purpose for the long trip back to the Primal City.  Despite the fact that it looked like it was going to fall apart.


During the construction of the wagon, dark clouds covered over the desert.  The desert did not have rain, but every so often, one could see dark clouds passing through, along with one or two streaks of lightning.  With his nose blocked, the Skinny One walked over to the raw pieces of stegosaurus and triceratops meat that were stuck into the ground with metal poles.


The Skinny One leapt backwards and covered his eyes when a bolt of lightning struck one such pole that had a full, meaty leg of a stegosaurus.  The electricity surged through the pole and nuked the leg.  It fried all the rot and all the maggots, which fell to the sandy earth.  After the lightning bolt went through it, the leg actually smelled quite good.  The Skinny One took a long sniff and then started eating.  It was so delicious that it didn’t even need barbecue sauce.


Soon, the wagon was on its way.  The members of Sama’s party were skeptical as to whether or not the small gallimimus could pull the big wagon full of people, but Yoshi knew that the gallimimus was exceptionally strong for its size and it pulled the creaky wagon through the hot desert.  It took them many days to get back to their home in the Primal City.


When they arrived home, Ricky’s trial was still going on.  It had been going on for ten and a half hours every day for weeks now.  A man who ran into the cave courtroom with startling news interrupted the proceedings one-day.  The troop that had set out to explore the wilderness had returned.  Thurdan, Sama’s grandfather, quickly ran through a whole jury full of older men, pushing them out of the way with his bamboo cane, running to see his grandson.


Actually, nearly the entire city had run to greet the returning troop.  They were a very friendly, hospitable bunch.  Sama and the members of his troop were wearing shabby skin clothes and were soon taken care of and fed, with new clothes and many delicacies, the finest that the Primal City had to offer.


Ricky stepped out of the court cave and watched the entire goings on.  He felt relieved that all of the attention was off of him for at least a brief period of time.  He watched the way that the members of the city treated the pitiful travelers who had returned and felt like quite an outsider.


As the returning troop got closer and closer to the Village Square, Ricky looked towards the big entrance of the cave and saw shadowy figures.  Each and every one of them dropped into the city through the hole and landed on their feet then began coming into the city.  The light of a nearby torch hit one of the figures temporarily as he passed by, allowing Ricky to see something that terrified him to death.


It was an eye.


It was an eye that was hollow and fierce.


This eye was accompanied by a set of sharp teeth.


More and more carnivorous figures came into the city through the shadows and started attacking the crowd of human beings.  They leapt into the crowd from above, grabbing one unsuspecting human being with their sharp toe claws and biting their heads off with massive, rock crushing jaws.


Screaming.


Running.


Panic.


There was a whole line of raptors standing in the way of the hole in the ground that they had used to enter the Primal City.  It was the only way in or out.  The humans were trapped and were cornered in their own city.  Some of them climbed the cave walls in order to prolong their lives for a few more measly seconds before the reptilian hunters leapt up there and pulled them right back down.


The raptors, just like their lizard brother: the chameleon, had the ability to blend in with their surroundings and had used this ability to blend in with the sand and the shadow so that they could follow the humans back to their city.  They were also very intelligent, so instead of just gobbling up all of the inhabitants of this Primal City like a bunch of brute savages, many of the humans will be captured and used to start another flock of human cattle.


One of the raptors that had been chosen to guard the entrance looked at the other.  He spoke with a soft voice and an accent that, to us in our world, would be quite…


British.


“Rather disheartening, isn’t it?” he said, folding his sharp claws.  “These poor humans didn’t even have a chance.”


“Yes, but that is the laws of nature, you know,” the other raptor replied in an accent that was just as snooty.  “Survival of the fittest and all that rot.”


When the first raptor whipped his head around and saw that a human had made it past them and was climbing up a rock, his jaw dropped in surprise.


It was Ricky. 


“Hey!” Dilbert shouted, shaking his fists.  “Where do you think you’re going?”

