
Devilution To Darkness 
By Paul Stauffer 
The un-countable stars glittered like diamond dust in the indigo heavens. Who could know the evil hidden 
there, in the cold recesses of space. Do the stars hold the answers to everything, or do they hold our doom? 
Are we perhaps viewed as nothing more than a convenience, one-stop Quicky-Mart, along the astral highway? 
Three diminutive forms floated down through Earth’s gravity, glowing in the warmth, rather than burning up. 
The three pale-green, unobtrusive invaders resembled nothing more innocuous than three infertile navel 
orange pits, albeit with a single maple-seed wing on their backs and three curly, corkscrew-like, fibrous hairs at 
the other end. Upon closer scrutiny, though, they were something much more sinister, for on each of their 
sides was embossed the image of an indistinct embryo, which could conceivably develop into just about 
anything; a fish, a chicken, a horse, or even a person. 
Suddenly, as if they had been aimed, the seeds turned away from the lights of a city, towards a field and a 
single beam of light over a black hole. The three faux-seeds fell silently into the six-foot-hole behind a young 
man busily raking dirt. They began to dance about, spinning wildly, until they burrowed into the soil. 
In just a few moments, the seeds began to sprout and grow, incredibly fast, inches in seconds, feet within 
minutes. 
The upper leaves had reached the top of the hole, before Joe Buzzby turned and noticed them. Initially he 
wasn’t afraid, just amazed. He stood there mesmerized, his head slightly cocked, his expression pinched with 
intensity, like a boy learning how babies are made. 
At 43 years-old, Joseph R. Buzzby looked like—well, there’s no other way to put it—like your “average Joe,” 
with his straight, dark-brown, hair and the continuously perplexed expression on his round face. Joe was only 
average from the neck up, at six-foot-two, and 345 pounds, he was continually having to pull up his pants 
which fell down around his knees whenever he exerted himself. 
He thought he must be dreaming, because the leafy bushes grew three bulbs while he watched, which then 
began to blossom. 
In the cool, damp night air, Joe’s pulse raced under his clammy skin, and he realized in terror that he couldn’t 
move, he couldn’t speak. Joe’s mouth dropped open, his eyes bugged, and he felt his knees growing weak 
beneath his substantial weight.  
As Joe stood entranced, oblivious that his pants were hanging down around his knees, the flowers formed into 
three eggplant-shaped, translucent purple pods, which started to pulse and undulate like beating hearts. Then 
one after the other, the pods fell. Joe looked over the edge of the hole and saw three ugly, frog-like, slimy, 
scaly forms about the size of tennis-balls, with thin, sharp teeth set in a bulldog overbite. 
Joe realized he had been holding his breath, his eyebrows scrunched into a furry black caterpillar, as he 
thought of the tool shed. Even though he couldn’t see it in the dark fog, he knew right where it was. He ran, or 
at least hustled as fast as he could go, holding his pants up as he went. Reaching the shed, he undid the door 
latch, pulled the chain on the hanging light, then grabbed a plastic ice chest and an aluminum fishing net and 
hustled back through the fog. 
Joe shined his light into the grave, he shivered and nervously farted, or thought he had, until he felt his lumpy 
wet courage running down the back of his legs. 
What he saw down in the hole were three small monsters, each the size of a pug dog. Their rear torsos were 
like a lobster’s flipper, while their front torsos were badger-like, with two short, stocky, well-muscled front limbs 
ending in four long pruning-shear-like claws. 
The creatures began scurrying up out of the hole. Joe turned to run, tripped on his pants and fell. Just as he 
scrambled to his feet, he saw the first creature reach its ugly, hissing, face over the edge of the grave-hole. Its 



mouth held a large pair of pincers over a set of sharp, jagged teeth. Joe looked into those two bulging, 
multi-faceted red-eyes, shining with cold, calculating malice and he nearly dropped his flashlight. It looked like 
the love-child from the crossing of a wolverine and a praying mantis. He ran for his car, hearing the sound of 
small clawed feet on the gravel road behind him. He opened the door to his station wagon, jumped in and 
turned the key. The engine choked once, as something, or somethings, hit the side of the car. The motor 
turned over, he floored the pedal and a rooster-tail of gravel sprayed out the rear end. 
He took a deep breath, then he heard the ticking noise of claws on the car’s roof. 
 


