
IT CAME FROM ACROSS THE SEA
As told to Gareth E. Rees by Jennifer Butler, 

eye witness to the events detailed in this account.

 3.Cocoon
To launch the AR point your devices camera at the accompanying marker

AR is also viewable at the locations mentioned in the text, launch the AR cam
in the app when at the location and hunt the Larvae.

The biologist left in a hurry, white as a sheet. Time was of the essence, he told us. 
These were animals which no human had ever seen before and we must learn as 
much as we could before idiots destroyed them. By ‘idiots’ he meant the mob rampag-
ing through the streets below. It looked like the parade from bonfire night. Angry 
folk with flaming torches shouted, “We want our town back!”
A crowd gathered outside the town hall, where a politician was exploiting the crisis 
to get back the votes she lost in the last election. She said we were being invaded by 
dangerous aliens, but she would get things back to how they used to be. There were 
people in our town who believed the creatures had a right to exist. They fed them 
chips and out-of-date food. But the politician was having none of it. She said they 
were bleeding heart softies who didn’t understand how real people and real business-
es were affected by these giant caterpillars on their properties. With a raised fist, the 
politician announced that she would be tough on larvae and tough on those encour-
aging the larvae. A big cheer went up at that.
The people were so whipped up into a frenzy that they didn’t notice that the creatures 
were starting to build cocoons from their lofty positions in the graffitied alleyway, 
the old Victorian church by the cliffs and the struts beneath the pier. The larvae 
worked fast, heads bobbing and pulsing amidst a spinning net of wet, glistering 
strands as they wove themselves into tight sacks. 
It took twenty-four hours for the cocoons to dry into stark, black and white 
patterned pods, arrayed across our town’s landmarks. A deep hum emanated from 
them, like a monk chant made up of millions of baritone voices.
People congregated wherever the cocoons hung, strangely drawn to the humming. 
Anger had turned to anticipation. Excitement, even. Folk drank beer, sang songs, 
scuffled, chanted and cheered. There were Morris dancers, bongo players, eco-warri-
ors, doomsayers with placards and people dressed as pirates. 
I was there too, I admit, beneath the largest of the cocoons, which dangled from the 
pier. I couldn’t help myself. After what I’d witnessed in my flat when the biologist 
came, I knew that what must come next was a hatching. It terrified me. But I had to 
see. I couldn’t get the face of little Mia out of my mind. 
When a giant harvest moon rose over the town, like the one I saw that night the egg 
first came from across the sea, I knew the hatching was about to begin. 
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