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The Nest was ravenous.

It had been days since last It had taken sustenance. Already, the thirst
was a dry husk in Its mandibles. The night wind played hotly against Its
urticating hairs, adding to the insects' misery. The enticing scent of
pheromones from the night flyers winging past gave rise to strong needs
within the Nest.

But the insects and creatures of the forest gave the Nest a wide berth:
carelessness was a thing of the past when dealing with Its kind.
Movement too close might well be the last taken in this world.

"Listen!" The Queen hissed from Her place on a high branch of the tree.
She moved away from the cluster of over 1,000 pale green eggs that were
due to hatch any moment.

The slithering sound within the Nest ceased. Night-alert eyes turned
attention to the ebon darkness beyond the bole of the tree.

A Nestling lifted Its triangular rear, the hairs on Its tubular body
bristling. Its antennae twitched and the scent of fresh-coursing blood
made It gurgle with longing.

"Sustenance,"” the young one whispered.
"One comes,” The Queen cautioned. "Be ready!"

As one, the Nest undulated from the bole of the tree, rippling like a wave
across the gray-brown bark. Its spines scraped along the wood and a faint
sucking sound followed in Its wake. A cinereous trail oozed from
beneath Its body to slime the tree trunk.

In the distance, a monkey screeched: awakened from its restless slumber
by the presence of the evil that had suddenly emerged in the forest. The
shriek acted as a warning for the other creatures wandering about and all
movement, all sound, ceased. Chatoyant eyes, fearful of what was
coming, kept well away from the spot where the Nest dwelt.



"What is it?" one of the Nestlings asked.
"It walks upright," the Queen responded.
"Ah," the Nest sighed in unison and Its spines vibrated in anticipation.

The Queen flexed Her wings, stretching the chevron-shaped brown
structures to a full six-inch span. The wings, made up of dust-like scales,
flapped soundlessly in the heated air. Her abdomen quivered, the
network of veins supporting Her wings pulsed with need. She cast her
attention to the male hunched weakly on the branch beside her.

"How much longer?" She asked.
The male lifted his head and the feathery antennae turned Her way.
"Not long now," he whispered.

"Go with the Wind," She said then dismissed the dying male. He had
served his purpose in their midnight mating. His death meant no more to
Her than had his life.

A high-pitched sound whistling amongst the foliage drew the Queen's
attention and She trembled. There were bats nearby and although the
airborne rodents never ventured close to the Nest, a part of Her feared the
ferocious creatures. Instinctively, She engaged the jamming device in
Her brain and sent out Her own sonar to generate sound waves that
would confuse the bats.

"Filthy flying rats," She mumbled as the male beside Her tumbled from
the branch to float to the ground in his final death throes. She gave a
mental shrug and forgot about the brilliantly hued male.

The aroma of the approaching Bearer of Sustenance intensified and the
Nest stopped all movement. It hung from the small branch onto which It
had undulated and now clung there, the lowest larvae in the pod dangling
seven feet from the ground.



Sensing the Bearer closing in on Her Nest, the Queen flexed her hind
legs and propelled Herself from the high branch. She arched upward for
a few feet, twisted Her bulky body into two lazy spirals, and then flitted
through the trees to come around behind Her victim.

Silently, stealthily, She observed Her prey and was pleased to note it was
a specimen of some superiority. Its smell was not as unpleasant as some
She had encountered. The thought of the rich, red blood coursing through
its veins made Her giddy.

Unaware of the dreadful threat suspended in wait, the Bearer crunched
gravel beneath its heavy feet as it moved down the pathway. Its eyes-
acclimated to the shadows but unable to see that which draped from the
tree branch-darted about the forest, searching for predators on the
ground.

It did not sense the danger overhead.

And so it came closer, closing in on the place where the Nest dangled in
the wind.

The Nest held Its breath, the spiracles on Its abdomens ceasing to rise
and fall with Its intake of air.

Gently, coquettishly, the Queen glided toward the Bearer. Seductively,
She brushed her right wing across the Bearer's cheek, startling the prey,
bringing it to a halt directly beneath the swag of Her Nest.

Risking an attack from the prey, She flitted by it once more, garnering
the full attention of the Bearer, keeping it still beneath the dangling
cluster of Her offspring. One compound eye refracted the Bearer's
surprised face while the other took in the release of the Nest from the
branch over the head of the prey.

Though She could not hear the scream of terror that erupted from the
mouth of the prey as the Nest quickly slithered over its forehead to attach
Itself to the Bearer's face, the Queen took delight in the convulsive
movements of the human writhing on the ground, its hands digging at the



mass of larvae. She watched with glee as the prey's hands, stung by the

venomous urticating hairs covering Her offspring's bodies, arched away
from its face. The spines were now sticking to the prey's fingers, buried
in its flesh, and would be causing acute agony.

Death-six times more potent than the venom of most pit vipers-would
claim the prey within a short time. The venom lurking in the poisonous
spines on the Nest's bodies would coagulate the blood in the prey’s veins;
its kidneys would cease to function. Taking of the Sustenance that kept
the Nest alive would have to be done quickly while the blood still
flowed.

The flesh could be devoured at a leisurely rate.
The marrow extracted.

The bones ground into a fine powder She could suck up through her
proboscis.

"Enjoy, my children,” the Queen advised.

As the hungry mandibles of Her offspring sank sharp fangs into the
Bearer's flesh, She sighed and settled on the branch to rest. Her outspread
wings fluttered in the night wind.

"What are these?" the little girl asked, pointing to the cluster of
caterpillars clinging to the tree.

"Don't touch!" the guide warned. He pulled the child back. "They will
sting you."

"They're just big worms, aren't they?" the child's mother asked in a bored
voice. She fanned herself with the straw hat she'd purchased on the tour
bus. "Aren't you being a bit melodramatic?"

The guide shook his head. "No, Senora. They are the larvae of the
Lonomia moth. They are mucho poisonous."



She hung Her head in abject misery. The blood of Her offspring was on
his evil hand.

"Kill me," She said, unable to move. "As you have killed my children."
He brought Her close to his face. "I think not," he said.
Her terror grew. "What are you going to do with me?"

His smile was predatory, as sinful as the darkest reaches of the Abyss.
"Don't you like surprises, Moth?" he questioned.

The children filed past the collections in the museum cases and marveled
at the beauty of the butterflies and moths pinned within the glass shadow
boxes. When they came to the one that was labeled Nightwind's Moth,
they felt uncomfortable and hurried on.

It wasn't that the moth inside the gilt-framed box was ugly for it was
quite beautiful.

It wasn't that it was the largest moth in the collection for it was not.
What caused the unsettling effect on those who viewed this lone
specimen pinned to the black velvet fabric was the way the compound
eyes seemed to track their viewer.

The insect almost looked alive.

Only a passing bat that might happen by the windows of the museum late

at night would ever hear the never-ending shrill scream of hopelessness
from the gilt-framed shadowbox.
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