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The Raid on Heteropterans

They could probably
take over the

whole works right
now if they wanted,
but the world is in
such a mess
according to the 11
o’clock news, they’ve
wisely decided to
bide their time.

hey outnumber us — 800,000 species to our
one; two, if you count Michael Jackson.
They're smarter than we are and they have
unlimited patience. Entomologists agree
that when the Big One hits, when
Armageddon arrives, after the smoke clears
from the Great Cataclysm, it’s not the
meek, but the insects that will have inherit-
ed the earth.

We spend countless millions every year
to fight bugs. The bugs don’t spend a dime
and they are winning. What does that tell
you? And what is even more exasperating,
they win without giving us a second
thought. The Geneva Convention never
considered the possibility that a war could
be won by ignoring the enemy and with-
out bankrupting the winner. There is no
evidence to suggest that bugs, indi-
vidually or collectively, ponder
the realities of coexistence
with us on this planet.
They could probably
take over the
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whole works right now if they wanted, but
the world is in such a mess according to
the 11 o’clock news, they’ve wisely decided
to bide their time.

To a bug, we are less than nothing ... a
minus ... nada. Whereas, we, or at least the
entomologists, agonize over bugs all the
time. If you should corner an entomologist,
even at a party, and demand to know what
he’s thinking, he’ll answer “bugs” if he's
truthful. What kind of a life is this, devoting
your whole existence to something that
pointedly ignores you, even though many
marriages operate more or less successfully
under the same conditions?

Recently, I was reading at home in the li-
brary (sometimes referred to as the “bath-

room”), when I noticed a small in-

sect of the suborder heteroptera of
the order Hemiptera crawling
across the linoleum. Big mis-
take; crawling. The Johnson

Wax Co., manufacturer of

(<)
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There are no fat bugs or anorexic bugs,
bugs with last year’s hairdos or painted mandibles.
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Raid, states that 98 percent of all bug
deaths are the result of moving viola-
tions. The first thing a bug should learn
is to not move. A stationary bug can
easily be mistaken for debris on the
floor for maybe a month at our house,
but a moving bug is asking for it. He's
thinking, I got all these legs, I'm a born
locomotor, I gotta move!

So this bug marches toward the
baseboard; lefts, rights, lefts, rights,
pauses for a few seconds, does a right
flank maneuver, reverses himself and
then climbs a couple inches up the
wall. This would be the human equiva-
lent of scaling a 30-story building with-
out climbing accessories, safety ropes,
or a net. If there were a ladybug watch-
ing, you might think he was just show-
ing off or performing part of a mating
ritual, but he’s a loner.

I'm thinking, what’s one bug doing
in my bathroom? Is he the point man
for a whole battalion of invaders lying
doggo in the wainscoting, waiting to
see if the coast is clear? Or is he lost, a
doofus bug that can’t distinguish the
bathroom from the kitchen and has
now concluded that there’s nothing
here to eat but soap, talcum powder
and Neosporin? That’s what happens
sometimes when one achieves maturi-
ty by metamorphosis rather than by
direct growth.

Yes, of course, the kitchen! Head for
the kitchen, that’s where they keep the
good stuff, he decides, instinct tri-
umphing over intelligence. And so he
gets all his legs operating in the same
plane in a proper bug rhythm and I, in
my infinite compassion, decide to not
squash him — yet.

He aborts his mission to climb to the
ceiling, rappels down to floor level again
and charges off to ... Whoa! His little

feet dig in as he slides to a halt on the
linoleum. He has no idea where the
kitchen is, that it’s at least four light-
years (bug time) from his present posi-
tion. Makes you wonder, doesn’t it, how
they’re going to survive and we won't?
At least I know where the kitchen is, but
I wouldn’t take any bets that the bug
won't find it sooner or later.

In fact, I saw him there subsequent-
ly, or one just like him, which opens
another mystery. You take 50 sow bugs
(which are technically not bugs at all,
but animals), for example and every
one of them will have perfect little bug
bodies and little bug faces, all identical.

How come all bugs of the same
species look exactly the same? There are
no fat bugs or anorexic bugs, bugs with
last year’s hairdos or painted mandibles.
If a bug looked in a mirror, how would
it know it was him? How do bugs recog-
nize their friends without name tags?

“Hi, Joe!”

“I'm not Joe, I'm Kevin.”

“Sorry, you look just like Joe. Are
you sure you're not Joe?”

“I dunno. I suppose I could be.”

I think the reason the invertebrates
will triumph over the vertebrates in the
final analysis is that in their complex
social structures they have no lawyers.
Screw up in their society and you're off
the team, out of the nest. You're an ex-
bug. The ACLU couldn’t get you a hear-
ing. Everyone has a job and he or she
does it without question. There’s no lit-
igation, no appeals, no arbitration.

“l don’t wanna be a drone any-
more.”

“You don’t wanna be a drone? It’s al-
ways about you, innit? Get back in line.”

If that’s where we're heading and it’s
inevitable, fine! I don’t want to think
about it anymore. You can bet though,

when the time comes, they’ll take Park
Avenue and Boardwalk. Maybe if we're
lucky, they’ll leave us Baltic Avenue. If
we're really lucky, they’ll forget who
sprayed the Raid. CDA
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