Human Cattle

I’m telling this to let people know how things were.  They weren’t always like this, with our people being kept as prisoners, breed and slaughtered like cattle.  Once we were masters of this planet, controlling everything, doing what we wanted, but that’s not how it is anymore.  Not since they came. Once in a while they will trade one of us for another from a different group, but their tongues are always removed before.  I guess that keeps us from communicating with others.  


It was about fifteen years ago when they came, I’d guess.  Their ships came down and hovered over our largest cities for a few days before anything happened.  Then people began to just disappear, slowly at first.  The first person I noticed missing was a woman from work named Gwen.  Yes, I was at work.  The president asked everyone to remain calm, and proceed with our lives as usual.  When the company called to see where she was, her husband said he didn’t know.  He woke up one day, and she just wasn’t in bed.  Then more and more people began to disappear.  Of course we decided to do something, and the government attempted to contact the ships, but they received no reply.  After a many more weeks of disappearances, something drastic had to be done.  A small military attack was launched, in attempt to scare the ships away with our firepower.  Every plane and helicopter was utterly destroyed without causing so much as a scratch to the ships.  By this time, the population of Philadelphia (where I lived) was reduced to a few thousand. But we had an idea what was happening to everyone.  The entire middle of the USA was apparently destroyed (no contact could be made with any city between Chicago and Denver), and what’s more, nothing that entered the area returned.  I don’t know what really happened, that’s just my theory.


One morning I woke up where I am now.  I honestly don’t know where this is, but I’ll say Kansas.  It’s as good a guess as any.  It doesn’t really matter where it is.  My group lives in a large building resembling a shelter you’d go to during a hurricane.  For being as advanced as they appear to be, they sure gave us a low-tech shelter.  During the day we can go outside to a large field.  I’m not sure, but I’d say the building and field are both 300 square feet.  At the edge of the field is a twenty-foot fence made of razor sharp wire.  The fence is probably electrified, but I’m not going to find out.  Our group is made up of 100 people:  twenty males, and eighty females.  The children are kept in a different part of the complex.  Our numbers are constantly being replenished, as once one of us gets too old they are taken to the slaughterhouse.  At least I assume that’s where they are taken.  No one ever returns, so we don’t know for sure.  I guess I’ve been lucky being selected as a breeder.  I’m sure some children go straight to the slaughterhouse.  


There’s not much to do here during the day.  We either talk among ourselves, or go outside to walk out there.  When they decide it’s time for me to breed, I wake up in a room with a female.  We almost never see them, but we’ve seen enough as a group to figure out what they look like.  They look to be more than eight feet tall, but very slim.  Their skin is gray, and they have no hair.  That’s about all we know.  

Once a day the women are milked.  I know it’s not normal for them to produce so much, but I think there’s something in the food that causes extra milk to be produced.  When it’s time for the women to be milked, a door opens in the far wall.  If a women refuses to go, they are missing by the next morning.  Usually they show back up within a week, but with no memory of what happened, but they never refuse to go through the door again.  The same thing happens to the males if they refuse to breed.  I didn’t once.  I’m not sure what happened, but deep down I know I don’t want it to happen again.  I guess we’ve been conditioned to do what they want us to do.  


We’re given three meals a day.  The meals consist solely of potatoes, bread, random green vegetables, and what I assume is a mash of different grains.  What I wouldn’t give for a cheeseburger.  


There’s not much more to say really.  Our lives will never go back to the way they were before, but even if they did, what would be the point?  I’m sure everything is destroyed, so we’d be back in the Stone Age.  That’s not the kind of life I want to live.


In time no one will remember the way it was, and maybe that’s for the best.  If we don’t remember, we’ll be content with the lives we have.  So why did I tell you all this.  I know we don’t have any hope, but I’ll be damned if I see the Human race turn into cattle as long as I’m around.

                                                                  -as told by Walter Chase

Part 2

Human Rights

(Roughly translated)


“Mom, can I talk to you?  I’ve been thinking about this a lot lately, and I need to discuss it with someone.”


“Sure thing, what it is?”


“Well, I’ve been thinking about why we eat the humans.  There’s a lot of other stuff we could eat, why eat them?”


“Why shouldn’t we?  It’s the natural order of things: the stronger prey upon the weaker.  Even the humans with their miniscule intellect knew that, why do you think they had cattle?  Anyways, the humans taste better than anything else.  What else would you eat, grains and vegetables like we feed to the humans?”


“What’s wrong with eating what they do?”


“If we did, we’d be no different than them.  We’re far superior to them, so it’s our place in the universe to dine upon them.  If you don’t prey upon the weaker species, you deny them and yourself the proper place in the universe.  They’re so mentally inferior that there’s no reason for them to live.  Look at what they were doing before we came, they were lucky they hadn’t destroyed themselves.  Millions of them had too little to eat.  At least now they get to live in relative comfort until they die.”


“I know we’re more advanced then they could ever hope to be, but shouldn’t we use our power to be kind and merciful masters instead of slaughtering them everyday?  Just because they are inferior to us doesn’t mean they still aren’t living creatures.  Why should something have to die just because I’m hungry?  You say it’s their place to die?  Let’s say for a second that there was a superior creature to us in the universe.  Would you just lie down and let yourself be eaten because ‘it’s our proper place’?”  


“That’s not a valid question.  There’s nothing more powerful out there than us, but ok, let’s say it is wrong to kill them.  We can get milk from them without killing them, is that wrong?”


“Yes it is.  By using them as a source of food we deny them their basic rights as a living creature, and treat them as nothing but a machine designed to do a job for us.  They can’t have a soul if we treat them like we do.”


“They don’t have a soul anyways.  They aren’t enlightened enough to grasp the truth of the universe, so they don’t have souls.”


“I didn’t say they did, but that’s besides the point.  Anyways, you know that their population can’t keep up with our feeding needs.  Then what?  We just leave and do the same thing to another planet, throwing them back thousands of years.”


“Why should we care?  They are just stupid animals.  Their lives were futile before we came, at least now they serve a purpose: to feed us.  You can argue with me all day, but it won’t make a difference.  We’re stronger than them, they taste good, and they’re too stupid to live.  Face it, they’re better off now then they ever could have been without us.  They were better off dead, so we can help them with that, while helping ourselves.”

