The Deinosuchus Defense

by Timothy Grubbs

The small platoon of Confederate soldiers trudged through the deep overgrowth of the swamp.

Separated from their platoon, the battered rebels sought escape in the murky jungle. The attack by the group of Union ironclads had taken their unit completely by surprise.

The attack wouldn’t have been such a grievous blow, if not for the simple fact that a well-trained unit in the Confederate military should have been able to spot a division of ironclads a mile away. Instead, the ironclads had apparently been lying in wait for the patrol. The silence of the armored machines was shocking.

Captain Armstrong Lee reminded himself that he’d have to file a lengthy report on the ironclads’ effectiveness, no doubt a new Union design that would make all the difference on the plains of Cretasus, the Dinosaur Planet, not to mention other worlds where the battles between the Union and the Confederacy still raged.

Lee was one of the more experienced Confederate patrol leaders and knew the area pretty well. When his superiors gave the order to retreat rather than ace the overpowering Union ironclads, Captain Lee led his small platoon into the nearby swamp when the ironclads would find it difficult to follow.

So far, Captain Lee’s instinct was correct. The silent-running ironclads had apparently not followed them, since there were no sounds of snapping vines, splashing water, and the other signs you’d attribute to a massive piece of metal walking through a thick swamp.

Captain Lee’s next objective was to exit through the other side of the swamp and regroup with the patrol. What was originally a large scouting mission to locate sites for future military bases had now turned into a mission of delivering information about the new Union ironclads to his superiors.

Captain Lee knew that even if Major Eddington and the other members of the patrol didn’t escape the ironclads – even if they had been captured – he was still going to deliver his report to his superiors. Major Eddington and the others would have to fend for themselves until a rescue mission could be planned.

Captain Lee stopped the approach of his unit once they arrived at a small lake in the middle of the swamp. The brave Confederate captain knew exactly what inhabited the murky lake: enormous alligators capable of devouring his platoon in seconds. Stealth and cunning would be required to pass around it to avoid the creatures lying in wait.

“We’re going to have to walk around one at a time. I’ll go first,” the captain told his men.

Lee picked up a large tree limb from off the murky ground and hurled it as far as he could throw it. The stick hit the water with a mild “splud” as tiny ripples filled the surrounding water. There wasn’t any other sign of movement in the water. The native inhabitant was capable of going almost unnoticed in its natural habitat, but Lee knew that his thrown branch had been successful in distracting it.

He carefully walked around the water, being careful not to make a single sound. After making it across, he motioned for the next soldier to follow.

Suddenly, the silence of the swamp was shattered by the sound of a buzzsaw cutting through the thick vines around the lake. Lee turned and saw one of the large Union ironclads successfully cutting through the underbrush and making its way towards the startled Confederates.

Lee saw that there was only one avenue of escape. The speed of the ironclad was stunning in almost any environment.

 “Run through the water! Do it as fast as you can!” the brave Captain Lee shouted to his soldiers.

The loyal soldiers obeyed, quickly attempting to place the small swamp lake between themselves and the marvel of Union engineering.

Lee knew that the fastest way for the Union to get to his unit would be for it to go through the deep swamp. The pilot inside would most likely be protected from the water, but the Union’s unfamiliarity with Cretasus’s wildlife would be the decisive factor in the escape of Lee’s platoon.

Just as Lee predicted, the massive ironclad began to trudge through the lake at an alarming rate. Whatever made the Union machines so silent also gave it an advantage in the water.

The large ripples in the water were the only sign that anyone was even moving through it as the silent ironclad made its way through the murk.

Lee prayed that his instincts were correct and that the ironclad would soon meet with an unforeseen calamity, namely the beast that now found his home being disturbed by a much larger creature.

The ironclad was halfway through the murky lake when, as if on cue, the native carnivore leaped from the water, surprising the ironclad’s pilot.

Knocked off balance, the ironclad found itself submerged in the water as the reptilian Deinosuchus bit into it with massive, sharp teeth.

The ironclad’s pilot panicked at the sudden reversal of his current situation. Where he was originally the hunter, he was now the prey of an unforeseen adversary. The pilot tried desperately to force the large crocodile off his metal suit, but the more he tried, the deeper he sunk under the water.

Before long the fighting stopped. The Deinosuchus triumphantly straddled its fallen prey, though not without suffering some injuries from the ironclad’s buzzsaw and needle-gattling gun. The pilot was either dead or dying, the ironclad having been breached and water flowing into the cockpit.

Captain Lee was satisfied with the results. The Union would have a hard time locating the ironclad, despite the transponder which was supposedly inside each union ironclad. The delay might just give Captain Lee’s comrades the time to retrieve the suit for themselves and determine how the Union modified its original ironclad designs to allow for a more silent operation.

Captain Lee turned and led his troops towards the fastest exit from the swamp. He would have plenty of time to think about the many details to include in his report.

The most glaring point would be that he only succeeded because he was not stupid enough to challenge the dinosaurs in their home environment, a clear distinction between Confederate and Union troops.

As long as the Union continued to disregard the native wildlife of Cretasus, the Confederates would continue to hold that advantage. The Dinosaur Planet was a cruel mistress, and its children were not to be bothered if you hoped to survive.

