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Invasion
               of the

Waterbody Snatchers
In a world. . .
A slow-motion summer 
blockbuster horror movie is 
currently in production 
across the lands and 
waters of New York State. 
Youʼll swear youʼve seen 
this one already—its plot and 
cast of stereotypes are well-
tattooed into our cultural memory 
by generations of monster/space-
invader/slasher movies—but you 
havenʼt. This one is far more 
terrifying, largely because it is 
more documentary than 
science fiction.
Before the final scenes are 
even shot, film enthusiasts 
will want answers to the 
following questions:
Does it have invading 
aliens?
We have them by the boatload and truckload. These invasive species of weeds, bugs, mollusks, fish, 
invertebrates, and other critters cover all sizes and biological classifications from giant hogweed to 
spiny waterflea. Adaptive and indifferent habitat predators all, with names like snakehead, rock snot, 
knotweed and milfoil. And the cast just keeps growing. Expect sequels.
Is it set in isolated rural communities with vulnerable populations?
Naturally. Many of these organisms have already gained footholds and beachheads in small upstate 
locales spreading along interstate highways and commercial and recreational waterways. In the 
Adirondacks alone, this onslaught threatens to wreck some of New Yorkʼs irreplaceable natural 
resources, and undermine the recreation and tourism economies of the humans that depend on them.
Does it have geeky scientists?
You bet! As a matter of fact, a bunch of them sounded the alarms again only last week at an Albany 
symposium sponsored by New York Natural Heritage Program (a partnership between New York 
State Department of Environmental Conservation and The Nature Conservancy).

A skeptical public?
Always.
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How about a generic geezer who makes common sense observations?
Need you ask? This is New York. Besides, somebody needs to point out that the state would need to 
spend at least $3.5 million per year to staff stewards at its over 600 public boat launches (not 
counting commercial and private ramps) just for the weeks between Memorial and Labor Days. Also 
that environmental self-enlightenment at the waterʼs edge is unlikely when your target audience is an 
exhausted family of tourists rushing to get boat, kids, pets, coolers, fishing gear and inflatable vinyl 
sea creatures on the water as soon as possible.
At any point in the film does somebody get to say, “We traced the call. Itʼs coming from 
inside the house!”?
Well, sort of. The Bureau of Fisheries within the DEC manages the boat launches. Their mission is 
to get as many boats as possible shuttling between as many bodies of water as possible as quickly 
as possible. Ignoring clear evidence to the contrary, Fisheries personnel maintain that the wordy, 
faded warning posters at launch sites are an adequate safeguard against the ongoing spread of 
invasive organisms.
Can zombies swim?
Okay, this question is a little off-topic. But since you asked, many of the worst aliens—the aquatic 
invasive species—live in water. Like zombies they are out to devour the brains and reasoning 
powers of political leaders who simply donʼt want to think about this subject.
So, who is the hero?
A lot of people are hoping it will be a certain popular young governor who claims to enjoy fishing 
Adirondack lakes with his daughters.
Any sidekick?
Throw in a new DEC commissioner who understands the terrain. (Spoiler Alert: he most likely gets 
devoured by undead special interest groups before the credits roll.)
How about a hot and savvy blonde?
Negotiations are underway with the Food Network.
For the important 18-to-25 and senior demographics, do young and old people step in at the 
end and save the state from destruction?
Glad you asked. Given the present fiscal climate in Albany, there are few practical hopes for a happy 
ending that truly preserves New Yorkʼs natural heritage for future generations. One possibility is a 
massive mobilization of volunteers from New Yorkʼs public schools and senior centers willing to 
spend summer hours educating visitors on how best to avoid transporting invading hoards of alien 
destroyers. But it wonʼt happen without top-down leadership.

FADE IN. A still mountain lake. A guideboat with two fishermen emerges from the heavy mist. 
Ominous pulsing music gradually swells beneath the peaceful scene. 

Commish: Sh-h-h. Did you hear that? 
Gov: Loons?
Commish: No. It sounded like “we-e-e-e n-n-n-e-e-e-e-e-e-ed 
                      bra-a-a-a-a-a-a-ai-i-i-i-i-i-i-i-i-n-n-n-n-ns!”
Gov: Brains. Yes. But we could also use a strategy. . .

Mark Wilson plays the generic geezer role as President of The Shore Owner!s Association of Lake Placid.


