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Dr. Solomon 0. lyasere, Sr.

1940 - 2016

Dr. Solomon Ogbede ivasere, Sr., 76, CSUB Outstanding Frolassor of English, died
Sunday, March 20, at San Joaguin Memaorial Hospital after a brief iliness,

Soloman spent a distinguished 44-year career at CSUB, joining the CSUB taculty in
1972 after completing a PhD in English from Binghamton University in Binghamion, NY.

Hired as an assistant professor to teach Shakespeare and erary criticism, Solomon
earmed early tenure and promotion to associate professor in 1974 and became a full professor
in 1978, He received the Millie Ablin Excellence Award in Teaching in 1985-86, the Exceptional
Merit Award for Excellence in Teaching in numergus years, was a Wang Award and Professor
of the Year nominge, and was one of 50 professors selected nalionwide by the American
Association for Higher Education, the Carnegie Foundation for the Advancement of Teaching,
for extracedinary leadership in teaching, scholarship, and service. Solomon developed and
taught more than 35 courses in creative writing, world literature, Shakespeare, non-westem
literature, African literature, and African-American literature, He published extensively on the



oral tradition in African and African-Amencan Blerature, eaming interational recognition as a
pioneering scholar of African Merature, retorical critic, and essayist who distinguished
Euroceniric and Afro-centric forms of literary criticism and devised a new approach, which he
termed “cullural formalism,” 1o analyze African and African-American literature.

Solomon's most highly regarded scholarship includes analyses of Nobel prize-winning
author Toni Morrison's Beloved and Sula and of Chinua Achebe's Things Fall Apart, as well as
publications an Cifello, including Racial [ssues in Shakespears s Othello; “Race Matters:
Approaches to Shakespeare's Offvelio,” and “Pardon Me, Professor. Why Do | Have to Read
Chhello™

As tounding Director of Diversity Services (1988-92), Solomon laid the groundwaork for
inchusive excelence and collaborated to establish eflective policies and guidesnes 1o diversily
faculty and stafl, He heiped revise the general education curiculum 1o inchude multicultural and
international dimensions and designed the English Single-Subject Teacher Preparation program
fo incorporate mulliculturalism. He developed the MA in Teaching of English, now the
comerstone lor educating community college writing teachers in the region. He chaired the
Depariment of English and Communications {194:2-98), co-founded the Career Beginnings
Program and the Emest Williams, Jr. Scholarship Fund, and served on numerous departmental
and university-wide committess.

Solomon's legacy includes his founding of Orphews, CSUB's annual student literary
Jeumal, Since 1973, Orpheus has published the work of more than 2,500 students, several of
wham have become national award-winning writers and playwrights.

Son ol the ate Johnson Uigwe and Esimotogiwa Okoro Iyasere, Solomon is survived by
his wife, Marla Wynn Mudar lyasere, PhD, their three children, Chiistiana Adesua Modupe
Iyasere, MD MBA, Solomon Ogbede Iyasere, Jr., MBS, Julia Esimalogiwa lyasere, MD MBA,
son-in-law Saumya Das, MD PhD, and grandchildren Nayan lyasere Das, Lola yasere Das, and
Ayla lyasere Das.

A Memorial Tribute will be celebrated at 10 A. M, on Saturday, April 9th at Hilicrest
Memarial Park Pavilion, 9101 Kem Canyon Road, Bakersfield, CA.

In lhew of flowers, the family requests donations be made o the Dr. Solomon O lyasedne,
Sr. Memorial Scholarship, CSUB Foundation, 9001 Stockdale Highway, Bakersfield, CA 93311,
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Shydel Villa
Fleur

Sha capsulated
The sun,
Thie brrigtle of thae heaves,
The towch of skin,
And honey breathe

She was everything
Evernywhare

She leels deeper
Undarstands more

Only to be ruined
For brisk emotions.

So perhaps wihen they say-
To leave what is beautitul alondg

It's to save-
Us instead,




The Grove

Fink, & cobor of distingt marvel that has descendad ower time from a trail of masculinity 1o
lemininity. It's trve how colors have no connotation; we as humans have assigned meaning, The
indecisive red pastel of a color decorales the flowers, staining them with an indescent ghow,
transcending over the small grove in clusters of buds and blooméng tendrils.

I's sirmpla in its magnificence, as people stray by the path and slop o admine of Meager
alang the cool path protectad by the shade of the grove. Delicately placed on that pathway was
a stack of books one could only look peculiarly a1 because of 18 odd mixtuse of genres and time
relevancy, and the only pattern that could be deciphered in its entirety was that each had a
roral thame with a purpose of bringing humility and understanding to the readers. As 1o why
they were stacked in such a pike, one think they were forgotten, but fime and age had been the
most unbecoming 1o the novels seeing as they were conaumed by the fiowers within the grove,
the branches reaching out 1o cover the books o olfer them peace and protection, but not
enough o dismiss their tithes to give a peak as 1o what they wera.

Ard with this, one could be tempted 1o reach down and take the books, but it was a
comman pathway, and no one had touched the small pile of wards, 5o it leads to wonder as o
why nobody else had thought fo take the books throughout the years for their sell-possessgion,

Mo, they were to be présenved, and the Soul that was to reach down and break up the
scanery and detach the flowers from their belongings would be a courageous soul destined 1o

change their life.
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Mateo Lara

The New Age and Other Poams

The New Age
I've burned ol my fingerprints and I've been hollow ever since, transcending ihe gray space,
I'm a ragged path milo the woods to hiddan lakes, sbllborm wormer of a nevar-anding night,
And this color of the vaid can never be replaced or altered.
I'm in trve maath of Eliot and the womb of Plath,
Strugghing for a modermnistpost-modernist sentiment of th past,
That doesn't cling to the bones like the words “fuck” and *fagget” do.
I'm of the new age with a bifter fongue and reviving what it means to be “ioo sensitive” and
“politically comecl,” a “social justice wardior,” never geliing a proper grip.
But, god, | find someathing haly about blood, and somathing holy about when you cum,
And drinking in bars downtown, when you're 21, with people you love, and walching people who
don know the difference batween Donald Trump and the Denal, distorting their Bves.
I'm searching for answears in the pit of my stomach, and my ribs are bruised and my lungs and
my heart are rofting like meat in the swun; | ook a prayer and bugied it.
And | know love, not ke 8 Shakespeanan sonneal,
But Fke a creature with claws and Tangs, all Hallowesn, bleeding in my dirty mouth,
I'm &till the litle brown boy, who loves pale white angels, Seraphim, Ginsberg's old white tale,
Oin the way It s and was to be gay, only his skin was the snow,
My skin,.. muddy Irom all my ancasior's graves in the waber,
In the wambs of their mothers and thedr words in a language that has been lost ko me since |
was 5 years oid in a city with bad air.
| swallow My SOMOWS Bvery night, givi up my Bght o the majesty darkness, | grit my testh when
| sleap and | whisper boy's names thal calch their afternoon classes,
With girls they don't love properly. I'm learning the world is shattering,
And we're of ihe new age, budt up in new rules, all of us, prelending we're nol, but we are, |ust
in different degreas like the lemperalures nsing in the wabers of the wordd, and the earth is
crying, and there's somea changa in a thought, pressing on, boom, like that,
“I have nothing 1o do with explosions,” but I'm always bursting
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Rush

Iam. .. wikd nothing,
Had built churches for a purity ring.
Sought balance and composure,
For having such small hands,
And in replacing my only sweet somow,
| have rushed the art of growing up.
I am cancerous and needy,
Built a tine shrine from your body ache,
Bled you out every chance | got,
Collected bones in a chest, like reasure, with fingers against thin veins of a lover,
Pale-moonlit temple and scepter and aliar,
Combining the want and the fallen ather,
I am that ane. ..l know no other way 1o lind the truth.
| am black hair, brown eyes, broken unwashed hands,
Caopper, dizzying deep mud skin,
| am rushing the art of honesty,
O trusth, of hying, of prey and predator,
Ot drinking, of lucking, of buying, of working,
I am rughing the an of survival, learning how to shut my glitter stained mouth,
Took & whiskey shot in the pool, and watched you drogl over girls,
As | snuck a cigaretts from your back pockel and lit in my heart,
All rage and chemical moans,
Burnad desire like a forest, and watched flower patals disintegrate.
There it i5...1the rush, now hush... walch the aftermath of our best laid plans. ..consuma.



Nihilistic
Far Mihael
A serpent ate your fruit, (as vicious)
And went writhing with you in the garden, (as natural)
Tald you light was darkness, (as wicked)
And duality meant despair, and you laid there, (as tiring)
Swallowing everything, as if gold would pour from out your tears, (as daunting)
| see the strong playing with your bones, (as strength)
Suffocating everything you've ever been, (as identity)
To think it meant nothing to hold the sun between your hands, {as light)
And dream about the knife under your bed, and what love felt like, (as passion)
Deep in your red wine, there was blood and a lover that haunted you, (as nighimarish)
You were everything and nothing, swinging your arms, (as etemity)
In ritualistic patterns, to tell me life had oblivion as mistress, (as eternally)
And you did this to prove a point, left me in the garden, (as growing)
With all your rotted memaries, | still whisper your name, (as echoing)
Even it everything was dying, | held one belief in the eyes you stole from me. (as energy)
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Keith Kirouac

The Truth about the Birds and the Bees

The bees are unlike birds.
I've heard the buzz.
Hawks soar solitarily

On greal wings

Whila bugs huddle lowhy
To fhutter

Then sting.

Bewarg!

Insacis do nod pair.

It is a many-feathered friend
Wha builds a nest

And rests upon the eggs.

5till, not a birds fiy

Theagh they might. . .make an attempt.
The cock knows only cocing and preening.
Meanwhile,

Hives coma alive

With drones who know

That at the center lays a queen,

A Stand

Sundiving hard times

ks ot turning sour lemons:
Into cool refreshment;

It's taking those lemons
And trading for fimies.
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Keith Kirouac

Loving & woman

Is ot about bringing her
A beautitul bougquet

Of tragrant flowers
And a dozean of het
Fawvarite sweet treals.

It S nOl @5Coaing har,

Armein-asm,

To the latest hol-spod,

Turning her friends green with envy
And hae pink wilh gisdingss.

Loving & woman is
Walching her trip

Owver ridiculous shoes
That she honestly beliaves
Make her legs look Detter
To skin her partectly round knses ned
As she noisily spews
Pinkish Bgueur

On expensivie Ioors
Beatore smearing it on

Your carefully knotled tie.

Loving a woman
—really loving her—
Iz still being glad
You can kiss her
Gooadnight.

Loving a Woman




Jell Eagan

Bocause a Science Book Told Me So

| read or heard

from & science book o a teacher when | was ten (o elevan)

that all the water in the world would one day end

with every drop I'd never saved, Meither mild was my alarm nor thowght of my trepldation
but frivolows waters | enjoyed and wasted.

Yal this memaory remains: that one
day I'll never live nor drink agakn, _ﬂ__ﬁL
—-"L__

Harrington Park

WVl it matter that
YOU Swim in watar,
spelling thankless death?

Will my privilege treading gallons -
marked with chiorine sweaal -
malter when in dusty comers

my lonely trophies rast?

As a boy | swam in poiscned waters,
Ag a child you were irrigated,

Your children will kick dirt with fool’s gold and feel rich yet
My son will inherit the anxiety of memory, an intruder in your dust

And soon it will not matter; he'll swim
but he'll fear drowring. -
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Mark Saso

Inside the Life of a CSUB Student

Aurive 45 minutes before class
To tind a decent spot. Walk
10 minules even with a pass.
Must hustle to class, no time for talking.

‘Walk into lecture find my usual Seat.
Unboad my bag: a pencil and notebook
| throw onto my desk. Shall | retreat
To study or open up my Facebook?

The professor shows up, he speaks, | wite,
Check the clock 14 times until he slops.
I pack up and walk into the sunlight,
Cmiy to repaat it for 10 weeks tops.

Keap going to schood “) will pay it off in
Time.” Gel your degree, walk. Fin.




Greg C. Bolanos

Seahorses Don't Have These Problems

Seahorses never discuss politics,

Thiey livee their lives without questioning their existence.

Male seaharses give birth, but do they consider this a miracla?

Do they talk about seahorse abortion like it's a one-way ticket to Hell?

Mah. They bump their pregnant bellkes together in celebaaton

And have up 1o ifteen-hundred babies at a ime without blinking an independently operable eye.

D they mock each other when they have more than five-hundred babies?

Do thry call gach other “wide load” or “egyg cradie™?

Of course not, they just move on and eat thirty to fitty Mysis Shiimp a day without a carne,
They don't call one ancther tat tor eating forty shrimp in comparison to their thirty-five.
They don’t compare anything at all really.

Seahorses donl hate their fellow seahorses for voling Trump,

They don'l shame Their irends for masiurbaling dally.

Thiy dont Iry to convert each other 1o seahorse Chrstianiy,

Thay swirn and aat and use pair banding to chadse a single mate for their entire ife;
Seahorses donl debate if they love somecone; they do a courtship dance and then they know.

They don't argus aboul their reason for existing, why the sea is blue or why eel grass is green,
They don't covet what famous seahorsas have because they just don't think about it.

They dont even discisa politics duning voling season,

Seahorses just don't have these problems.
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Laura Robble

Patient Notes

| =1a71

I- the human coal rack

which laft my bwo feal sore,
smelling of rotian agg-

standing by the classroom door,

On the bus ride home they'd shout
QUTHOUSE! QUTHOUSE!

I- a dediberate turn to the right-

would ignore their stares, their hate-
wringing swealy hands, and wait tll four,
That night, as every night thal dragged by-
the old clock stuck on six-

the rats in mather’s cabinet
scurried by and stared at ma.
CHILDHOOD

should not be 50 hard- or bleak- or dark-
bud it was for me, that child of eight.



Patient Notes, p. 2

[ross |

I remeamiber 100 well

that diank srmell that permeated
inside the slore-

END OF RIVER AMTIQUES

a 5:gn read, outside the door,

I, about 35, along with two boys-
ages two and six. Well, it was

our favorite place just up that road?
Their firaplace hot- yet it heated only
one small room where Dale sat,
racking- day by day.

The rest of the store was cold.

My sons would gather toys.

Me? Porcetain pleces and dolls.,
That was long ago-
18887 My mind is gane.

Two years ago we drove by

and the store was gone as well-
replaced by some other “99° edifice
so comman today. Sickening.

My sons- much older now-

but | could see that sadness

thiey refusad 1o express.

Thay are now adulis-

ned “allowed” io miss
marmories of the past.

But | do.

And | am not afraid

to admit,



Patlent Motes, p. 3

i 016" |

Continued fascination

at the life I've been given-
punciuated by this messy brain,
“Why this? Why that?

Along, unable to escape,

I turn to medication

And wail. How long?

| cannat say,

becauss | must wait

that appointed time-

Ten days? Two weeks?

He looks up at me,

besgly. Only for seconds-

and then repaals his diagnosis.
“This time be compliant

if you want 10 get betberT

Bast there is o “battes” for me-
onfy marginal improvement
from some anti-anxiety agent-
and some lalse sense of diraction
of someane | pretend to be.

I g that room,

walk down the hall,

and smack the arms that

reach for ma.

“Stay inside your frameas!™

I yell at them, and ignore the stares
from Behind the desk

of that arrogant receptionist.
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Sylvia Brown

To Ama, From Your Forgotten Daughter

yOur love 1oF men consumes you,
i cannol compete.
i am not big enough.

you never wantad a girl.
you even 1old me you wept in sadness when the doctors told you | would be a girl emerging
theaugh your womb and inte your lite,
thia nine months you carmied me in your womb was not enowgh- it was 1o much. (what a
burden)
the twelve hours of labor you endured 1o bring me into this world was not enough- it was oo
much. (what a burden)

th first year of my life- when you first heard me call o you- you did not Bke the sound.
when i walked my first steps, you walked the cther way.
when | began to flower, you told me | was a weed.
when i began lo grow breasts and hips. you told me i was 1o thick around the middle,
i started 1o grow long legs: the only gift you gave me.

your beautilul long, long hegs. boy, do men see those more than mine.
you use thoss kegs like magnetic fields, alluring men who cannot be tamed.
you love that,

ama, ama, did you know cur Mayan mothers before us had those same long legs?
our beautitul ancestors who prayed 10 the moon,
ouwr beautiful ancesiors who slaved all day ensuring their famies could aat,
our beautiful ancesiors who were vicious against unfaithful men,
1o prigtitize the sanclity of Family.
thieir legs were not bor luring danger.
they were used 1o alude brutality. rape.

and owr Mayan mothars’ broad noses weare complhately crucial,
tor validating the safe content of the food to feed their family.
if cenly that was the case with you,
you use that snout of yours to whill cut savages.
you've muzzied through your trove of male chauvinist pigs,
found the mast plump to send around your daughter.
Your Daughter.
Your Daughler.

Your Daughter!

21
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your litthe loverboy dehumanized me, antagonized me, assaulled me, and left me powerkess,
and you lat him.
you chose a man of one years condiional- @xcuse me- you chose a coward of one year's
conditional “lova” over your daughter's twanty years of unconditional love.
you betraved me.
that is the least of it.
you betrayed the body your ancestors gave you.
you beltrayed yourself.



Short Stories

Photograph by Darlin Morales
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Marlin Morales

*x X

Dastaar

The window was open. A dralt walted into Rahul's bedroom, waighty like hot breath. Sid *
sal hunched on the cormer of the bed furthest from the door. Il he straightened his spine, he
could see out the window. The draft passed over his head, ower his unkemp{ hair. Sid would
have 19 put on his dastaar if he went downstairs, but he didnt want 1o deal with his family just
yet. His fists clenched every time their volces rose. A few minutes of silence wasn't too much fo
ask for.

Sid lied back on the bed; the cioth of the dastasr wiinkled underneath him. Faded ptastic
stars littared the cailing. He was amazed they were still up thare. The carnival from edementary
school. The ratfie, Sid had won the packel of stars, and then immediately [ost them o a race
with Marla. He was stunned she had them all these years, and she had given them 1o Rahul as
a token of friendship his first day of high school with them.

A tew raps on (he doar made him twitch, “Sid? You in thera?”

He cleared his throat and =at up, adjusting his sut. "Yeah.” While he would've rather
stayed alone, al least it wasn his dad looking for him, Or SOMEBond worse.

The dgor opened and Marla walked in siowly, mindful of the skirt that hid her tanned
legs. Her hand remained on her headscarf—it'd been tossed on haphazardly by Sid's mather,
and hing loogely, “Your dad"s looking lor you,” she said a5 she closed the door. Her ayes swept
over most of the room. “Looks like he changed nothing.” Marla gasped and rushed over 1o the
bookcase it of the window. He S0 kepd (he roadsien?

“He kepl a kot of things you gave him.®

She held the roadster like it was a baby bird in her hands. *| used 1o think Ranul had a
crush on me.” She smiled and snickered about something remembered.

“He sort of did,” Sid admitted. Rahul had confided in Sid how hi liked the way Marla said



his name. Not “Ra-Hool” the way it was written and normally sald. Marla would say it the
Spanish way, "Rrra-col’. She never hesitated saying his name while olhers got hung up on its
pronunciation. Rahul had liked that straightforwardness from Marla, admired it. “You just scared
hirm a bat.”

“Mot like those modest girls he was used 10.” She caught her rellection in the cioset
mirror, pulling her headscar forward as she went over to the bed, to the side adjacent 1o Sid.
“Hi was rally shy around girts his first days of school.” She adjusted her skilt and lowered
hersell down, leaning her chest against the edge of the bed. “He couldn't even look ma in the
aya when I'd wear my shorts.” She started driving the roadster along the pattems of the bed
shiat,

“An obedient Indian boy,” said Sid, “and you corrupbed him. Made him a rebel.”

“Pash. A lithe retsellion is heabthy for the soul.”

Sid chuckied softly, *| can take you seniously in the headscarf.”

Marla rammed the raadster into Sid's hand, chearing her path. “He kooked really serious
in his turban thng.”

“Pagri, pagga, dastaar.... My family uses dastaar ™

“| liker dastaar better. Fahul just wanted to be like everyone else.”

“Hard to do when you're the only boy with a turban.” Sid looked 1o the window. "He could
never gel used 1o the attention,”

“You don't wear one.”

"My parents are chill absut tradition. You should sée how mad my grandparents gat
whan they see me without one.” Sid laughed al the memory. “One Bme they velled at my
parents saying I'd be confused for a Mexican and get sucked inlo a gang.” It suddeniy didn't teel
50 funmy said ouf loud. Sid lied back on the bed, a litthe further from Mada. He didn't want o

think ¢l his grandparents downglarg,

A



“You do ook Lating sometimes,” she allowed, “but we're not all in gangs, man.”

"1 know. My grandparents don’t want 1o know much. It inconveniences them.”

One of the wieels on the roadster squeaked every beft lum, “Remember when he was
waaring those hoodies o hide it?

“Yeah,” Sid laughed. “He dian't [ast a week.”

“It was really meant o be a winter thing,” Marla had the car drift by Sid's shoulder. *1
liked thal arange ane, the pulty one.”

“He logked funmy from the back in that one.”

Marla started doing figure-eights, wrinkling the bed sheet. *l ran inta his parents on the
willy up here,”

Somathing ratihed through Sid, hot and angry, and he had to choke it back, “They say
anything?"

“It was more like a synchronized glare,” Maria made the roadster brake hard and fiip a
few times, landing on its passenger side. Marla was thoughttul for a moment. "His mom’s got
pretly eyes. Mot like his, though,”

“Thay don't blame—"

O, they tofally blame me, like [ the ong who made him jurnp.” Mana had the roadster
reght itself, *1 bet he didn't leave the house much back in India.” Marla drove the roadster on.
“Probably did very litlle in fndia "

Lived very littie, breathed very iittie. “Different place and cusloms, Maria®

“Guys and girts—especially girls— are fraer hare. Dida't his parents do any research
belone maving 7 Espacially to Callornia during the summer? I1's too hot lor modesty.”

“India gets hell-lemperatures in the summer. Don't complain.®

“Latin people aren't afraid of a liftle heat” The roadster sped ahead and sideswiped 5id's

ear, “And another thing, Rahul was going to want o fit in, What dsd they expect?

26



“They hoped he wouldn't wan! to. Duih.” Sid rolled over onto his side, his back to Maria,
He played with a lose sking from the bed sheets. “Your parents and his aren’t that different, you
know. Really strict and—"
“He was scared of his parents. I'm not"
“Being obedient isn't fear”
“It's submission.”
“MNe.”
“Youre delending something you don'l even practice,”
*Maria." Sid pulled the string so hard it ripped clean off_
Thery both quidded, the Silencs bioken by the cccasional squeak of the roadsiers whieals
a3 Marla maneuvered it over the wrinkles of the bed sheet. “You know | never meaan any
disrespect, Sid.”
“I know,” He dropped the string to the oo, studying the shape it look once it landed. it'd
fallen so gracelully. Sid had plenty of time 1o admire it
“You're supposed 1o corect me when | say something dumb.” Marla chuckled hall-
heartedly before sighing back into sariousness. *You only feel it when your tamily visits, and
thy don't visit a kot
“Feel what?
“That push and pufl, My parents think I'm too American. At school and everywhere alse,
I'm too Mexican and should be deporied.” She scofied. “My mom’s Irom El Salvador—nol
Meaxico—and my dad's from Puerfo Rico, where they're LS. citizens from birth.” She chucklad.
“If you wear your dastaar arcurd fown, youne considerad Musim, Your family's freaking Srich,
You can Google it. Everybody's gotta know thal by now.”
Sid rolled onto his back. "My grandparents call me coconul™ He didn't get any reaction

and cleared his throal, "Not o my face, bul | can hear it when they whisper 1o each ofher,”
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“Agh,” Marla groaned, “those whispers, What they won't say 1o your face. When we went
1o my encle's house for Christmas, my grandma kept calling me ‘gringa’. Gringa. | was just
speaking more English than wsual, damn...." The roadster sped up again. “She flew all the way
from P.R. to hare to visit us. What did she expect 1o hear? The roadster did a wheelie and
proceeded to flip over onto its lace.

“That's probably what he falt a io1,” Maria continued. “That push and pudl, | think Rahul
couldn’t take it for long.”

They quieted again, the reom growing warmer with the presence of body heat and the
outdoor air, Sid's forehead prickled with sweat, heat from the room as well as inside.

“We'rie both and nesther,” b said,

“What and what ¥

Sid sat up quickly enough that his vision went for a few seconds. “We'ne bom here but
it's like we're being raised in two diferent countries, Foreign parents with American kids,” He
stredched and his back popped

“Something hyphen American kids,” Marla correcied. “Indlan-American, Latin-
Amgrican....” She gathered her skirt in her hand and got to her feet. "We only haift-count.” She
31 O the bed, BOuncing hwice,

“Haif ‘n hatves. That's what we are. Two pleces that won't fit together.”

Marla picked up the roadster, tossing it batween her hands, *I ket Rahul felt ke a hall
when he came here,” she said quietly. “He was a very sensitive guy. It hét him hard.®

"Ma doubt about it " Sid stoad up and stratchad, his back papping painfully. He want to
the wirsdow and thought aboul poking his head out ko $ee il anyone was— “Did you say
something about my dad earlier?”

“Oh, yeah, He wanted 1o know where you were, and | started looking for you.”

“What did he want?



“He diddn't say, but it probably wasn't important if he hasn't been yelling your name.”
Mara flepped onlo her stomach on the bed, her headscarl Blying down her head. "We would've
heard from up hera.®

*Loud like your relatives from P.R.? We can pass, can’t we? We've already got the
brown skin,” He turned 1o face Marla. “Donday estub el biblstecuh, Marrra?

“Gross.” She threw the roadster at him.

But instead of catching the car, he dodged it The roadsler Rew.

“Shit®

iy

1t elanged down the ling escape, its fall 5o volen compared to thit Siang's. S stuck his
head out the window, bul he couldnt s it through the rusted metal barg and planks. No one
was in the alleyway, 50 thene was no nsk of someone stealing it Sid came back into the room. *1
think it hit the ground.” He started following Maria 1o the door and then stopped, “Damn it.”

“What?" Marla tumeéd back.

“Cine second.” Sid shook out the cloth, folded I into the width he wanted, smoothing oul
the wrinkles ha'd made.

I b outside.”

“Wail—| don't want 1o go by mysell. Just hold on.” The section he'd placed on his head,
from the nape of his reck forward, kept spping off,

Marla came closer and held the point Sid wanled fo keep in place. "l gat it"

“Ta the mirror.” Thay made thair way aver 1o the mirror hanging on the clasel doar, “Hold
it tighter.” Sid knew exactly how it needed to go, but his arms weren't reaching whire he wanted
them to and they were akready slarting to ache.

“Want me to call your—7"

Mo
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She giggled. "It's been a while, huh?

“Yeah—damn il—ah—"

Marla walched him concentrate in the mirror, *1 bet Rahul did it faster.”

*Like in two minutes. Should've asked him to show you.” The challenging part after
wrapping the layers at differing angles was dealing with the exira cloth waiting 1o be placed, i
kept entangling in his arms.

Marfa put her hand down and backed away a5 Sid finished the difficult pan of the
dastaar, She fixed her headscarl. "He had it on, didnT he? When they found his... him."

“Weah. It was still on." The tightly-bound dastaar had survived the lall while its wearer
had not, Rahul had been mebculous about it aven then,

5id reached back lor the small tail of cloth and brought it forward, cpening it out and then
covering his hait showing on top, He tucked it into the sides, linishing the shape, checking the
back in case any hair was sticking out, He straighlened it a little, carefully patting down the cioth
and smoothing out the wrinkles,

The two of them weni out of the room, the hallway alr only two degrees cooler. Vigkces
and exclamations in Hindi or English (a little bit of Hinglish) rose up the small staircass as Marla
and Sid went down. Marla went slow, the bottom of the skirt piling at each step, and she was
already minding the headscart. Sid held the back of her skirt 1o make it easier on her only ko
immediately drop it once they ware within sght,

Sid led the way, both he and Maria nodding respectiully to every adull they happaned 1o
make aya-contact with. The living room wasn'l 100 crawded, but the groups were constantly
breaking up and changing mambers, everyone needing 1o speak to someona, Morg commation
than usual. His parents weare nowhere 1o be—

“Sigharth!"

He and Marla jumped, bul it was st Sid's father—nat angry, but more annoyed that his



son had been difficult 10 find. “Where have you been? he asked, lowering over them both. He
was already dressed for the ceramony, his dastaar bright orange while Sid had opted for a dark
blye, “Everybody's grouping up into car—"

*Ohhihh, he joins his peaple!” Sid's jaw clenched al the sound of his grandmother's
grating voice. In dark purple clothes. flowy and minimally decorated, she broke info their group.
“¥ou keok 50 handsome in the dastaar, beta. Why don't you wear it more often?

The look she gave Sid made him feal sick. * Visit more often,” Sid replied. “Dad, we're
going gutside for some iresh alr.”

“¥ou fealing sick?” Sid's grandmother asked, not even giving her son a chance 10 speak.
“H’'s thig dirty Calilornia air, 017 Her eyes darted to Marta and then back 1o Sid. “All this
polluticn is disgusting.®

Sid shook his head. “No, no. There's just 160 much hot air in here.” He ook Marla's hand
and led her out,

She coverad her mouth with her hand and made a scandalized, *Oosoooochhh,” as she
foliowed Sid, Onge they'd gone a few steps down the duplex staircase, Maria bet oul a
breathiess laugh, “You didnt see her face! Hay, it was something like this.” Marla siopped to
maki the lace: furrowad brows, 4 scowl with a twitching Upper Bp. Exaggerated on Marla's soft
features,

Sid only glanced back betore continuing on, “Yeah, yeah, Let's go. It's hotter here.” He
wanted 1o get oulsade, o breathe,

They beth flew through the building door, recoiling almest immediately al the haot
sunlight. Marla pulled down her headscard while Sid's lorehead prickled with sweat from the
heat and the dastaar. The two quistly rounded the corer into the alleyway and ssarched the
perimeter of the fire escape,

“Jusd like my abueka,” Marla said, °| hope | never get ike that. Insensitive bitch.”
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He only pressed his lips together, making a sort of *Mmhm® and wished Marla wouldn't
manticn her, Conversation was the [ast thing he wanted this moment.

Sid leaned over the two trash cans, hoping the car might've landed outside of them. He
could feed his breathing go uneven and heart race at thought of the fall from the top of the
overpass to the treeway below. For days he tried 1o slop wondering whal it was (e, Did Rahul
feal free during that short fall? Was it wrong to imagine what it would be ke? Was Sid thrilled or
scared by his curisity of it?

‘1 mean—"

His right leg swung forward and kicked one of the trash cans into the other, both of tham
falling over and puking onlo the erackid pavement of the alleyway,

Marla backed away in time, walching Sid's body spin to face away from her. Both of his
hands reached up and pulled the turban off, sending it straight into the pe of trash, He kicked at
it & few times before staggering away and resting his forehead against the cool brick wall,

Sid falt ke he would throw up at the thought, at what his imagination could readily
conjure up. That willingness to leave the apartment, to walk that far with 50 much time o think
and change his mind, to hop onto the ledge and completely lat go. Rahul had never seemed so
brave. Sid fell sick al how eassly he could sée his fiend do all this.

Could Sid really call Rahul's suicide bravery? His family had no protem thinking it
cowardice, Fiahul's parents might've thought the same, only not as vocally as Sid's
grandmother. She was ihe cldest al the gathering, and her word carrled a finality to it that
coubdn't be fought no matter haw ugly her words wara.

“We're supposed to respect our elders and get none of it Back.” Sid managed over the
lsmp i his throal. He wanted to cry but he choked it back a lithe longer. “She comes here and
Judges me lof nol wearing the dastaar when it's the dastaar (hat killed him.” He couldn'T get

Ipudar, foo angry 10 yell,
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Maria inched closer, dragging her feet so Sid would know, She placed a hand on his
back, and braced hersell as he whired back around and hugged her.

“He was tom apart the second he knew he was different,” he said invo her shoulder,
“spent so much time trying 1o come up 1o our lavel, 10 be one of us just o ive in the gray.
Please ug or please his pavents, He could never gel it right. We naver will.”

He stayed in the steadiness of her arms. She passad her hand over his head, through

his unkempt hair, They stood together in a few minutes of silence.
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Shydel Villa
Invisible People

Al night they come out,

Like animals.

Helpless, sad animals.

Thay're lifeless, just as mysell. They're tired, and | see mysall within tham, because I'm
50 lired, oh 50 very tired. | st there on the park bench, and a few familiar faces cross my path,
some with eyas just as hard as my own, others light hearted and adjusting to the world that
betongs to the people at night, We're here, everyday people sge us and pass by us with a
disgruntied look, shaming society or simply shaming us for the pathways that have taken place
forcing ouwr paths to cross.

A late night jogger passas me, his eyes fixated on the road betare him, and he keeps his
heasd held up high, but | know what he's struggling to do. The if-l-don'tiook-at-ibeme l-won't-las-
guilty. Or better yet the look-past-them-and-they're-nat-there. You can easily see it bacause his
ayes are straining lorward, and it's natural for a human's ey 10 wander as they walk, but
people’s eyes stay lorward, crealing ghosts of ourselves in their minds.

| ghance dimby al my hands, and a small cough shakes my body, and | sniffle. 1t had
finighed raining eadiier, and my body was sbil soaked from walking 10 the secheded park where |
decided to sleep lor tenight. | had avoided most of the heavy rainfall that plagues the Northem
Bay Arga by hideng in the 24 hour gym thal i3 my refuge and a building that | would never
odiginally think would bring me S0 much relief in the sense just 1o avoid the conditions outside,
Alihgugh my relief may have been shor kved because | could feel the hot air ascaping my
throat and nostrils, just 1o add to the incredible day that will roll into the hundreds of days thal
will make me tamiliar with the darkness.

I could never beat the darkness.

I was getting sick,

I refused to go to one of those places where they hand out medicine fo the people that
simply lake with no amount of gratitude, or 50 much gratitude and thanking God profusely that |
teed a shiver of embarrazsmant for tham. Not as if 'm one o talk, I'm here, just like the rest of
tham. I'm past being scarad and feeling alone, there's just the strings of my dignity that I'm
desparately attarnpting ta cling onto, although they're very steadily slipping out of the strength of
rry white finger tips.
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To add salt to the wound, a drop of rain hits the palm of my hand, and another, unti |
glance up and there's a dark storm cloud rolling stealthily above me. They fall in the hurdreds,
and | grasp the meager ilems | have that are intricately placed in my backpack, shoulder my
jacket an, and flip my hood to cover me from the rain. Within momants, I'm soaked complataty
again, and | don't want 1o walk the four miles Back to the gym. | debate intermally and head out
of the park. There is a storage wnit that | could go to, but that was even further and higher into
the hiltside. Howewver, there would be a col | could sleep on and even a small healer, so |
decided to lake my chancas there. | walked steadily on the sidewalk, sticking close o the sides
of buildings that could offer me cover with their ledges.

The tips of my fingers began o numb atter the first mile, and | could el myself shaking,
taking avary short cut through parks and tunnels that | could find to save me from the onslaught
of rain, By mile two | el my toes losing this baltle, and a car suddenly paced Rsell beside mae, |
keep my hair bed back and Wucked into my jacket 1o keep the appearancs of & make from alar,
seeing as my body was gangly already, to save mysad from the rouble of defending my
womanhood, However, this car was driven by a female, and she rolled down the window to
catch my attention, | gianced in her direction briefly, hoping she would keep going, but she
motigned towards me.

“Do you need a ride™

I shiook my head.

She persistad.

“It's raining! I'd feal awlul it | couldnt halp!™

She'd feal awiud if she cowldn't hedp.

In that momant, | thought about the Frigidness in my body, and internally my mind
screamed for me 1o take the ride. The tightness binding my chest, the iich o cough and
numbness among my limbs was calling out for me to just take the rde. As a bitter bonus, | had
baean walking ameondg the urban districts all day, and | could feel the enengy seeping avway with
me down the guiters along with the rain,

Momentardy, | stopped my trek and glanced both ways to make sure there wasn't
anyone lurking, The stories you hear among the creatures, especially garls- ane terrifying. |l ba
damnid il thane's a day where | get taken, Then again, most of thi peophe relaying thi stores
are high on meth or inhibted from aloohol, so there's thal factor io chime in,

Against my betler judgment, | enered the vehicle with an awkward smile of thanks. | was
soaked, and | was soaking this poor lady's Benz with my wal clothing. | placed my backpack on
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my lap and closad the door behind ma. Truly, | didn't want io look at her. To kok at her would
mean for me 1o see the sadness that plays into a Good Samaritan’s eyes, and the good
gestures are welcomed, but the pitying for our specias is nol

Mot for me; | don't wanl peophe o fael sory for mea.

Typically, peope think of homaless peaple as dity or disgusting humans that have
sutcumised 1o the lowar end of sociaty by their own will. To be fair, | had thowght so too al a
young age, always tawght that the people idly siting on ihe sides of the road and cormner stops
batwean streats with their bicycles filled with cans and bags and ulterly useless shit would only
brg for money, and lum around and wse it for whatever recreational drug of their choice,
Quackly, as with anything olse; | learmed that was hardly the case. There ane many of those thal
spoil it for the other magority that create the face of homeless people; howaver, & sllent majority
are clinging 1o the ropes. untouched by the addictions of crack and alcohal that begin to plague
YOU &3 the days cresp by withoul & piace o necessanly call your home.

Because of thal, the silent crealures that pass each day on the sireel can look as clean
as anybody else, and those that stay prideful and silent are resillent, and | force myself to be as
such, The only notion that | gave to my status was the familiar backpack over stuffed with too
many ilems, althowgh | attempted each day o conceal the necessities | learned were needed,

“Where do you need lo go? the lady said gently, althowgh there was a new undeartone of
anndyance in her voice bacausa her seal was sopping with waler.

“Pacheco sireet, please.”

“You ware gaing o walk all the way thera? her eyes widenad and she began the climb
into the distance with her purring vehicls, and | menely noddad.

“Haoney, you're very young for being oulside so late.”

Oh.

“Thank you tor the nide.” | cut in, *| realy appreciabe il.” Truty | did, The warmith from the
vishichas heater was ifeng the numbness olf my 1oes— | mean— | was shill shaking and the
water was clinging lo my skin, but the condifions in here were heaven compared 1o a lew
inNUAES ago.

| attemptad o ramain silend in the heaviness that plagued batween us, | knew she
wantied 1o question me further, even maybe bl me, bul thire was no alarmative that would
work. So | sal there resigned to the silence, understanding we had a few miles lefi on ihe
journey, which would have normally taken me another hour ko reach, bat the minutes swayed



by, and | could only hope to press mysel further in her seat o remain invisible until she reached
the streel.

Unforiunately, she was a genuine human being and broke our barrier of silence within
the tan minwle drive.

“Hanay, | can't halp but wander why you're wandering the streets in the rain all by
yoursell. | know you probably don't wani to talk about it—*

*| really don't”

“Yeah, bul—"

I you coubd pull over please, we'ng almost there.”

“Honay,”

“IV's a long story—"

“But there's 30 many places that could help you! Where you don't have 10 be on the
streets, do you know how dangerous it is 1o be oul this late?”

| could feel my blood burn dangercusly beneath my skin; this was a subject | avoided,
even among those that were close to me in our barrage of crealures.

*| could take you to one of them? | think they may still be open!™

My jaw clenched, and | avoided the eyes of sympathy from this woman of leisure, who
had her nails done in some absurd style, a designer bag nestled in the back seat, and an
exasparaling attitede of knowing my situation. There was no inclination of har ruly
understanding, as it | hadn't already bean to the homeless shalters where thera’s no space o
slesp, and if thare is, you're stuck naxt to a pedophile who steals your shoas the lollowing
marning of women that whisperad death threats all the while the workers gave a hall-assed
characherization of you and, no matter your gratitude, felt thal we bell we were aowed their hefp. |
was just another creature lost in the sea of crealures that ane 100 lazy 1o Tix their lives and wani
1o ba in the shalter whers il's just as cold 1o sleap outside as il is naxd 1o the others hat
practically ive there.

“You don't have anyone you coukd ="

“Pull over!” shir haltid thie car and bedore it was al & complete Stop | axited the vehiche,
but io keep a sense of my dignity | leaned in, Sthank you for ihe ride. | really, reafy do
appreciate your help.” | stamimed the deor and ducked into an alley way that would dump me
onio e main streel whera the sell storage units would be at.

My body was reminded of the conditions outside and attempted 1o revoll in their nature
by bearing a new heat to my cheeks, but my head was spinning. | hated this, Tears leveled 1o
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my hot face, and it took an extensive amount of will power for me 1o shut it down. | had already
spent an unhealthy amount of tears upon first being welcomed by the darkness, and the only
remnants of those lears were brought on by the shrinking size of my pride.

| knew thasa tears, they were hot and jumbled with a stabbing barst to my dignity, and it
hurt mare 16 understand this than to pity mysell, | kaow, | know, [ know she was only being
helpiul, and | shouldnt have reacted so irrationally, bul this world, a world separale from the one
that runs on normal tire of free days and warmed nights, nstead 'S a workd whene I'm naver
sale and have 1o gat by on the generosity of strangers and my own clever ability 1o find a way o
at. So she can't act Be | haven't akeady tried all options (hat seem plausible tor me. That lady
can't deem o iry and question me when the events that took me hene were a sparal of fire and
misfonune.

She just can undersiand.

Thue rain washed away the warmih my smotons beoughd, and | fesced my stiff legs o
move accordingly down the streel, The rain had subsided, which was according o my luck in file
saeing as | was already rounding the back of the storage sheds. | crept behind the fance,
glancing at the shed in the tar comer to check for the red light. It was there, subdued by a
reflection that could only be seen from this angle; | glanced around a few times before climiing
through the broken section of the fence and quickly ran to the shed and knocked.

For a few moments | was left idly standing there in the rain, and | began to panic in lear
that he wasn't thare and had forgotten 1o turn the Eght off. | knocked one mone lime, impatient
for the door 1o open that when it bagan to slowly slide cpen, a sigh of relief escaped me.

“You've lookad beller,” came a familiar voice,

“Shul up.”
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Garner wasn't an extremely wonderiul person 1o be arcund, but he understood his
position in ife and made do with his circumstances. When | had first left the foster home, | had
stayed in a park for two weeks crouched by a thicket of bushes and trees, and it wasn until
somaana had callad the polica abaut a loiter that | had run and found mysel! finally bawling in
an alley way. Garmer had entered the pictuns then, worm for wear and samply dirty booking, But it
was his off week. He sat down next to me and handed me a granala bar, 1o which | had been
hesitant to eat at first, bul like a starving dog. | reluctantly took the bait from the stranger and
ate it within a few bies.

Thi beganning of our friendship had been rocky because | had been so unwilling 1o
refingussh rmy pride, 10 which he always tedls me, “I's freedom il you kook at it the right way.”

| chdn't see owr condibion as freedom, and | was going to leave as soon as | could, As
s00n 2% the opportunily arose. | wouldnt be having this strung out affair with the streets in an
afea whers we were 1orsaken, It was a hofror going throwgh the tent cities, traveling and
wondering each night wheve | was geing to sleep, In a city and suburbs where the expenses to
live were so high, | found It sardonic that | was the poorest.

Garner sneezed, and | instanily glanced up 1o see him closing the shed. He was in hiz
garly thiries, and he had the sense of strength within him, and although his physique was
diminished by hunger at random intervals, (here was siill the allusion of bulk that resided within
him, and at first | assumed it was because he was a survivor and proud, only added by a
harribly broken nose, but learmed quickly his wholesome image stemmed from a warm heart,
and a zest for life even though he was handead the slum of a deal from this warld.

“Aa you getting Sick?

To get sick was to be succumbed fo the warst. To enter the facilities in which they gave
free medscine, wilh the people that lesched ol of those that were giving enough; it made my
stomach flip,

Mo

He sneezed agasn,

“Fuck.”

I shook my head for his lemporary demise because 1o De sick was a debillating facior
fof us creatures, To already be dehumanized by sociaty, but then promptly follow with our health
declining, it wasn't fair. Yet | saw the same crack heads daily thal could go days withoul sleep or
food, shoot binge themselves into a close nun in with a forever sleep, but wake up ready 1o take
n the day with a readiness that | siill hadn managed to gain.
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*Hera, | have some exira from a lew weeks ago when | grabbed them at the shefier,” |
olferad him a pair of Tylanol, wrapped pristnely and he sighed off-handedly. To take an offering
from someone was almaost signing for a loan. Theré was an unspoken nde that when you help
someona, the favor should be returned. When dadly items are sean as a fortune, there isnta
sangs of gving nature, you maraly fend for yoursall and repay thosa thal have helpad you.

“Thanks,” he grabbed the pills and sat on the cot opposite of me and swallowed them

dry.

Soon after, | sneezed, and that flush was creeping 1o my cheeks again,

Shit, | knew | was getting sick.

“What the hell, Lo?

“Mo, | wanted you 1o have them,” | sneezed again, “I'm always sick; il keeps coming
—

‘Exacty, 3o why the hedl would vou bet me take these?™ he paused, “Desides, you koak
like you needed them more,”

| shook my head, and the warmth was burning the back of my throat to the point wheve it
was beginning to hurt to swallow. | shrugged off my thick jacket and shoes, and suddenly | was
in & rugh to discard all of my soaked ciothing. The slight warmih from the makeshift heater had
hatted my body's reaction 1o my wet clothes, and it was propelled into the reality that | was still
cold. Garner grabbed a bfanket and moved my stuff aside to push the heater in my direction,
and | gave an exasperated sigh.

*Please, Gamer. | can take care of mysell.”

He narrowed his ayes al me, and | knew | 100k a slep further than | should have
considering | was in his premises, using his spare col, taking warmih fram his heater, and he
was offering me help.

“¥ou have a real problem with acoepting help from others, you know that?™ he began to
hedp remove my shoes, and the (ull of the haat touching my skin forced me 1o try and focus on
anything but the: increasing shit that | felt,

“That's mot true,” my voice (oSt conlidence &5 | remembened the woman who had
essentially drivan me hare, and by my vesee alena he murmured something incomprenengible
undar his breath; e knew | was rumanating of something by thi ek of & respondbs,

“And you can't lake care of yoursedf for shet. You've been sick lor weeks. You have the
gym membership, it's raining ke fuck oulside, and you decide to walk hare*



| shook myself away from him and settied mysell further into the cot, accepling the
blanket he offered me as he continued his wenting on my lack of common sanse.

“Why won'l you just sleep there® he guestioned.

*So that people can wonder why I'm sleeping on the spare benches and sofas in the
changing rooma?” | retored, “IUs bad enough | go there avary day to shower and struggle with
paying them each month, I'm pratty sure the front desk girls know I'm living off the streats, |
don't need everyons knowing iL.”

He sat on his oot once again and threw his Blankeat my way.

“Ma, thin you won'T have—"

“Lef your fucking pride down, Christ!” he: nearly yelled.

| shrank suddenty, because of all the times | kad annoyed him, he had hardly ralsed his
wolce, Perhaps it was my rebellious nature, of the fact that | couldn't allow my pride or sense of
sell-worth bé pushed 1o the side like everything else in my Efe had,

It was all | had lefi, and he knew that.

| stayed quiet, unsure of what to say. | could apologize, but the words wouldn't lorm in
the base of my chest, | had no air 1o simply apologize or thani him. | was about 1o force a
conversation after a minute of lensa silence when the front gates of the storage unils began to
mechanically open, and that sent both of us in a hurry 10 turn off the two lights that could give us
away.

The owneers of the storage units knew there was a homelass man thase that would bring
in & few others 1o sleep for the night. They tum a bnd eye 10 us, seaing as they are a very
raligious couple, bBut by Law they nead to have securty or police patrol the place nightly 16 make
sure there isn't any malicious activity happening io the slorage units.

People ke us sleeping here. Squatters, atc.

Ha mowved 0 luim of the rellecting red Bght, which was a miniature lantam and |
scrambled 1o unplug the heatar. Although there was no way they could hear of See the heater,
any sign of activity would Uncover us, arrest us for Irespassing, shut down this unit, and we
would b out of another makeshill sleeping spot that Gamer had worked o hard on.

W could hear the patrol ¢ar roll by a few rows down, and the cop must of had his
window cracked, becausd in the dead of night we could hear his iadio in the distance, Whan he
crept by our unit, we held our breaths, although this was a routine we had gone through many,
many times. We heard ihe car siop by our shed, and | gave Gamer a look ol anxiousness in the
darkness, but he was pressaing hinmsad! o the wall. | counted ten seconds before the cop
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contineed on his way, and it wasn't until we knew he was down another five rows that Garner
spoke.

“Let's get some sleep.”

“Yeah,” was my small response.

The axhawstion from the day must have hit me hard across the head, becauss the next
maening | didn't remember falling asleep; a vague thought occurred to me thal is what death
st feed like.

It happens, bul you don know il

I'vié v Deen a maming person, and with good reason. More S0 now that | have 1o
strategically plan my day, manage to gel mysell two maals, bathe, and somehow collect monay,
Howgver, an this morming | woke up with railreaded sinus congestion and a heawvy cough that
made me wheeze, | couldn't breathe thasugh my nose, and my et Was raw hom using it
mast of the night 1o breathe, | coubdn't swallow. and | was so incredibly cold. | curled further info
the blanket and tucked my feet beneath my legs, but | was at the point of exhaustion that keft me
paralyzed, though | was in a grey area that left me incredibly uncomfortable and unable to fall
back asleep.

I heard a shuffling beside me and lifted my head to glance at Garner who was creating a
small breakiast of champions for people like us, but | couldn't muster the strength 1o get up.

“Maming Princess,” he said chearfully.

| groanad in response.

I going bo GO Gut and get you mediting: you won't et any batler going out there in the
rain and attempling to hide how sick you are.”

I sal up in that moment, understanding how big of an inconvenience this was for him,

As a valeran of the creatures, he had a plan thal he steck 10 that worked, and my
admant was only setting him back fram acting accordingly.

My stomach flipped at the thought of kaving 1o repay him, and | shook my head,

1 really appreciate it, but | can go, | just need a litthe mose time 1o rest.”

He roligd hig eyes and began cleaning his space, ignanng my rebuttal, and | could easaly
fall back down anto the eot and succumb to the seep my body was desperately requesting, but |
coubdn't allow mysell to do that. | (weakly) Efed mysell up, and swung my legs over the edge of
the cot. A hot flash rose to my head, | breathed in once, twice, focusing all my energy on
kegping my misery al bay.



“What are you daing 7"

“I'm going ko get my meadicing.” How could he not understand? The unspoken rules
prevented me from allowing him 1o help me. Perhaps it was my pride, parhaps it was my
unyialding nature to my circumstances, but | wouldnt be daleated. Life had shilted on me
constanlly, and | rasé each time with a new rasiliance thal could anly be claimed as
stubbornness.

“Mo, you're nod, Lo. Lay back down.”

1 stood up then, proving my point in my determination, and | could see the putl in his
chist in annoyance,

“Wiyy are you 30 fucking determined 10 go against ma?” he snapped, “I'm trying to help
youl®

“I appreciate your hep, but | can't ask you 1o do thig tor me,” my lace felt hot, and sweal
began 1o gather abovie iy Bp. *1 know you have a lot 1o do today, and | can't have you taking
care of me.”

“And what if | want 107"

Hiz staternent annoyed me, and | don't work 10 be a likable person or character, for
anyone, “well, you shouldn't.”

He tossed something by my feel, and | couwld see it was a water bottle amongst the
fuddle that constitvlad my mind. They were golden lor us creatures, refillabée, small, and didnt
cosl a dime if you cousd find a clean taucet or a restaurant with relaxed employees.

“Thank you,” | said, although | had to bite back my nitial thought of rafusing the ablering,
but Garner had a way of being resourcedul in our craft of scraping by.

“Mow lay back down,” he said while grabbing his backpack. The nearest gas station was
a mile or so away, which would take an hour or 5o for him 1o refurn. | knew he was going into
the city later to collect (beg) loday because he mentioned it a few days ago, and hours counted
in that business.

“Mo, Garner! | can do this mysell, You'ne nol my cangtaker; | don't need your guidance in
this, ok? I'v bisin out here for months now, | think | have a kandie on things.” | knew | was
biting the: hand that was mone than helping, bul | had o give in 1o my rebellious sell. | had a
habil of making enemaes out of flends, and 35 & third persan lrom myse | could sven See | was
pushing him away, when he was only helping the child that was truly and utterly bost.

“Wou wani o do this by yourseli? he retorted, a Hame it within him, “then do it your
fucking sell, I've helped you, bul you can't help those thal dont want to be helped,” He grabbed
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my things abrusptly and threw them towards the entrance of the unit, “find how easy tis to
predend you're able to handle this when you don't have me lo depend on.”

| it back a tear, only because | knew he had every right to be upset.

“I'm done helping your ungrateful ass, go.”

“Garner, try to understand.®

“Undarstand what? That bacause you're ong of the hundreds of young girls out here that
averyong will take pity on you? That you're going 1o keep thal pride? What fucking peide is left!
You have no home! You don't have anywhere to gol Mone of us do! So until you get over that,
uncherstand that help is all that is geing to get you a meal or warm piace to sheep!”

This time | did cry, the truth stabs through you when it's presented right before you,

| could have apologized; | could have admitbed that | have an issue with keeping my
pricie; | could have relented and aiowed him o help me and get me the medicing, | could have
done any one of those things, but instead | shipped on my shoes and grabbed my things, | could
gee there was a pang of regret within him, and | reveled in that like an asshole and quickly left
the storage wnit, uncaring 1o the fact that it was broad daylight and any one person could have
spotted ma.

| was uncaring to a lol in my dazed confusion as a creature, and | was mad because of
the truth.

I'm & stupid gal.

An hour later, | was close to the city, all mostly downhill which made it easier, but my
lurgs wera burning as if | had ran the whole distance. My head felt jumbled with mucus, and
that god awlul feeling of attempling fo breathe throwgh my nose, but beng unable 10 was lorcing
e 1o braative through my mouth. | should be retaxing somewhers; sleeping would be ideal. It
wasn't wanm enough lor me to be combortable, and the dim breeze was burming my nostrils. |
had o Sit Gown OF S15E sk Qetting sicker,

| couldn't slop thinking about the past two days and my ability to ruin things. Garnes
wiolld forgive me; he was & lorgiving man @ his nghteousness and genarosity, Could | lofgive
him? | would hawve to, but | have a problem wiih lorgetting. Problems stick with me, anxieties
never tade, and | hodd a grudge that could halt storms.



My mother had said | gained that from my father, a burly man of 63" that had been my
prodector when the bght used to shine brightly each day. Unforbunately, such a man believes he
can take ovar the world, never lawght limitations as he laoked down on everyona, and it wasn't
until he gambled our rent lor the sixth month that my mom left him. She snuck ma into the car
and laft 1o lve with my GrandMa several hours norh from my enginal Bome,

| eould have tried to reach him, bul thane hadnl baen a single call, a single ounce of
interast in me since we ledt. | had haif expected him at my sighth grade graduation, my
birthdays, kind of like in ihe movies whan the dad comes and |'m left thera slanding speachless
until 1ears rise o my éyes and in @ miraculous move | forgivie him for his absence in my life,

Well, it never happened.

Instead, | was left with my GrandMa that was strugghng physically, and a mother that
showdy fell into herself, The depression ook over my mother, leaving her numb to the world once
| hit the matuning &ge of thifeen, My Ma ined everything she coud 10 help my mother, bul could
barety get around hersell as well as care for a mentally il daughter and confused
granddaughter. | used to cry aboul i, asking for her to come back to me, She would only look at
the face that | reminded her of, past me and into the honey hollow eyes of my dad.

“Mom s really sick, isnt she™ | asked Ma one day.

“She'll be ok.”

“But Ma, she never leaves the house! She dogsn't do anything! | miss my daddy oo, but
F'm not in bed all day™ | couldnt get much further than that statement in asking Ma questions
wilhaut baursting into tears and she could only coddle me in the way grandmather's do.

Sympathizeng 1o 0w kprorante, bul never leling us the truth,

| learned everything myself shorily after thal. My pariod - asked my friends al school,
Sel respect? Mrs. Jones, my English teacher. Homework | was able to handle mysell since |

actually enjoyed learning. | did well in school, and | always made sure to keep a book snugged
deaply in my backpack 1o kéep ma company when everyhing else failed 1o make sense.

Like these stories go, my Ma died last year from a failing heart, removing us from he
howne shi had alowed us o ve in, and losing the last connieclion | had with rmiysedl. It hurt o
lose my best friend at fiftean, and | stdl get a lump in my throat at the thought of hee, My mother
had to act al this poing, and finally wenl 1o a doctor lbng encegh to get medication i help her
move us info what | iked fo call the closet. A small room, big enough for a doulbde bed and a
restroom attached, with a small TV stand. Mo kitchen, nething askde from the cheap rent my
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mather could pay with the small left overs she had saved before Ma passed. We ate out
constantly, and once her medication became oo expensive, sha got sluck again.

Unable ta keep herself gaing, | tried desparately to care for her_ | browght her food,
which she barely ale. | couldn't attend school anymaore because of residency issuas, which was
ok bacause | was begrudgingly scared she would curd up and never come back to me. Each day
| tried and begged and iried some more, somelimes yelling at her or even hiting her 1o gel a
reaction oul of her, Anyihing, bul then one day they came. The neighbors in their large and
assisted apartmants noticed | wasn't attending school and called CPS, Go higure.

Afer that, | was dragged away and my mother was taken somowhare, The lady tokd mo
but | didn't pay attention. At this point, | last the wge to care. | didn understand depression; |
only undersiood my mother's absence, Her lost eyes, her apathy to Ma's death. Her apathy o
her own daughter and how weak she became. She logt everything within her; there was no
fortitude for hee sensa of self or pride,

| escaped before my path of life got worse.

| was done relying on those that couldn't even help themselves. Four boys in the foster
home, and | was ene of two girls, The leering slares, the sadness that enveleped that home -
ng. | snuck ol inte the rain and & small backpack packed with snacks and some warm clothes
that ware much too tight on me. | found the small park and began my planning. In hindsight, |
should have stayed because as a crealure it's harder to plan on evolving when you have no
rBS0UMCEs.

Where do | go from hera?

A coughing it racked my body until my s began 1o hurt from the force of my shaking, |
needed real medicine soon. | only had a few bucks, and | would need io buy a can of soup and
a new pair of socks with that if | planned on geting any better.

S0, | made my venture to the city, Not a city in terms of what you may think, but small
cilies that are developed on the oulskirs, in abandened lots, hidden parking structures, fresway
underpasses, Tent cities hast many of the créatunes, those that have banded togethar in their
figihit against thie night

| arrived with my head low, a2 I've only been hare a few imaes belore, The pecple here
are eithed walcoming of hostile, Angry agamst a governmaen that tailed them, tamily members
that forgot them, or rightecusness for the wortd that places them on a secular level of freedom,
There were only a few pecple | knew here, and only because Gamer dragged me here so |
could buy a few shirts lrom someone he knew,



Almaost, and similarty it felt lke a Sunday morning farmer’s market, displaced among the
buildings in its hatf-hazard items and tents with people that were womn for wear compared 1o the
frash and vibrant Sunday markets, and yet it would be odd if it weren't here. A few people
glanced up al meé as | passed by, my face being unfamiliar, and | could sense tha sharpnass in
thesr gaze. Places like these waren't safe for young gins, bul | was claver, | was going 1o ask-
buy-leave,

A man fitting new shoelaces 1o his roting bools with a low pompail sal in the comer, and
| walked up 1o him. Confidence.

“Excuse me—" my voice broke mid-way, a cough squeezing my lungs and turning me
into wheezing idiot,

He glanced upwards a1 me, mildly annoved at being interrupted, partially curious as 1o
what | wanted.

"What?" he said.

Well this was lovely, | wasn't even sure if this was Gamer's friiend. Someone in here
collecied medicines, prescribed, over the counter, vitamins. | had litthe 1o no idea as to how he
would get ahold of them, but | needed antiblotics, seeing as | was sure at this point | was facing
& lung infection, “Is there someone here with antibiolics ™™ another wheeze,

His coal eyes llutiered over me once, and he shook his head with a small sigh. “That'd”
be him gver there,” he said.

| followed his gaze and was Tacad with mild confusion 1o his reaction, but | wenl on 1o
s&8 a man towards the back of the tenls, face alder than what he seemed 1o ba, and yal he was
mmuch like mysald. | hadn been scrubbed by the night; | was still a relatively claan creature, as
was he, groomed and had the smallest of the tants, bul there was no lack of supplies that wane
decorated around him,

“Thanks,” | murmuned queckly Defore leaving rolting boots, and | could feel his eyes
piErcing inko my back,

| walked up solemnly, 100 tired 10 hurry at this point, and my chest ached an increddie
amount, | was wheezing, and the cold air clung 1o the walls of my lungs. | would run to a
doclor's office, bul | was sure that my madical coverage was gone, and instinclually | knew no
mormal doctor's office would help me,

"Sir?" | piped up,

He was jostied between fudng his bike, a rarity among us, and only glanced at me for a
migment before turning his back.
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“1 dont have anything today.”

“Ch." The ache in my chest grabbed me, and | could hawve laft limidly, but resigned
mysell furthar. “Aren't you a Iriend of Garner's?" | asked.

This caught his attention bacausa ha stood promptly and looked at me. A manster,
clearly. | was not a short gifl, and be $tood roughly ten inches higher, but the bulkiness of him
was what | hadn seen from afar. Unlike thal of Gamer, theva was no warmnass o his size, no
webcoming energy. Knowing his size was ailing because of a lxck of ealing, this man had
mnstead a fngidness that nlimidated me more than it should have.

“Hix told mae you would have medicne?” another cough. Normally it would have bugged
mie, &3 i | were trying 1o have his sympathy, bul my emotions were fraying at the ailment of my
body.

“He did, huh?* This time, much ke | remember seeing in movies, he sized me up, which
| eouldn s8e there being much interest. My body was too skinny, &l my color was llughed, I'd
barely slept and the exhaustion from being sick could net have aroused any man.

| was such a stupid girl.

I dont remember many words being spoken, but feeling utterly helpless to this man.
There was no force in his nature, and he waited unil | agreed to it before opening his tent. I
was drawn out, painful, uncomionable, and | remember coughing several times, and he would
grimace and it would be destracting, and it would ondy last longer. He put his hand over my
mouth when it began to hurt, but | knew there was ne use in fighting, and | could only allow a
faw tears to disgrace my pride.

11eft with antibiotics, and it fell a5 if a whaole day had gone by whan | lalt the city, okder
women and men alike staring ai me with pitying eyes, others apathatic because my situation
was no worse than their own.

1 wis just analivir young face.

| reached Garner that night, and togethar we wene able (o 1ake the medicing in which we
got better.

Mo words wene $poken about how | ailained the medicane,

Wi just got batter,



I sal in the doclor's office tapping my lool with a new impatience that had never been a
naticeabla part of my natwre. | knew | wasn't ok. | had been throwing up constantiy for the past
week, | continued to attampl 1o cure myself again since | was sick a year prior, bul my body was
weaker than | could say it had éver bean.

The room was sterile, and the people around me were farmer shadows of themselves,
soma slanng inko the ablivion set balore them, olhers sbll alive with the anoousness that | could
share with them, My guls wisted, and a sweat began (o break out on me and coal my forehaad,
which could only be explained by my body's own phEnomena Decause thi temperatung in the
walling room was undeniably cold.

“Hangen,”

| glanced up at the lady who looked at me from the now openad door with a reserved
smile, and | attempted to read her for further Indication of what was wrong wilh me, but Instead |
averted my gaze and siood up.

“Feady?

o

| pursed my lips and nodded.

For the second time within the last weelk, she look my weight, lemperature, and there
was a stifiness within her that hadn't been applicable a few days ago. | know there’s something
wrong with me, and | can already feel my body reacting with & new warmth 1o my nosa and
chaeks.

I could see on her face she was used to being aside hersell when bad news was broughl
to patients, There was still sympathy within her eyes, but it was a stified emation, daunted by
years of this line of work where she was accustomed 1o people being sick, | sighed inwasdly,

“Let's take you back now,” she aid aler scribbling something down on her ke with hor
halt-hazard hand writing,

Sher sat M in an even mMoee sterile room and asked me e Same qUEsons as earlier,
and although it was of a parteular annoyance, | angweared them. | 1ook a steadving breath,
althaugh I'm positivie | couldn't breathe,

Grab my arm, check my blood pressure, heart rale, ear bght, the works. | was just
another car in the menial business of this womans day, only pretensed with a smile because |
wWas a conscious being and nod another car in her ling of work.
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“Alright Lola, the doctor is going to come in and discuss your test results with you
shortly, ok ?” There was a new sympathy in her voice, a guised friendliness that made me tap
my thumb nervously against my thigh. She left and closed the door softly behind her, cushioning
all things that could possibly worsan my condition.

| was pragnant; | had 1o be.,

Al the symploms werna theve, and | wanted to burst out in relakation at the untairmess of
thies fucking world, but | bit my lip and waited in the silence of the reom. Much Bke | would
imaging how it pliys in a 5ad movie; e clock ticked rhythmically, ticking away a1 my ingvitabie
fate | could only pray to the god thal Garmer had continucusly mentonad o me. | it my lip at
the disgusting fact that this could have been avoided il | had just listened 1o him. | Sat there
dwelling at the decisions thal ked me 1o thig geal, wondening my fate,

Simgply, I'm an idiot, a proud idiot.

Pride wouldn't be worth bringsng & child nto this world with no home, no family, and
madher that was a creature just like myseif

I forced mysell to stop over thinking, that | could simply be gver analyzing the situation
and that | ondy had a weird cold or sporadic flu, though | knew that was only wisiul thinking,

A knack echoed within the reom, and with no further assistance a short Asian man
walked in and gave me a grim smile, although it could be easdy taken for hastiness of speed for
his long line of people waiting to sea him.

"Lola Hansen?” he gquestioned oul of courtesy.,

“Yes?T

He put my fila an the countar and flipped theough il back and forth before Sitling down
across from me on the rolling chair,

“Just tell me,” | said suddenly, the anxiety within rme was raging as a ball of unkept
energy that would soon Spill inlo my delusions,

“From your testing, it seems it came back positive,”

“Positive 7

I kv iR,

| wasg presgnant.

“You tested positive for HIV."

My chest clenched uncharacieristically, and my lace fell at the comprehension of his
words. | had been tested for everylhing, and my main coencern and only thought had been that |
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was going to be growing a human inside of me, and the thought that | could be sick never
enterad the pictura.

“HIV?

Threa letters, and they fell like a death senlance.

“Yas, bul don't gal oo anaous, with modem medicing thera are affective treatments that
makea it @asier to handle, bul it's somathing we'ra going 1o have to take cane—=

| stocd up at this point, feeling close 1o that lovely edge of tainting, and he slood up then,
unsure of what | may do.

“I cant altord that type of medssing,” | Began ko mumble 1o mysell, °| can barely atford 1o
oal.”

There's & moment | read somewhere, that everyone expenences al some point in their
lite. A crushing, devastating realization that the world is crashing down on them, This wag that
mgment, and it was clutching at the strings of my chest, breaking glass into my skull and lorcing
the world to sway, and my delugions were beginning. Suddenly, the thought of a child had been
a pleasant alternative to this, and hot tears rose 1o my tace, but | fell exasperatingly numb.

“Ms. Hansen, you need 10 sit down.”™

His voice was a biur, another volce in the millions in the world that pass by us and have
no realization. They can't come close to comprehending that this is a common occumence
among the creatures that decorate the day and light the night. A light that is hidden in the
politically cormect shadows of our society that help those with a miskead form of reality, but just
as soon whispar 10 others on the sociatal scale about the nuisances that are us.

| sat down to his suggestion, and he began to explain what | wauld naed to do, and that
there were ways for people such as yourself to pay for the medication. | would be ok if | was
able to get things togather, He didnt think | was irying to get away from the conditions that led
e hera? He didn't think | had a sense of pride kN7

| dicin'L.

| was sick, through no taull of my own.,

And there was nothing, excepl cRaweng 1o grasp the edges of my lie o keep from
drowmning,

Except now, | had an anchar ied to my walst

Hopeless, sad animals.
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Jayme Reyna

Chip

“But Mommy! | don't wanna go to bedl” A litte boy whined, tugging on his mother's red
and pink pinstriped robe as she opened the door to his dark reom and fipped the light switch.
“Monsgters come out at night.”

His mother chuckied sottly as she lifted the litte boy and gently placed him on the foot of
his bed, “And that's why | got you a Etle friend.” She then gestured to me sitting propped up
against a pillow. “Dean, why dont you say halla?”

With & skeptical look on hig little face, the small boy crawled over to me in his pirate
featy-pajamas. He reached out and picked me up: and then he studied me with his farge blue
&yes,

“What's his name?” He asked as he looked at his smiing mothar from over his shoulder.

Tratalgar.

“He doesnt have a name yel" His mother explained. “Why don't you give him one?

I have a name. Ii's Trafalgar,

Still studying me, the boy scrunched his eyes in thought. “Is he strang?” he questioned
as he started wrning me around in his small grasp.

Stronger than you, thal's for sure.

*Strong?" His mother repeated and tilted her head slightly in confusion.

The fittle boy nodded while he tumed me right-side up, “Daddy says that strong guys
need strong names 50 if he's strong, then he needs a strong name.”

Trafalgar is a sirong name, you itlfe punk?

“I5 that 507 His mother chuckled, “Well, your father's right. So, go ahead and give him a

strong name.




The boy placed his File chin batwean his thumb and forefinger and began to hum in
thought as he stared at me through unblinking eyes. "Chip.” He stated after a few moments of
sdent deliberation. Then he giggled as he added, “Because his fiully hat looks like Chocolate
Chip ice cream.”

You're kittng me here, kid.

“Thal sounds like a greal name ™ His mother agreed while a gentle smile broke oul on
her lips. *Mow, | think it's time for vou and Chip to go o sleep. You have fo get up early
tomarraw il you wani breakfast befone school.”

“Yes, Mommy.” The litthe boy nodded obediently as he tucked me under his arm and
srtuated us underneath his Batman covers.

His mother then came over and kissad the liftke boy on his forehead. “Goodnight, Dean.”
She smiled as she headed toward the door, “Sweel drearns.” And with that, she switched off the
lights and closed the door,

It was dark. The only source of Bght was a tiny nightlight off in the opposite corner of the
room which aulomatically began to dimly glow a few seconds after the mother had shut the
door,

1 felt the litthe boy squirm uncomforably next to me. “l-it's o-okay, Chip.” He whispered
shakily, hugging me tighter. “I-I'm here to...to protect you from the...from the mo-monsters.”

| feel 5o sale in your shaking arms.

Suddenly, a tapping noize echoed quistly throughaut the reom; the litthe boy whimpered.

Calm down, il's just a tee branch. When your mother brought me bome, 0t starled
getting cloudy oulside. I'm guessing & sform is probably going fo hit later tonight,

The Etle boy nuzzled his face into my back and shook. “I want Mommy.” He mewed

softly as he continued to clng to ma,
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Your ‘mommy” isn't herg. Now man up and go 1o sieep. You're making too much of &

He ook a deep breath, “I'm a brave, strong litthe man, I'm a brave, streng littie man.” He
bagan chanting in a mumba.

Whalever helps you go 1o sieep fasher.

Afer almost an hour and a half of incoferant mumblng, | feit the slow rhythmic breathing
of thee litthe boy against my back,

“Finally,” | sighed, lifting a paw up to my sewn nose io give it a good scratch. *1 had that
itch since you guys came info the room.”

Laying my paw back down, | stared at the shadow casted wall in front of me. Hem.../
should probably go do & perimeter of the room and getl mysell familiar with my surroundings.
With that thought, | carefully wriggled my way out of the lithe boy's tight grasp. “God, this kid is
such a crybaby.” | mumbded as | ubbed my dark bhwee fur in Iritation.

I lifted my face up and glanced around the roam. It seemed 1o be a pretty typical little
boy's room—aciion ligures sirewn everywhere, Lego pleces overllowing from a rather small fub
and gpiling onto the carpat, discarded clothes thrown carelessly at the hamper—nothing really
out of the ordinary. | then noticed that the nightlight's faint glow revealed a television hidden
underneath a pirale’s hat thal | had missed before, the shiny black streen glowing slightly
almost as if it had a e of its own,

| chuckied at my own imagination as | skillfully climbed off the bed and made my way
toward he glistening screen. *Heh, a TV coming to e, Whal's next, a toaster? My chuckles
taded as | drew nearer 1o the television, my reflection mimecking avery step | made, | was soon
able to see mysell clearly in the telavision's mirmor-ike surface.

My dark blue fur was pressed flat in several places whave | had forgotien to flult alter the

ligthe oy had clung 1o me tor dear lite, | saw my own shiver threaded nose twitth in irmation as |



went io go fluff mysell with my stubby paws. | then noticed my siver glass eyes travel o my hat
and my sewn mouth frowned.

“Chocolate Chip ice cream, huh? | muttered, running a paw over the exira flutty brown
spotted white hat that was hand-sewn onto my head. “iid's got no imagination.” | snorted as |
let my hand roam o my one of my ears. Thene were two vertical stips of white fur on each ear
where they had getien stuck in the dyeing process and didn't get properly dyed; | gently felt over
ihe miscolored fur as a sigh unconsciously slipped from my lips. A teddy bear—ihat's what |
am—nathing more than a handmade teddy bear,

A sudden roar of thunder boomed from somewherns oulside, causing me (o reeze and
fadl to the fioor. Realizing that | had mistaken the sound of the encoming storm for a human, |
Ittt myset! with a snarl,

“Stupid storm.” | spat, "Cousdn't wait until | was back in the bed, could you?™

Another boom of thunder followed by the sporadic howling of the wind ratbed the
window. The Eitle boy lel out a small whimpes in his sleep as ha curled inlo a ball undameath
the covers,

I bet out & tired Sigh as | rubbed the back of my neck, “1 guess | should stick 1o him the
first few nights before | start wandering aboutl on my own. Especially since thera’s a storm
coming.”

With a hasitant step, | Began making my way back to the litthe boy. | was about halfway
up the baedpost when | heard a moige, | stiffened, unsure if it was a human o the storm that
caused the noise=it was naither. The fur on my body stood on end and | felt a cold chill trickle
down my nonexisien] spine, | knew this leeling; iU's ingrained in all teddy bears and stuffed
animals alike 1o recognize this terrible, bone-chiling aura.

Az a curse flew from my lips, | desperately looked around me for something to fight with.

“This kit's got & ton of action Fgures, but no baseball bat? Mo Nef gun®” | whispered harshly
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under my breath, “Mot even sharpened colored pencils? My eyes then landed on the
averflowing tub of Legos. | pursed my lips, “Guess | gotta make do with what 1 got.” | grumbled
as | hopped off the bedpost and ran toward the wb; the dark presence steadily growing closer
with my every stap. Grabbing piaces left and right. | quickly tried to make a weapon of some sort
belare the thing could show its ugly mug.

Mot really happy with the haphazard sword | managed to make but finished nonetheless,
| hastily made my way back to the kid's bed. | onfy made it to the foot of the bedpost before a
piteh black fog began swirling through the crack at the botiom of the bedroom door. | siood
frozen ag | watched the fog slowly manifest inlo a crealure-fike being. It had a rather large
drcular head with six flat nodules stemming at equally spaced intervals all around, the face was
mostly taken up by two great pit-less holes near the 10p serving as eyes with an even greater
grin taking up the lower half, and its serpenting body slowly oozed some type of black siime that
gave off a horrendous stench, The space around the creature had gotien noticeably darker and
it was when | noticed the lighting difference that | noticed the white wisps of my breath escaping
through my silver snout; it was almost as if the creabure was sucking up all the leght and warmith
in the room.

A deep gravelly chuckle drummed from this creature as It lumed to stare af the litle boy.
“My my...looks ke you've fallen aslesp.” It cooed softly, slowly slithering nearer. | began
making my way up the bedpost with the Lego sword clenched in my mouth. “And after al that
noise you made earfier,” it continued as its head rotated downwards. °| hope you taste as good
as you sounded.” The head reverted slowly back up and long tendril wisps of smoke curled out
toward the kid.

“Yo, Fugly!” | shouted, hoisting mysell up on 1o the bed, Surprised, the cresture froze

and snapped its attention toward me. *| woukdn't eat him if | wene you,” | continusd, picking up
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miy sword that | had tossed on the bed. “This kid's a real momma's boy. He'll probably give you
indigestion o & bad case of the fuzzy wuzzies”

The tendrils dissipated and the creature straightened its shoulders. “Insigniticant littie
toy.” [t growled menacingly. “How dare you interrupt my meal? Do you know who | am?”

| leaned on my sword and rested my cheek on the butt of the hilt, “DonT know. Donlt
carg.” | gmirked slightly.

My answer seamed o iritate the creature. “My name is Aku, the Dream Eatar™ he
crowed. *| am a dream devouring demon born from the destructive soul of the great scientist—"

“Yeah, yeah.” | yawned as | waved a dismissive paw. “You're all great and powarful and
biah biah blah,..stll | don't care about. Gan you beave already? | really don't like wasting rmy
energy on things | could give a crap about,”

A law and gritty growl emitted from the glaring creature, “Are you mocking me?”

“Mo. | just want you to leave.” | gave him a cold smile, “So scram, Goldilocks. This bed
isn't for you.”

Suddenly, the room got colder, Beneath my feat, the bed guivered slightly as the (fthe
boy shiverad under his blankets. | felt myself stiten as | peeked at the creature from underneath
the brirm of my hat.

A dark chuckle echoed eerily throughout the room. “You canlt inimidate me.” The
creatune grinned. "I can fip you to shreds withoul even using half of my true strangth. You think
you can hurt me with your little bullding block sword? Try i1 Itg grin widened. *| dare you.”

Again, the lendril wisps of smoke began 1o snake out from the creature and ke whips
from a cat o nine tails, they came after me. | managed to deflect them with my sword and as |
used the momentum to heirl mysell around, | gathered enough speed 1o jump into the air and
tried 1o mject my sword inlo the creature’s face. it was no good. The creature was able 1o twist

itsatf just enough 1o the Fght to avekd my blow. | landed gracetully on the carpet flace in between
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thir Lego tub and where the creature slood simply a few moments ago. As | tied to quickly
siraighten back info my fighting stance, a pair of needle-like tendrils shat out toward my face.
Caught oll guard, my defiection was sloppy and a sharp slinging sensation spread hot across
my left cheek. | stumbled back from the force of the blow and hit the wall hard. Gasping for
breath, | slumped forward shghthy and had (o use my sword 0 steady mysell,

Thig guy isn'T gonna go down easy, he is? | thought to myself, gripping the hilt of my
sword, | should probably Iy something a hibe less head on. | dont know how much my
handmacie body can take.. just hiing the wall ook my breath away.

A harsh cackling pulsed in the room and | Eited my eyes just enough 1o stare at the
creature a few yards i front of me.

“What's wrong, fitie leddy?” It snickered, amused, “Already fedling tired? But it's only the
beginning.”

Fealing the air return to me, | fted mysell off my sword and held it by my side. “No.” |
ghook my head, my silver eyes newver straying from the creature’s plasterad grin, “It's already
over.”

| quickly plunged my paw into the tub of Legos and threw a paw-full at the creature, As it
was disonented with all of the coloriul blocks raining down on it, | sprinted my way loward iis
snake-like body and with the calculated precision of a surgeen, | sliced open its stomach.

The creature howled in pain as foul black slime poured out of the wound; almost bathing
me in its pitch before 1 swillly maved out of the way. Around a hundred tendrils sprouted from
the creature’s back and immediately thed 1o dose the wound, but 10 ne avail,

“How dare you?" the creature gasped painfully as its eyes narrowed. “H-how dare
you...you do su-such & thing...to ma? s breathing had become extremely labored, but the

venom in its voice never waverad,



| couldn’t help but erack a cold smile, *| never luin away from a dare.” With those words
still hanging in the air, | jumped on one of the creatura’s tendrils that was being usad as a
siopper and used it to help push me off 1o the next tendril. As | bounced from tendril 1o tendril
working my way up, | spun my sword arcund and deflected oncoming attacks.

“| will nat lose to a mere toyT The creature declared furiously as it kepl sprouting tendrils
fram every part of its body in an attempt to stop me; | dodged and deflected every single one.

Closing im on my targat, | spun my swaoed until the geip of my left paw was hitting the
hand guard and the palm of my nght paw was préssed up aganst the butt of the hill. With one
final jump, | stabbed the creature in the heart with my blade and twisted it until | was sure it had
gone all the way through bebare jumping away. The creature’s frozen grin let cut a silent scream
of agony a3 ils body slowly medted o the ground, | waiched in sdence as the last of the creature
mielted into a puddle of nothingness, keaving behind caly my sword.

Finaily baing able 1o breathe a sigh of reliel, | tredged my way through the Lego pleces
to rerieve my swond,

“God. that thing was annoying,” | grumbled to mysell as | hofted my suddenly heavy
Lego sword over my shoulder, “Are the rest of the nightmares gonna be that bothersome?™ With
a tred sigh escapeng my lips, | caredully placed my sword undernaath the bed and began to pick
up the mess the ight had created.

1 was almast dene pulting averything back 1o the way things were when | heard the little
boy start mumbling in bed. With a slight panic, | quickly made my way 1o the bedside closest to
hirm and immediately dropped to the ground,

“Chip?" Came the hiile boy's sieepy call. There was some rusiing up on the bed, “Ch-
Chip?” The litle boy repeated his voice now tinged with anxiety. More rustiing before a mop of
unnaly Blond haw followed by & pair of bright blue eves peered over the adge of the bad, “Thede



you are!” He smiled as he precasiously leaned over the edge and lited me up by my ankle with
his fittle hands.

He sat up on his knees as he looked disapprovingly at me.

Don't you kook al me ike that!

“Chip,” the fitthe boy addressad me with a serous gaze, * know you're new 10 this family,
but | don't want you to go off by yoursell, you hear me?" he chided as he wagged his finger
dramatically.

Look at me, I'm geling scelded by a four-year-odd,

“Chip,.” he warmed, bringing me closer 50 ha could peer into my frozen silver glass ayes.

Yeah, yoah...Im somy.

He giggled as he scrambled us back undemeath the still warm covers, The little Doy let
oul a lired yawn as he snuggled up against my back.

“I'm glad | now have & friend Be you, Chip.” He murmured sleepily,

| stayed silant.

He gave another yawn, this time a big one. “Goodnight, Ghip.” The litthe boy mumbled
tiredly under his breath, “Sweet...dreams,”

| had to stifle my own yawn. Goodnight, Dean.



Greg C. Bolanos

How to Make Pop's Sketti Sauce

1) Initial Incident:

You'll walk in through the awtomatic double doors and immediately veer left. You know whera
you're going, but starting in the gardening section would be too easy and too frightening.
Building up the courage to bite your lip as the cashiar comments on how fine the weather is for
tomato planting, then biting harder when he calls therm “tormaters” jokingly, just like he used to. A
polite smile makes his day just a litle bit better; he can go home and lantasize that you were
imterested in him. Ha won't know you were using him as his employers wanted him fo be used,
but youll know and you'll feel a litthe guilty when you aver analyze the encounter.

You get home and close the door behind you. You bean against it and cry whin you réalize you
were so distracted wormying about the cashier that you picked up the wrong kind of seeds.
Getting into your car, you make the thirty minute trip across town to the other Home Depot to
ensure you don't run into the same cashier, which tums into an hour-long tp when you factor in
buitding up your courage far a gecond time, You ot the right seeds though.

2) Growth and Decay

You planted your garden and watered those tomaters regularly. Every now and then you caich
sight of the small plant from a new angle and think it's grown a bit taller since the previous day,
but it has not. You know it hasn'L After about thirty days you begin to see small buds tuming
tomato red and the discomion SLans 1o grow in your stomach. 1t RUMs, 20 you go 1o e gym and
work out some of the aggression. You bruise your hands.

Tha tomatoes are nearly ready to be plucked, just another couple of weeks. On day fifty you
decide to pull the plumpest one, only to accidentally juice it in your palm, Upon closer
ingpection, you digcover flea beetles and aphids, as well as cutworms wiggkng on the ground
below,

An hour later you rake up the exploded pieces of tomatoes, scraping it off of the nearby fences
wilh a gas mask on to protect yoursell from the can of Raid you carelessly soaked the Earth in.
You'll drive immediately to the nearest Home Depol to purchase new seeds, thinking the
adrenaline will allow you o enter without preparation, but it does not. The cashier from before
was fired lor sexually harassing a customer he thought was you, but you don't know that; you're
just glad you didn't have to smile at him again.

You bought the night seeds. First try.

Fifty days laler and your indoor tomato garden is flourishing. You pluck the plumpest one with a
delightful grimace bacause it's finally time to pull out the recipe.
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3) Shetti Tima

Alter sweaping up the smashed pieces of the glass bottle which contained the secret recipe,
you begin cooking. There are no lears because the recipe does nol call for extra sali. A drop of
sweal talls into the pot when you aren looking; you didnT notice,

You add a pinch of salt and a dash of papper, than you ramember how he used 1o da it, and you
add another couple dashes of pepper. Stirring the basil with the garlic cloves, oregano, diced
and mashed fomatoes creates a familiar aroma. 10's nearly time. Allow the sauce 1o simmar for
an howt and hall on madium heal. You sit on the couch.

Alter staring at your reflection in the television screen for a half how you decide 1o watch an
episode of The Cosby Show. This Is what you used to do logether; those memaries sting. The
simalarities betweden the ead and your Fthir sting more.

You turm off tha T.V. and stare at your raflaction for the remaining hour.

After pouring the sauce over the noodles, letting the steam heal your puffy eyes, you raise an
RMplY QIS to the emply NOUSE, You pour yoursell & scotch, no rocks, ke he used 1o drink it
You don't drink, nor do you eal.

The wrang seeds are still sitling on the counter.

You go to bed.

You nesl.



Photograph by Darlin Merales
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Antheny Jauregui
Figment
LIGHTS UP ON:

[A smail strip of fand just off the wes! coast, GA.
LIMBURGER sits on a decrepdl baach towed, She uses if
e move about the sirip of land. CHARLIE, is off hunling
for food. The wo have been alone for the past 36 hours
and have been separaled from civilization for the pasi
waahk. Their clothes are wal, discolred, and shredded.
CHARLIE returng from the hunt with three raw figs.]

CHARLIE
I got it! 1 finally know why!

DR. LIMBURGER
Give it to me.

CHARLIE
Whan you were a Ettle girl, you had a dream that you were walking down a pier hobding hands
with your Mom and Dad. Then this picture perfect dream quickly turns inta a nightmare when a
worm the size of the pier bursts out of the sand, and kilts your Mom right in front of your eyes.
Sand flies everywhere... And | mean e sand literally les everywhaere not like fies made of
sand fiy everywhere. Although that would be really horrifying.
Wait, imagine bads. Like Hitchcock's The Birds. Big ‘ol birds made of sand flying everywhara!
Now that would be creepyl Fm hungry, want a fig?

DR. LIMBURGER
I'm impressed with your elaborate story on my past, Gharlie, But, as you know, a good therapist
never reveals her inner struggles.

CHARLIE
Darn! Thought | would've got it for sure this time!

DR. LIMBURGER
I did learn something from listening to vou thowgh.

CHARLIE
What?
DA. LIMBURGER
YOou'nd inganmng,
CHARLIE

The D5M-5 calls it Impulse Control Disorder. My parents call it lazy. My friends called me
retarded. But of all the people who'd call me ® Insane” | would never think it be my therapist.



DA. LIMBURGER
Timvgs have changed.

CHARLIE
I Koy,
For ong, we're gutside,
Far two, the Hood destroyed your office didnt il?

DA. LIMBURGER
EASE OFF CHARLIE,

CHARLIE
Sorry.

| The wo sil in awkward sience. Affer 8 momenl, Charlie
holds hig nose and shes 8 whote fig info ks mouth, He
takes 3 biles and swallows to avoid the pungent taste.
He offers one o Or. Limburger, but she ignores him.|

CHARLIE
Yeah, these donl laste much like those Fig Newtons we used to have,
I'd prefer thoss over these any day. I'd even prefar Cam Mewton over Fig Mewlons and that's
saying something. | just really dislike Mewlons, | guess.

OR. LIMBURGER
Thera's ane thing we have in common.
CHARLIE
What?
OR. LIMBURGER
I fucking hate Fig MNewtons.
CHARLIE

Intense languege O, Lirmburger. | like i
... You wanna talk about what happened?

DR. LIMBURGER
Mo, Charlie. I'm akay. Let's just sil herg. In silance.

CHARLIE
Okay.
{bean
Whare ware you when the liaod hit your houge?

DA. LIMBURGER
I don’t want to talk about it



CHARLIE
Okay, Sorry,
{a bealy
Was it the office?

DA, LIMBURGER
(frusirated)
Dammit... Of all places to be during a flash flood. | was taking a bath.

CHARLIE
You're kidding me, right? You gotta be kidding me, Though that would axplain the beach towsl
you've bean sitting on.

DR. LIMBURGER
I'm being serious. | was relaxed, naked, and taking & baln. Three things Il never have again.

[Chariie covers his ears afler hearing that Dr. Limburger
said she was naked.]

CHARLIE
Lalalalalalalaltaialalalala-NOT LISTENING-Lalakalalatalalalakalalala!

DA. LIMBURGER
For Christ's sake snap out of it Charlie. its only natural to bathe naked. How often do you hear
of someone bathing with clothes on?

[Charfie looks down]

CHARLIE
I told you this in a session on March 8th, 2016 at 10:38AM. How could you forget?

DA. LIMBURGER
Yiou know what? I'm sarry. My mind has been a bit boggled since we're stranded on an island in
the middle of nowhere, The tast thing I'm going to remember is what you tokd me in one of our
178 meetings.

CHARLIE
Oh, 50 you can remambar how many meetings we've had, but you can't remember what we've
talked about? Or the time that | confessed things 1 you? Or what day it was? What kind of
therapist are you!?

|Charfie eries and sats ancther fig lo calm his nerves.)

DA. LIMBURGER
Okay then, lels talk aboul what we talked aboul that day.

CHARLIE
{sfops crying)



Really?

DA, LIMBURGER
I am your therapist, 50 I'm willing to listen. Refrash my mamary.

CHARLIE
I haile: that woed and all that it stands: for. | don't ke being i, | don't like hearing i, and | certainly
dont like hearing that my therapist gets if in the bathtubl]

DA. LIMBURGER
Okay, you don't like the N-word. | understand. But, fears like this don just appear. Wi need
SOMe S0t of Neiing insident o this, How was your relationship will your mom?

CHARLIE
1 totd you about my refatienship with my mom on September 30th 2015! Don't you remember?!

DR, LIMBURGER
s been awhile. Please, ramind me again.

CHARLIE
She usad 1o baat me while sha was i No clothas, no shoes, nothing! Just slap me argund for
no reason, | would uist go into her rpom while she was with her boyfriend and then she'd star
slapping me around like a couple of flapjacks on a hat plate!

DA. LIMBURGER
Wait, what did you jusi say?

CHARLIE
Slap me around like a couple of flapjacks on a hot plate?

DR. LIMBURGER
Bedore thal.

CHARLIE
She'd start slapping me around--

DA. LIMBURGER
MNo. Something abaut your moam and her boyfriend,

CHARLIE
Oh, yeah! Every day at 6:30 PM they woukd go into their room and watch Family Feud, Now my
o knew | loved Richard Karm so whenever he was on I'd always hear her vell, "Come on,
Dick!™ And 'm a litthe smart 50 | know a shorter way of saying Richard is Dick so I'd always go in
and see what happenad. Than, she would beat the hall oul of me, but she was always if

DR. LIMBURGER

{speechiess, a beaf)
Mmamhmim.
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CHARLIE
This happened all the tima. That's why | don't like that word!! How can we fix it?

DR, LIMBURGER
Well..
CHARLIE
Yeah?.,
DA, LIMBURGER

Wil Charlie, a good therapist should never say anything. A good therapest should just listen 1o
what the patient has to say then react accordingly.

CHARLIE
I'm done with my story. But when | 1okd you the first time you kinda sasd the same thing $o | don't
know what to think anymore. You're an okay therapist Dr. Limburger but somatimes | wondar.

I'm gonna go pea.
[Chariie exifs.]

DR. LIMBURGER
A good therapist does not focus on one sole client. | am a good thevapist. No, | am a great
therapist. No, | am the greatest tharapist!

(fooks ug)
Aren't 1? Come on, God. I'm a ittle good aren't 1?7
(& beat of sifence)
Oh screw you,
|Chariia anters.)
CHARLIE
| put & leal gver my pee So you don't stap in it
DA. LIMBURGER
Thanks.
CHARLIE

You know, we've had a long day we should retac | think | know what we can do.

DR. LIMBURGER
What's that?

CHARLIE
This doctor at the urgant care laught it 1o me.

OR. LIMBURGER
What ig it?



CHARLIE
Corme with me and M show you,

DR. LIMBURGER
Mao. | am nat leaving my lowel.

CHARLIE
| don't understand. Thare's water all around us. We have the only earth terrain capable of
walking on for miles and you den't wanna leave that raggedy old towel? Suit yourself.

[Or. Limburger strokes the towel, non-sexuaily,
carnfiortingly.]

CHARLIE
I8 b right back,

[Chariie axits. Dr. Limburger sits on her lowel and sees
something in the far distance.]

DR. LIMBURGER
What is that? 15 that a... no. Ugh.
(looking af sky)
You can take your leet off your pearky white recliner and fix this amdime you want. | know you
have a magic wand somewhere. Get off your ass and end this torure you cast upon me!

|Chartie amders, Dr. Limburger quickly snaps oul of i, and
rejoices. He is hoiding two figs in his hand]

CHARLIE
Here, Grab one,
DR. LIMBURGER
What do | do with this?
CHARLIE
Yiou ever been to & pharmacy 7
DR, LIMBURGER
Yeq.
CHARLIE

Some of them have walting areas and some have these things called stress balls. You squeeze
thern and roll them around your hands and its suppased to relax you. Here try it.

|Ov. Limberger takes a fig and begins raliing it. Within 2
seconds she squeeres i oo hard and it squirs all owver
her.)

L
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DA. LIMBURGER
Great, All over my new shirt, Give me a less ripe ane that won't burst 50 easily,

CHARLIE
Sonry, Lel's try again,

[ Dr. Limbrger moves it to the other hand and beging
squeezing gently]

DR. LIMBURGER
I think I'm getling the hang of-

[ The fig squirts all over her again and she throws it

asige]
DR. LIMBURGER
Seriw this.
CHARLIE
How about | try it
[Charite begins reling the fig and i does NOT squir all
over him,)
DH. LIMBURGER
You've got 1o be kidding me,
CHARLIE
I guess maybe it doesnt work if you're 100 stressed,
Hey what is thal?
DA, LIMBURGER
What? Whera?
CHARLIE
Its figating near the shore, let me grab it,
[Charite exits.]
OR. LIMBURGER

{focking al sky)
Hey about earlier... If this is somathing good...Forget about whal | sakd, | repent.

[Charfia arters wilth an [PA boitle and an oval san.)

DR. LIMBURGER
WHAT IS ITH



CHARLIE
Itz an IPA bottle. | think there's something inside it too. Looks like a pen and paper.

DR. LIMBURGER
Ch my God is that food?

CHARLIE
It looks Bke sardines. Gross. I just 1oss em-

DR. LIMBURGER
Are you fucking crazy? Hand them over!

[Chantie gives the can of sardines to Dr. Limburger. it's
an easy open seal =0 she quickly opens if and begins
scarfing down raw sardimes and drinking the broth
they're in. Chariie stares.)

CHARLIE
| didn't know vou had such an appatite.

DR. LIMBURGER
Its gither this or figs.

CHARLIE
What should we do with the bottle?

DA. LIMBURGER
Save it. We can break it and maybe use the glass as a ool

CHARLIE
Let's send a message in a botile.

DR, LIMBURGER
What?

CHARLIE
Lat's write something out, put it in the battle, and toss it back into the ocean.

DR, LIMBURGER
Are you crazy?

CHARLIE
1 ain't the one aating raw sardines.

DR. LIMBURGER
You really belisve in that message in a botthe stull?

CHARLIE

7l



What's to believe? All we're doing ks entrusting all of cur hope inlo one message in a bottie,

DR, LIMBURGER
Mot anly thal, lis a sign of loss. | am not ready o give up. We are going 1o survive,

CHARLIE
Oh sure and you're going to survive on that hote-y lowel 7

DA, LIMBURGER
Yap.

|Dr. Limburger begins licking the can of sardines dry. As
she does this Charlie beging writing someihing on the
paper)

CHARLIE
Il b2 rigiht back. I'm gonna go... exercise,

DA, LIMBURGER
Do some bor me 00,

[Charfie axils with lhe boltle. ARer a beal, Dr. Limburger
notices Charlie look the boltle with him.)

DR, LIMBURGER
Charie... Charie! Get back hera!
[Charlie rushas back without the boltle.]
DA, LIMBURGER
Whare is it? What did you do with 1?7
CHARLIE
I threws it gut into the ocean.
DA. LIMBURGER
What? WHY??
CHARLIE
I just really wanted 10 $ee il my message would be receivad!
DA. LMBURGER
GODDAMMIT!
(funges af Charfie)

hre you crazy?! Why would you waste our only means of cemmunication with the woekd!

CHARLIE
Hey you stepped in the sand!



Fuck the sand!

Hey... stoppp.. Look, Over here.

What the?...

What is it?

DR. LIMBURGER

|Dr. Limburger straddies Charlie and beging ehoking him.
After a beat]

CHARLIE

OA. LIMBURGER

|Ov. Limburger exits. Charlie recuperalas. Enter Dy.
Limbwrger with the same botile of IPA, a pen, and pager
and a srall Bagay of nuts.)

CGHARLIE

DR. LIMBURGER

Thay'ra nuts? But thay're soft. And doughy.

What?

What did you write?

Dough nuts.,

How'd you spall it?

D-g-i-g-h nei-t-37

CHARLIE

DA. LIMBURGER

CHARLIE

DA. LIMBURGER

CHARLIE

DR. LIMBURGER

What. The. Hell, These ara dough nuts. DOUGH NUTS,

Great. This is just great!

Are you thinking what I'm thinking?

CHARLIE

DR. LIMBURGER

CHARLIE
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Yes! Lel's wrile oven on the paper, throw it out, and wait for one to wash ashore. Then we can
bake hese dough nuts!

DR. LIMBURGER
Ma!ll This means that anything you write on this paper comeas trua!
CHARLIE
How can you be 50 sure?
DR. LIMBURGER
I can't. But it's worth & shot.
CHARLIE

Fem all for experimeantation, but didn't you say a minute sgo that you're not into this whole giving
up thing, and that succumbing to this is like facing defeat?

DA. LIMBURGER
Screw what | said a minute ago, it's ime to experiment!
CHARLIE
if you say so0. What should we write first?
DA. LIMBURGER
I don't know. Do you have any ideas?
CHARLIE
| already sad oven,
[Dr. Limburger paces around while Charbe fhinks and
aals another fig.]
CHARLIE

You know, once you get passed this disgusting texiure, ligs aren't so bad.

DA. LIMBURGER
We should send out for somathing that will help us survive here. Maybe some firewood? How
about some matchas? O a malchbook? Than we would get a whole lot of matches. We could
light a fire, What do you think?

CHARLIE
I like the matches idea. Bul | think we should be extra careful about how we write it.
DA. LIMBURGER
Don't worry | won't use cursive,
CHARLIE

Mo, ke maybe be really specific how it's wiithen. | thowght | was spelling coughnuts right, and
look what we gol there.



OR. LIMBURGER
Hmm. You're right. 'l make sura lo wiite malchbook with no spaces, no cursive, and | think we'll
be sel,

CHARLIE
Okay. | trust you Dr. Limburger.

DR, LIMBURGER
{tries ko wrife)
The paper is difficult to writs an. You got it wet whan you picked up.

CHARLIE
I mean | did just pull it outta water.

[ . Limburger wriles “matchbook” on the paper wilh the
pen. She puls it in the bottle and sends it out to sea.)

DR. LIMBURGER
There. That's taken care of. Now we wail,
CHARLIE
Can | ask you somathing?
DA. LIMBURGER
What isit?
CHARLIE
Yiou think we're gonna be okay?
DA. LIMBURGER
Wa've made it this far.
CHARLIE
IU's been a weak. A week is not that long!
DR. LIMBURGER

A very long week but we've made it. We'll just keep our heads down. During Kalrina some
pecple waited up 1o 14 days for hedp. its been 7 for us, 50 let's just keep atit.

CHARLIE
You know, you're a good therapist. You make me fesl better. All this water makes ma wanna go
pes. Il be right back.

DA. LIMBURGER
Hawve fun,

|Charfie exits. Dr. Limburger sits in angst]

13
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DR. LIMBURGER
(fooking af sky}
| harve bo @dmit i, thal was a good one, | gidn't think you'd reply with such disdain for me, but
thanks, | redlly appreciate it... God, doughy nuts. How original of you. Like | $aid before, you can
stop with the prank. Hit resst on the game, Il be glad to take it Back 1o my last save.

CHARLIE {OFF STAGE)
Dr. Limbaargar] Thene's a boxl A Box of something!

|Charfie erters with a small box, the original IPA bottle,
and piece of paper.)

DA. LIMBURGER
Wihat iz it?

CHARLIE
I dan't kngw! | was over by the shore and it sona appeared gut of nowhere, Maybe its the
matchbook. Should wa open it?

DR. LIMBURGER
gl

[Dr. Limburger apans the box quickly. Theve is & brigl
mament of astonishment as she looks & what's ingide.]

CHARLIE
Well?

DR. LIMBURGER
(hoiding the matchbaook)
It's @ matchbook!

CHARLIE
Oh my god, yes! Let's start thal fire. No, let's warm up Ihose dough nuts!

|After a beal, comphete silencea. Dr. Limburger reveals
there are mo malches in the maichbook. She falls in

defeal and begins 1o cry.]

DA. LIMBURGER
Yous... You did this! Why was malchbook aven an option in your stupid litthe head?

CHARLIE
Matchbook was your ideal

|Or. Limbrgér lunges at Chadie, She straddles him and
trigs bo choke Charfig to death. Alter a few beats of
fighting, he breaks frea.)



CHARLIE
What has golten inlo youT You aren supposed o be emobonally unstable! That's my job. f'm
the patient, you're the therapst!

DH. LIMBURGER
Mot anymone, it all changed when the food destroyed my office, my car, my family, and
.. while | was taking a bath... IN THE NUDE!

CHARLIE
Lalalalalalalalalalalalalalatalala- NOT LISTENING Lalalslalalalalalalalalalalaia!

[Chartie axits, O, Limbufger ool down and gets harsall
together]

DR. LIMBURGER

What am | doing? He didnl do anything. I'm kosing my mind. | sShouldn-

{looks ar sky)
You! You ded this! Why smite ma? |'ve been good. | pay laxes. | teel bad lor people an
Hearger's... Oh, 50 you're blaming me for this?

{increasingly tense and marnic-ike)
What do you mean | brought this upon mysat? Yeu created this. AB of this. If | make an ant farm
I den't blame them for raping each other, doing drwgs, or slealing from one anather. | take
respongibility bacause | created the world they bve inl Something you obwviously don't do, Me,
narcissistic? Mo, Well 'm not the ona who created beings capable of acquiring thesa millians of
mental ilinesses! You know what, we are done! I just end this all and write down a gun and
wail for il patiently 1o get here, Then Il off mysell and there will be no way for Charlie to
repopulate the Earth. Take that God! Don't forget to wish for bullets? Oh, you're hdarious!...
Dion't smirk at me. | can see you doing that. Hold on, | thought of something better.

|Dr. Limburger grabs the pen and writes something on
the paper. She puts it in the boitle and seals & up.|

DR. LIMBURGER
"1 weant my lile back.”

[ Limburger takes the botile olf stage and relurns fo
har towed, She curds indo a bal, and falls astesp.]

LIGHTS DIM.
[Charfte enters. He is wearing a dress shirt, tie, and
slacks)]
LIGHTS UP ON:
GHARLIE

Samantha. Samantha. You've lallen asleep again. You have 17 minules lefl. Clocks ticking.

7
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DR. LIMBURGER
Huh?_.. What?

CHARLIE
You were telling me about Hitchcock's The Birds ? Sand flies? Your mom?

BLACKOUT.



“The Even Couple” was produced as part of CSUB's Theatretest (2016) One-Act

Festival: Thealre of New Voices. | have also attached a photo from the production that
shows characters Benjamin (LEFT) and Albart (RIGHT) played by Mike Allen Moore and
Benigno "B-Jay" Mojica. Scenic and Lighting Design by Chris Eicher and Costume Design by
Roger Upton. Photo Credit goes to Mandy Rees/Chris Eicher.
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Anthony Jauregui
The Even Couple

AT RISE:

|Banjamin sits al a lable with two menus, fowr
aszes of waler, and W wrapped sihvenware in a
quaint ghngr in suburban Logs Angaies, AT e
alprementioned items are on the opposile side of the
tabie, bui Benjamin consianily rearranges them in
ovdier to satisly the ok in his brai thal fels him fo
move tham. Every lime Banjamin feels an “ich,” he
plays with his Nilie car, bl only if he's afane. Affer &
fow momanls of s reaveanging, he akes oul & itle
car from his pockel, and plays with it bafora being
intarrupted by the server, Albert. Before Alberl can
speak, Benfamin chugs one of the four glasses of

water,|
ALBERT
(french)
| don't think she's coming.
BENJAMIN
(hidireg his car)
Raally? | think she will. Lat's just give it & few mare minutes.
ALBERT
I's bewn 4 hours. I'm prefty sure sha's not coming.
BENJAMIN
Thank you for your concern Albert, but she said she'd be here.
ALBERT
Al-Bara.
BEMNJAMIN,
What?
ALBERT
I's pronounced Al-bare.
BENJAMIN
Sorry. French?
ALBERT

{American)



i'm from Utah.

BEMJAMIMN
Come again.
ALBERT
(Franch)
Albert is from Utah, P'm from Alberta.
BEMJAMIM
So what do | call you?
ALBERT
(Amatican)
Allert,
BENJAMIM
Okay Albert can |-
ALBERT
{Frenchj
it's Al-BARE!
BENJAMIM
You just said it's Aberi!
ALBERT
Yo Wan mdne wiled?
BENJAMIN

Yes. One more glass will do, I'm very parched,
ALBERT

Right... 'l be back.
[Atbert axitz. Berjamin sits for & few momeants, and
gets a sudden urge to uninale, but doesnt go. He
fooks 8t his walch, makes sure no one is around,
and pults out hig bitthe car.]

BEMNJAMIMN
Its akay Clark. She'll be here soon. Very vary soon. Then we can go to the rest reom.

|Atbert reenters with more waler. Benfamin sils as
he batties hig unnary angst]

ALBERT

£
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Here's tha fourth glass,

BEMJAMIN
Thank you, Could you tell me the time?
ALBERT
17.37.
BEMJAMIM
Sevanteen? Thirty-seven? How is thal even possible™
ALBERT
Military time. Havenl you ever heard of Jarhead?
BENJAMIN
I've only read Jughead
ALBERT

Jarheadis a war movie, They use military ima. What's wrong ?
BEMNJAMIMN

(Caltapsing)
2 sevens? A threae? A ona? Oh my! | thought time reset at 127

ALBERT
It does! | just like 1elng pecphe the time in military ime, I1's 5:38 now,
BEMJAMIN
Where's the rest room7T!
ALBERT

Through the doubile doors, make @ kel belore you hat the kitchen,

BEMNJAMIN
Il be right back! And if 2 woman comes in asking for me, tell her Il be night back.

ALBERT
_ [American)
Anything for you. ..
Fifleen dollars an hour i3n't enough for this bulishil

| Benjamin exits affer putting his car inlo his shirt
pockel, We then hear the front deor ring open and
Suzanng enlars, She is an older woman weaning
muillipie layers of clothing. Alberd wowillingly greels
her



ALBERT

{French)
Hera's a menu. Sit wharever you want.
SUZAMMNE
I'm meeting someone. He may already be hare.
ALBERT
Meeting somecne?
SUZANNE
| don't know what he looks (e,
ALBERT
You know his name?
SUZAMNE
This is soria one of those blind date things.
ALBERT
Really?
(noticing atting)
That makes so much sense.
SUZAMNE
Yes. My, uh friend, said she wanted me to start dating again.
ALBERT
Did she recommend that coat? Thal blouse? And those shoes?
SUZAMNE
Mo... This is just something | ike to wear when | go outside.
ALBERT
Avant garde. | ke that.
SUZANNE
Thank you.
ALBERT
There's only one guy in here and he's in the bathroom. He's been here four hours though.
SUZAMNE
4 howrs? D, Limburger said 6 o'clock.
ALBERT

Dr. Limburg-
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SUZANNE
My triend|

ALBERT
| sae. He's baen here. Real nervous oo, Been drowning himselt with cups and cups of water. |
think he's trying 1o kill himsed!

SUZANNE
I'm nervous too, I've never been on a bliind date before,

ALBERT
Dabes Are SCary 10F Gvarndone, Just take a seat, I b ovier Debone vou know it

[Afbavt zpats Suranne al Banjamin's lable. She

matices the abundance of water.]
SUZANNE
You weanen'l kidding, he has been deawning hiensell,
ALBERT
(American)
Told you 5o,
SUZANNE
¥What happened to your accent?
ALBERT
What aceant?
SUZANNE
It sounded French,
ALBERT
Mope. Mo accent here,
SUZANNE

I guess that maans he's as nenous as | am.

ALBERT
Probably just hates Galifornia. You do know we're in a drought, right?

SUZANNE
I'm aware, But, tell me about lim, Does he smell nice?

ALBEAT
He smaiis like a guy. That's all | can say.

SUZANNE



I'd hope so. But what is he like?

ALBERT
He's like real nervous, | don’t know.
SUZANMNE
Wall, what's he look like?
ALBERT
What's he look [&e ... Well, he's got less clothes an than you.,
SUZANNE
What elzsa?
ALBERT
You're very curicus aren you?
SUZANNE
If this is between you and me.
ALBERT
O courge, of course...
SUZANMNE
I haven been on a date since high school,
ALBERT
Really?
{aside, French)

With that fashion sense | would've thought guys were dying to get under those pants... thal
blouse... those shoes! Ligh!

SUZANMNE
Yes. But, here | am, As ready as |'ll ever be | suppose. One more question Albert.
ALBERT
{French)
Al-bare. What is it?
SUZANME
There it is!
ALBERT
What?
SUZAMNME

Your accent!
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(American)

ALBERT

O, that was nothang. Whal's your question?

Is he handsome?...

SUZAMNE

ALBERT

Il let you decide Tor yoursell. Here he comes.

Hi, 'm Suzanne.

[Aibert exits. Benjamin enters with his litie car in his
ciedched hands. Alfer realizing his date is at the table,
he stuffs his Kitle car i his shirt pocket, He
approaches the table and Suzanne stands 1o greel
him]

SUZANNE

BEMNJAMIN

I'm Benjamin. Or Ben for short. But | prefer Benjamin,

Banjamin, nice o meet you.

SUZANNE

BEMJAKMIM

Mice o meet you also. Too, Thal's & nice coat. And blouse.

SUZANNE

Thank you. These are my blind date clothes.

Blind? | have 20/20.

Clever.

BEMJAMIMN

SUZANNE

BENJAMIN

Or. Limburger said you had an eye for faghion.

SUZAMNE

She did? Thal's nice of her. Have you ardered?

I vl SO waker.

BEMJAMIN

SUZANNE

Water ig good. There's 20 much to choose from. The fish and chips ipok good.



BENJAMIN
You should get whatever you want. Don't worry about eating less because you're on a date.

SLUZANNE
Excuse mea?

BEMJIAMIN
T sorry... Did did thal that come cul wiong?- Wreng.- | didat mean anything by il

SUZANNE
es, just & tad.

BEMJAMIN
I'm sarry. Lat's start over. Hi, I'm Ben. Benjamin for short.

SUZAMME
Suzanne.

BEMJAMIN
It's 50 graat to meet you again,

SUZANNE
We introduced owrgehves just a minule ago,

BENJAMIN
I know. But | needed 1o do it twice.

SUZANNE
Twice.

BEMNJAMIN
Yes. Second times the charm, right?

SUZANNE
| guess so.

BEMJAMIMN

Sometimes | just need 1o find a way to break through to an even number, 50 il | ever make you
upset, its because of the ood number. Odds are bad, Very very bad,

SUZANNE
Mow that's odd,

BENJAMIN
Al-burt?

[Albart enters.]
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ALBERT

[Franch)
We went over this. For the last time, it's--
BEMNJAMIN
Al-pare. I'm sorry. We are ready o order,
ALBERT
Wharll it ba?
BEMJAMIN
Two ceders of the Salisbury steak dinner please--
SUZANNE
=I'm sorry, | didn't wan--
BEMNJAMIN
--That's all 'l have. Suzanna?
SUZANNE
Oh, those ang lof you?
BEMJAMIN
Yes, go ahead and order.
SUZAMNE
I havwer the fesh and chips.
ALBERT

Two Salisbury Steak dinners and an order of fish and chips, Gol it ITN be out somatime in the
nigar uture.

[ Albert exits. Suzanme bagins to wipe the sweat off

her forghead ]
BENJAMIN
Great chose, | love thie smell of fish,
SUZAMNE
Really? The smell ysually grosses people out,
BENJAMIN

Yes. It reminds me of the fish market | used to go 1o with my dad as a kid. 6 o'clock avery Friday
for Lent. That's probably the only thing | enjoyed about growing up catholic.

SUZAMNE
You'l be glad to know I'm 46. As even as they come.



BENJAMIN
You're lellng me. | used to hate my teen years, Every other year celebrating an illegimate age.
I felt awdul. "Happy 11th birthday Ban!™ "Happy 131h birthday Banl” "Happy 15th birthday Ben!
Yiou want a Quincanera? No! | dont want a quincenera. Spanish odds scare me 100,

SUZANNE
Haw oid are you?
BEMJAMIM
22 I you count the odds,
SUZANNE
You seem [0 really dishke odd numbers. | ke how honest you are. You're honest right?
BEMJAMIN
Honest? Yes! Very much so,
SLUZANNE
Honasty is important to have. Too many people lall lles.
BEMJAMIN
You're swealy, you should take off some of those coats of yours, Here let me halp you,
SUZANNE
(pughing away Banjamin)

Mol That's alright, 1l just ask Al-bare 1o turn down the AC.

[ Akt andars with food i v, However, only one
of the Salisbury steaks are present along with
Suzanne's arder of figh and chipg.]

ALBERT
[American)
Here's your food? Ch yeah, we had to 86 cne of the Salisbury steaks.

BENJAMIN
What? WHY?
ALBERT
Do you really want to know?
BEMJAMIM
Yas!
ALBERT
Are you sura? it's prelty gross,

BEMJAMIN



Please just spil it cutl

ALBERT
How'd you know?
BENJAMIN
Huh?
ALBERT

I ate it. Chel overcooked it so | figurad Fd eat it. Thare's still half in the back. But it kinda rodled
onio the fiogr, And it's all bumt and black.

BENJAMIN
That's fine. | Bke my steak well done. Bring it out.
ALBERT
Oh no., This steak i3 beyond done, Its way pas! gone
{aside, French)
s probably as done as whatever's under this woman's clothes.
BENJAMIN
Bring i out please and thank you Al-bare.
ALBERT
[American)
Albsert, Suil yourself,
SUZANNE
Where is your bathroom?
ALBERT

Thraugh the double doors, make a lall before you hil the kitlchen.

SUZANNE
I b rigiht Back. And could you please lower the air conditioning?

ALBERT
I s what | can do,

|Atbert locks at the ceiling and claps his hands three
times. Mothing happens. Suzanng axits.]

ALBERT
You okay thera?

| Benjamin is unnesponsive. He sits and clutches his
shirl pockel where his loy car hides. Afler a beal,



Albert decides o leave. Benjamin than takes out his
car and beging playing with it on the tabla.)

BEMJAMIN
Zoom room Clarkiel Zoom zoom. IU's geing 1o be vroom wroom!

| Benjamin accidentally drops the car o the foor

ender the lable, He quickly drops io look for i. Erder
Suzanng, she is a layer 55
SUZANNE
Benjamin? What are you looking for?
BEMJAMIMN
Uh, the bathream...
SUZANNE
Its back there,
BENJAMIN
Il be right bk,

[ Berjamin quickly exits for the bathroom, Albert
reenigrs with the burnt to hell avder of Sieak and
some fish stick lpaking food for Suzanma.)

SUZANNE
This kaoks... caplivaling.

ALBERT
(French)
It sure does. Take a picture before it swims away.

|Atbert exits. Berjanin reenters shiriless. He
immadiataly digs in, Every tima Suzanne asks m a
question he shoves more feod into his moulh even
thowgh it is quite disgusling. His demeanor has
changed and on a scale of 1-10 of anciely he is

reaching a 9.6
BEMNJAMIN

Man these steaks are great!
SUZANNE

| see. Where were wa?
BEMJAMIM

Honestly? | mean, honesty.,

o1



SUZAMNE
Honesty, Yes, s very impertant 1o me.

BENJAMIN
I's impaortant o me oo, Say, this is pretty good,

SUZANNE
Since you're so honest, could you answer a question for ma?
BEMJAMIM
SUZANNE
Why did you get here 4 hours early?
BEMJAMIM
I meed need to use the resiroom.
| Benjamin axits whils! eating a plale of burat a5 hell
steak. Suzanne sils in silence, bul removes a
seented perfivme from her purse and beging
spraying her body and under the lable. Albert enlers
coughing.]
SUZANNE
I'mi Sairy,
ALBERT
{American)
How are the two love birds?
SUZANNE
He's differant. And nice. Ha's nica.
ALBERT
The perfume tells me its gong 1o end wail.
SUZANNE
| hapa 50,
{whisper)
Wail, you don't mean sex, do you?
ALBERT
What the hell? NO!
SUZANNE

He's a wery nice man 5o far,



| don't know what to expect though, | just feel like there's an even number fior everything,
Bathroom Dreaks, waters, Salisbury steaks. | leed ke he's obsessed or something, | saw a
program about obsessive men who were obsassed with pomography and they weren the least
bit desirable,

ALBERT
It it You think he's upsel Bul ever sinoe Ihe invention of fnee PO, Everyone's been tripgang
oul. | mean there's a difference between being cbsessed with numbers and being obsessed
with pornography. Quite frankly, being obsessed with numbers is creepier. But, don't listen 1o
v, a5k him diracly.

SUZANNE
| was going to, but then he just sprung up and ran to the batheoom, | shouldn't give wp just yet. |
just want 1o know wivy he got here 2o early. And this whobe even businessy

ALBERT
He's probably just nervous. Loosan up, Show some skin, guys like that. Here, Il take your coat.

[Atbert reaches 1o take one of Suzanng's layers off,

bt immadialely pauses, and explodes In relching
sounds by the smet of Suzanne's body odor.)

SUZANNE
Oh ne.
ALBERT
{American)
MY GOD! WHAT IN HOLY HELL ALMIGHTY...! MY EYEBROWS!II!!
SUZANNE
Oh ne no no no...|
ALBERT
{French)
Is that Hitler's mustard gas!?
SUZANNE
Please, | can explain, Just keep it down!
ALBERT

(American)
It smedls like some bullshit Donald Trump ks feeding Republicans!

| Suzanne gathers her belongings, Banjamin enlars,
with only undargarments. Albert exits refching.]

BEMJAMIM

9%
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P nirver besen on a date before. | don't know how 1o dress. | asked my mam (o dress me and |
felt so suftocated! | don't know what 'm doing AMD | PLAY WITH A LITTLE CAR! Yes, | play
with litthe cars to calm me down, And | have Obsessive Compulsive Disgorder! Yes, Obsassive
Compulsive Disorder! | can'l live withoul aven numbers! And | have ANXIET Y I you want o
leave | understand bul plaase give me a chance,

|Benjamin weaps on Suzanne’s shoulder, not

finetrg &l hor meradibie shench,]
SUZANNE
You don't smell that?
BEMJAMIMN
Thia rottisg fish?
SUZANNE
It doesn't bother you?
BEMJAMIN

| Suzarne begins taking layer aflar layer off, the
stench of & thousand relting fish emedge, we hear
Albert retehing offstage and Benjamin slares in awe
al Suzanne'’s baauty]

SUZANNE
I havie Trimethylaminuria, or as Albert said "What the hell is that smell#1" My mother had i And
50 did hars. The family hairloom.

BEMJAMIN
That's why you dregsed like that?

SUZANNE
Far years, yes.

BENJAMIN

Yiouar smiall comigrts me, It reminds me of my youth,

SUZANNE
I was afraid I'd gross you cut, but | ended up hurting Albert.

ALBERT (OFF STAGE)
AL-BARE!

BEMNJAMIN
I was afraid I'd scare you away if | did something wrong. | didn't want to hurt my chances of
getting o know you, | just wanted 10 impress you,



SUZANNE
You don't need 1o impress me. You're wonderful, And you're the tirst parson 10 not get hurt by
my smiell.

BEMJAMIMN
You're wonderlul too. Maybe we should slart over.
SUZANNE
Id like that.
BEMJAMIN
Hi I'm Benjamin, Or Ban for short. But you can call me Benjamin,
SUZANNE
You're funny.
BEMJAMIMN

Al-tare or Albert... Check please!

LIGHTS DIM.

EMND PLAY
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Balley and Sidney Russall

Five Renters, One Landlord, and the AC Unit

Sopne 1

Fade in to a close up of screwadniver working on AC unt, Zoom owl o see Mr. Price who is
kneeling working with the screwdriver. Standing around him in whal appears o be ither
& hattway or a back room are Aonald (To his ledt and desperately Irying o remove & pair
of handcuifs), the Twins Bath and Sarah (center back with their noses stuck in thick
books, possibly medical journals) and Aaren (fo the rght holding whal appears [o be test
fubag). As the scene beging, Cindy walks in, obsenving the room.

Cindy: speaking fo al. Do you rernember when wi thought this was a good idea?

Scene 2.

Scene fade. Four pears eartier... Re-apen to a high school dassroom at lunchtime whean Mr.
Price sits behind his desk eating. The twing sit properly in desks near the front of the
room, sipping mitk while reading. Cingy silfs on a glool she has moved 1o lace them and
is heard in the background falking about a TV series sha has been watching. Leaning
agains! the whileboard, Ronaid munches 8 sandwich while seeming fo rock out i
something playing throwgh his ear buds. Asron meamwhile is talking in batween bites
while iusirating his iale with skeiohes on the whitsboard.

Mr. Price: You know, evenyone freazes and the fwing look up, graduation ks naxt waek. What
are your plans?

Beth: A four year college in pre-med,

Sarah: And then Medical school.

Cindy: Well, I'm going 1o be a nurse. Cnly three years of schood and 11 have my RN, | already

started the R.O.C. program. Confinues on lopic
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Aaron: speaking on lop of Cindy's spedch | was going 10 be a phySicist in the Navy, but | ended
up choosing a regular four-year university in the area. I'm planning to get a Masters of
Scaence and hin Slan Weaching.

Ronald: sipuching You know me. | got no plans.,

The twins resume reading and Cindy finaly realizes no one is istening to her.

Cindy: to Mr. Price So what will YOU do without us next year? Asked with a hurmor thal is funny
oy i her.

Mr. Price: Oh, Il prebably make do by creating Sealandia. And hopelully 1 find some renters
for the house my grandiather left me in hiz will. Head cock

Twins: We'll rent it from you. Said without looking wp.

Evavyong stares af them, Ronald jumps & iile,

Ronald: Creepy.

Aaron: Perfect unison. Il is their special talent.

Mr. Price: Ignoring the others You will? Thalt's great, You have money to do that? Where'd
you get it?

Twins: Yes. ignoving the last question,

Muoment of sitence. Al wail in anbicipation of second answer. Sound of bell ringing.  Twing rise
quickly &5 the aifer kids gather belongings (aside from Renatd who has nothing).

Mr. Price: nolicing immense number of texibooks layered on rolling backpacks that the twins
pall el thi ooy You nead A crew just o g your Books arsund. | know, we Tl imvent the
secrel book sanice... They carry your books for you.

Sarah: Mah. We're fine.

Beth: We'll come by alter school to arrange the rent,

End scene as the five leens exil and a class Noods in challing wildly.

Scene 3:

a7
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Srene opens lo Cindy's bedroom on Saturday moming. Sunbght sireams in the window o
reveal piles of clothes on her bed, Cindy is hall in the dloset lossing more clothes onto
the bed. Suddenly her phone beging ringing covered by clothes on the bed and
samewhal muifed.

Cindy: not mabicing ihe phone Mo, that's not night, This top's oo brown.  Too many flowers,
Ew, when did | get that?

Phone s ringing and shoes Mying out of the closet now. Cindy finally nolices and pokes her
head out of the elozet,

Cindy: Hold on, hold on, I'm coming. Diggimng her way out of the closed and through the
mourtain of clathes to her phone Hello?... Oh, hil... What shirt are you wearing today,
Cheistian?,., Why? | just want ip know, | mean my cutfit shoutd match yours. Ohl |
know! Wear the Star Wars shirt | got you and |1 wear my Dr. Wha shirt! said with oo
mpch exedement and & Mugh, Huh, did you say something?... What do vou mean i's in
the wash?... Well of coursa | know whal “in the wash means™ | meant why MOW?

A knock i heaed af the door and a female voice, présumably Cimdy's mother, is heard

Mother: Cindy! Canl comein?

Cindy: To her mother Yeah, come in. Over phone Oh, not you Christian. My mom's here. 1
have io call you back. Bye. | love you.

Cindy hargs up the phone as her mothar antars, pushing the door hard as its movemeant is
hampered by ciolfies,

Mother: | need to talk to you, Gindy. Aside | wish you wouldn 1085 your clothes around so
much.

Mother finds a seal haphazardly on the bed, almost shipping off.

Cindy: Also sitting and actually shpping off the bed, So what's geing on? Peeking head up

from boside tha bad
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Mother sighs heavily and Cindy struggles io actually gain & seal, finally giving up and sitting on
a pite of ciothes on the Boor in the shape of a chair,

Mother: Wall you S@e... wall is that your desk chair?

Cindy: Of course! Nar said hurtfully bur rather oddly amused

Mother: exasperaled Why don't you take the clathes off before you sit down? Sigh Anyway, |
know you want (o slay here and go fo nursing school in the fall, but

Cindy: cutting Mother oif Yeah, and I'm already starting the R.0.C. program. Only three years
of school and 11 have my AN,

Mother: over Cindy Bul untortunataly your father was translerred lo Oriandg, and you know
how hard it is for a colorbiing electrician 1o find work, 50 he couldn' refuse.

Cindy: What? Questianingly humarous Did you say something?

Mother: We're moving 1o Florida.

Silence while Cindy processes the information = her lace displays several rapidly changing
emotions, finally setling on troublad.

Cindy: But=if = | = have = to = move then | can't start the Nursing program, and Il have to
wail ‘til spring o start at a different college, and it's harder to apply when you lake a year
off. Gradualy spoken faster

Mother: cutiinmg her off And there's no more housing al the Mursing School, o unless you find
a place hera that's safe and free...

Cindy: slanding abruptly 1] just have to find someplace 1o slay, Obivious fo Mother's pravious
sratement Sormy Mom, | know you'll miss me. Mother agrees soffly But | have to.

Cindy rushes out the door still wearing pajamas, iripping on clothes.

Mother: Caffing affer Cindy Good keck! Be safel Try not 1o betfriend any psychos! Shakes her
head and sighs

Seevia shilt



Scene 4;

Camera pans showing Cindy running up and down a street of houses, sl in her pajamas,
knpcking an doors and heard talking (words mudiiied) 1o peopds who answar. She has
seemingly random pattarn. As Cindy rung she passes by Ronald. Camera 200ms o
soe Ronaid dressed in his usval lenk fop and shorls carnying @ carton of 8ggs, lssing
aneg up and down in hiz hand. Ronald is slouching agains! a free.

Ronald: iaiking to himself Hmm... Dad told me o get rid of these rotien eqgs. But he never
said how. Maybe Il go egg City Hall. Pause for a moment Yep. ir's decided. To City
Hall,

Ronald stands and begins walking, camera follows m. In the background Gindy is seen still
rumning from house o house. Fade out.

Seena 5

Black screen. The sound of an explosion is heard as lade m io a house with broken windows
and smoke rising. Jump lo inside whare Aaron is standing in the center of a blackened
room wearing safely goggies and a fab coat, sill holding tes? fube.  Single cough amiifed
by Aargn foliowed by rapid lootsleps as a man, presumably the landlord, rushes in
angily.

Landlord: Ah, agh, argh! That's the fifth explosion this week! I've had It' | todd you: one more
explosion and you're out said franficaly. Get packing!

Aaron: oddly compesed | graduate Friday.

The landiord freezes, looks confused, and conlinues as Aaron sels down the tes! fube in Iray.

Landlord: What does that have to do with anything? Pauses fo shake his head | told you to

get packing! With renewed anger
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BAaron: Digs in pocket to pull out phone and dials a rurmber Hella?... This is Aaron_... I'm
coming over... Aboul fifteen minuies... Yes ag long ag | walk al 1.012 melers per
sacond... Sounds good. Hangs up phone, furms to Landiord 111 ba out in 725 minutes.

Landlord: having been staring fhe whole time, snaps fo allenion. Yes, well,.. good... um, how
long is that?

Aaron: digging key oul of pockel. 43 seconds and 50 hundredihs,

Landiord: accepting key in a daze. Right.

Aaron walks oul affer grabbing a bag by the door. End scens.

Sceng 6:

Angther streel appears and Cindy s seen now fagging heavily door fo daar in pajamas.

Scene 7.

Outside City Hall, Ronald is sean attempting 1o throw the last egg, tipping on the caron by his
fzet, and siugghng against hree police officers in the migdle of reading him his rights.

Policeman 1: ¥ou have the right to... hold stll... remain silenl. Anything you... Rob take his
othar arm, .. Anything you say can and will conlinues rights as Policernan 2 falks over
him

Policaman 2: I'm tryin' Jack, but il's not warking.

Struggle continues as Policeman 3 comes al Ronald from the fronl, recemving the final egg in the
face. Blackout

Scene B

A library wilh a desk and three chairs in the cenler comes inta view, The Twins are sealed an
erther side of the desk with closed book and look at Aaron, sealed ai the head of ihe
table.

Aaron: ...So0 | decided 1o rent the house with you.
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Beth: Thal sounds like a good plan, but whare will you stay until then?

Sarah: Wa do not move in until the day of graduation.

Aaron: Graduation is Friday, six days away, The costol a holel ks about wailes aumber in the
air... 5o imes six equals more numbers in av, box answer and | have writes in air So, |
can afftord 1o stay 6953 days.

Beth: Ckay, then we will see you al school.

ANl theg fige, Cross arms and shake hands ance firmty,

Sarah: | will show you out,

Aaron follows Sarah through one ling of books to door where Aaron exits 1o the sireal. As he
walks down the stairs, Aaron is passed by Gindy (80 in pajamas) who stumbles up the
sfaps hulfing, puffing, amd dragging her feel. Oblivious o open dogr, Cindy knocks threg
tirmars o wall,

Sarah: Cindy, do you hawe Epstein Bar? You ssem awiully exhausted.

Beth comes up from behind Sarah, evidently wondaring whal is laking so fomg.

Cindy: heavy breathing Me breath You guys breath No rent 'l beeath job breath Nurse
breathing.

Twins: Okay.

End sceme.

Scena 9

Thres days laler an Tuesday... Scene opens fo the Jaithouse. Ronald is in the cell twiddling his
thurnbs and mutianing semahing undar s Bragih about how unlair if was for his panents
lo leave him there for threa days. Suddenly a door opens and & middle-aged couple
walks in and crosses o whare an officer sits bahind the desk,

Officer: May | halp you?
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Ronald's Dad: Yes, I'm hare 1o pick up Ronald McDullse,

The officer points to whene Ronald is stil grumbiing. Ronald looks up.

Dfficar: You mean him?

Ronald's Mom: Unforiunalaly, yes.

Oificer: Okay. Hang on a minute.

Officer warlks over fo cofl, pulls & key out of his pocket, uniocks the door and pulls it open,
FRonald fumps up and rushes oul al the officer’s bidding, meanwhile his parenis stand
shock st and wadt for him by ifhe dask.

Ronald: What took vou 5o long? | had to spend theee days heve,

Ronald's Mom: And hopefully it did you some good,

Ronald's Dad: If I'd had my way you'd sl be in thene, Poinling to ol Gome on, BEs go.

Ag they walk gut, Ronald and his parents are arguing. End sceng.

Seene 10

Threw more days have pagsed, If is Friday and gradualion. On the football fisld 5 a temporary
stage prepared for the ceremony and several graduales stand around chalting, all
dressed in traditonal graduation gowns. Some leachers and parents ave also present,
Ipoking dishinguished in swits, gowns, and other formal atfire. Among the crowd of
peaple the camera notices Aaron, Cindy, Ronald, and the Twins huddied together and
lalking o Mr. Price. Twing both wear valedictorian sagh, Momentarily a voice is heard
ower a speaker calling for all gradisales 1o coma to the slage and fine up. Mr. Price and
the ofher leachars and parents find seals in the bleachers, The Frincipal steps lonward
to & podium &t the cenfer of the slage.

Principal: Good evening ladies and gentlemnen. As most of you well know, [ am (he principle of
Alpha High, Mr. Monparell. | know you are all anxious to get this ceremony underway so

thal thesa kids can graduate, but first | wanted 10 say a few words. This has been a year
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unparalleled in surprises. most good, some bad. Our school has been blessed with
intelligent and creative students and gracious leachers all seskeng to advence education.
To those of you sitting in the audience on this bittersweet day and watching your
children, grandchildren, and stedents take their first step into a new world: may you find
something 1o do when they leave and you ng longer have 1o pick up after them and tell
thvem o wake up in the moming or do their homewaork. What will you ever be able 1o do
without having them fo look atter? General laughter. But truly, you will miss them. Don't
worry 1oa much though, I'm sure theyT visit you often 56 you ¢in do thir laundry,
Laughter. To those seated behind me, hoping that Il $lop talking soon so thal you can
get your diplomas and proudiy say *| am a graduate:” thank you for letting me talk,
Lawghier. And also, good luck. MNow, | would like 1o introduce our valedictorian, or

valedictorians | should say, Bath and Sarah Russo, 1o defiver a farewsl| address.

General applause as the Twins step forward from the middle row of seats (alphabetical seating)

and maka thair way fo the podium. The principal sleps down and they slep up.

Beth: Good avening friends, teachers, parents, grandparents, and other relatives. Itis a great

honor for s to be here speaking before you on behall of a graduating body of students

dedicated first to family, second 1o education, and third to everything else.

Sarah: We have always believed in education as a path to success, and the studenis here

behind us ane tharne for the same reason, or because their parents threatened 1o take

away thesr phones and internet access. Laughier.

Bath: When wa first sat down 1o decide what to say today, we considerad telling you about the

wonderful achievemeants that this school has guided its students to and presanting

slalistics showing the vast number of sludents with cutstanding GPAS...

Sarah: But thal would be pointless, for the proof of how incredsble this school and these

1

students are ks seated behind us, It is the students who eamed their diplomas and the



right to ber here today and stand on this stage. It is the joy in their hearts and the hearts
of their famiies. So with this, there is anly one thing left to say.

Twing: Farewell, and ves, we are twing,

Laughter and applause as e Twins make their way back [o their seats and the principal steps
farward.

Principal: Well put, well put. And now, without further adg, it is my proud pleasure 1o presant
this year's graduating class of Alpha Highl

Applause as alf students rise and make thelr way in single-file ling to receive thelr diplomas and
shake hands with the Principal. The thind student frips on an excessively long gown and
takes the principal down with him as the scene fades oul of view.,

Scene 11;

Ronald sawnters down the sidewalk whistting and swinging his diploma dressed in his vsual
tank top and shodts (having shed the gown) in addion fo which his head is adomed with
his graduation cap. Amiving al a house with one dulfel bag packed and sitling on the
lfawn, Ronald freezes in s tracks and slops whisting.

Ronald: Hey! Anybody here?!

Ronald’s parents come oul fo fawn,

Ronald's Dad: So they aciually gave you a diploma®

Ronald: Of coursa they did. | gradualad didn’® 17

Ronald's Mom: Just barely, and you didn't gel into eollege.  Crossas har arms.

Ronald: reproachfily | don't need to go to college.

Ronald’s Dad: Then what do you plan on doing?

Ronald: Well isn't that obwious?

Ronald begins to snter the house. His dad siops him by the arm and his mother hands him the

dultel bag fram the ground,
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Ronald's Dad: No you don'l,

Ronald's Mom: You aren’t living here anymare.

Ronald: You're kicking me out™ You canl do thatll

Ronald's Dad: You're eighteen. We can kick you oul if we want,

Ronald swings the duffel bag over his back and begins o walk away in a hedf.

Ronald: Well fine! Be that way! Who would want 1o live here anyway?

Ronald's Mom: Me! Shouted after the guickly leaving Ronald. And your father too!

End Scong

Scene 12:

A nice house is shown from the outside. There ara thrae wide shaps leading o the doubla
Franch-door and boxes are scaliered abaul on the lawrr. Mr. Price is uniocking the
doors. On the stairs are Aaron, hoiding a box labeled "FRAGILE TEST TUBES™ at the
right, Gindy to the lelt and down leaming against a box labeled "CLOTHES #4.” and the
twins stand behind and fo the feft of Mr. Price balancing a box between them with an
apen book on kop of it. Sarah reads out lowd, seemingly from a medical journal. She is
imerrupted by Mr. Price as he swings open the double doors.

Mr. Price: Thera we go. Waelcomea 1o your néw house. 'l have the AC fiwed by Monday.

Mr. Price steps aside. Sarah fips the bow, stiding the book foward Beth who is aboul o start
reading when Ronald comes saunienng up with the duffel bag stll over his showider.

Ronald: Yo. Two-fnger safrle,

Ronald frudges into the house. Sarah and Beth shrug, Asron jus! shakes his head.

Cindy: Wait. Is ha living with us now iao?

Mr. Price: Why not?

End sceme.

Seeng 1%
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Fade back lo present bme inside the house where Cindy has just finished re-teling the slory.
Aavon sels down hug les! lubes, the twins close thair books, Ronald drops the handouffs

finatly successiul in removing them, and ail are slent as Mr. Price linrshes Nghtening the
scraw and closes the AG unil. The AG is heard kicking on.
All: Yeah... Thal was a bad idea.

End scene, fade o credils.
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