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Suds slid down my forearms as I finished fishing ar ound in the sink for 

silverware. 
 



 
While drying my hands I noticed food scraps soaked into my T-shirt. 



 
There was a pile of long wavy brown hair on the kit chen table. 



 
The semi-comatose young woman lifted her head. 
“I want more sleeping pills, do you have any?” 
“No, sorry Darlin’.” 



 
 

 
     She slapped her hand on the table. 
     “Then what good  are you !?” 



 
 

 
 

I’ve been living in this house with ten or so other s for sometime now. 
     Some have come and gone, some have returned mo re broken than before. Some         
     have died or been killed. I’m not sure why I a m here. 



 
 

 
I walked to the back of the house, catching glimpse s of sunlight that bleed 
through the paint less louvered shutters. It illumi nates the bodies that are 
strewn about on the eclectic used furniture in vari ous states of distress and 
repose. 



 
I heard strange fleshy noises coming from the other  side of the bathroom 

door. 



 
 

 
I opened the door slowly and turned on the light. 

 



 
When I poked my head in, I saw large reptiles pouri ng out of the floor 

drain onto the white tiles. Some were struggling to  get away from others that 
were attempting to devour them. 

 



 

 
I shut the door and walked out to the back porch. 

 



 

 
Sitting on a bench in the middle of the lawn were a  mother and daughter. 

They were looking up at the cloudy grey sky. The li ttle one was swinging her 
feet back and forth. I decided to join them. 

 



 
 

 
“How are you today?” I said as I approached 
“Not bad, and you?” 
I’m o.k. Looks like a storm coming.” 
“I think you might be right.” 

 



 

 
I stretched out on the grass. The clouds moved swif tly across the horizon. 



 

 
In silence we watched as a big hole opened up in th e clouds. But it was 

not our sky. It was as if we were gazing at a giant  crystal ball into some 
foreign place. Lights flickered at the distant edge s and thunder could be 
heard. 



 

 
It was not thunder, though. It was the sound of exp losions, the sound of war. 

 



 
“I think I should go now.” and so, I left 

 

 



 

 
Not five minutes on the street, I was jumped by two  disheveled men. 

 



 
 

 
I beat them off with my fists then continued on. 



 
 

 
In the Spanish part of town I paused by a courtyard  entrance to watch a carpenter 
construct a coffin. He scrapped the lid with his pl ane and blew the shavings with 
quick bursts of his breath. 



 

 
Further on down the road I passed by some smelly ga rbage pails. I could have sworn 
there was a faint whimpering coming from one of the  pails. Indeed there was! 

 

 



 
 
 

 
I lifted off the lid, poked around in the crud and felt something move. 

 



 

 
Hurriedly I wiped off coffee grounds and stale bean s from a little baby! 
It wailed and a wave of sorrow broke my heart in tw o. 



 

 
I cradled the baby and sat down in awe of the magni tude of this event. 



 
 


