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“Whoever ventured here will not deal with such circumstances of torture of statements of time being the face on hearth.”

“Raising the gun to your face doesn’t discern from different families you contain on your window sill.”

“Separated braids of love ties into beginning era whose dormitory braced for mistakes in disaster daring me to conquer the unconquerable won’t combine in distaste for me when I brush my hair.”

“I want you to relax as soon as possible decision is ascertained and don’t live blindly for long.”

“Without love, I’ll still love my proclaimed one and only. I mean, shit is the dominant truth.”
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 Part 1

I believe it was some time that ash falls and lengths of people integrations without the speech of grave endings that I saw through the cosmos outside my bed and the floating airheads with some of public landings. To be truly in a place of sense and sincerity you would have to travel distances far and wide from the point of the Earth we stand now. I have hoped that one day I will reach it. When it is that time again to eat my dinner, when is it time to feel drowsy when I wake up? Birds and nature remain forever eminent and ah, beach balls passed with haze. So then, I did dream of a wondrous miracle and it was so much abased that I couldn’t pound to think of another divine trace to represent it’s in stupidity. On the one afternoon when my friends and I crept into the van she drove for a night out movie day watching Dare.com. We gained some speed as she drove past the mountain dresses and the van finally hit a halt onto a dead spot when only one tire struck dead. Dommie reached for the disheveled wasted tools and fixed it right away. Tressan, Fope and I continued our paths with a gaze. 

The Retro Movie Theater was destined to faint as people swooped in and out with drizzled hopes of discrepancy intercepted frailness drawn faces on their bodies. Wondering whether it’s a big world out there, wondering where is the next best thing is what them cats are all thinking. It may be, but Fope paid for our tickets manually and us four entered in the downy strange black out room with the big wide screen glowing for out prizes which was our envy that we were not in the time frame of the movie. Maybe it was mocking us that it’s so lame  we entered right on time and you do know anything that exists can talk and I believe at this moment shadows fall all around with the short time frame of the pigments in the images. 
A short sneeze from down below where we sat and strangers remain strangers. From above me some Thing poured hot popcorn about my head landing all over on my white tank top, kind of staining it. I turned around to give a freak. It was dark though but I had an intention of where he was and how he sounded like. He spoke to me with a straight drawl, “miss, I think it’s time for you to leave. You are the only one left.” Freak. How did he…and where did my friends go? Anticipating ahead of time, killjoys are always existent. I smirked in the dark nicely, “You don’t look tall.”

And then I was picked up with his somewhat muscular arms and taken to the van I was in before. He smelled of peppermint and his t-shirt was like the ocean waves. “Bye.” I stood there waving my hands at him with my friends behind me. Some people are stuck sometimes, because next thing I knew he and Tressan were talking amicably in the car as we drove past everything behind. There was nothing I needed to know, so I zoned out and fell asleep, lightly. 

Tomorrow, Saturday, came fast. Scientists try to figure out the speech I wrote in Lunch room. Then was time for a drink. As age 19, I grabbed for a top of sparkling ginger and set my way home from all those chatter that came from 13 year olds. Disaster hit on the way walking home. Panes of snow mixed with mountains of rain filled my darkened vision. I was blind just enough. I tinged at the cold cool calm and stretched my backpack to drain the walk home. My raincoat was subtle to the unruly white clear colors when you don’t even reckon that fright was passing. 

I brightly got home with the innards dry and found my little brother with a new pet. He played very drastically on the violin no tries. I looked down at the little puppy. It grained of me. “…came to our house!” My little brother said excitedly. And the same guy was behind me. Speak of the grasshoppers.
“Okay, who are you really?” I demanded to not know.
He grinned comically, dribbled the basketball in his hands on my hardwood floor and of course, looked sexy as hell. As if waiting for my patience, which I have plenty, he said to me, “I’m you co worker-ahem, partner-”
Then my brother goes away. “-for space ‘in-cubation’.” Then he looks down at me, “you any good?”

I didn’t want to say, not because I kind of know him, Treaxury, but the mere fact that our space program’s president deemed to fall into the awkward direction playing anxious doubting and its extreme impact of it is failing to his lower workers is dreamed for to be part of a big league and us, the one small part of a large Galactocous arena will not dire to be winners, seemingly since our entire range is juristic. I remember I used to be small and experienced to everything floating around in masses, but I still keep the memories into my mind where they are scrapbooked incisors to lodge into my brain forever and then I will forever be recalling to my motherhood of deer to fawn. Whence big things occur, opium wars, triathlons, media explosions, analogs claim to be an inviting diary of what we used to be, stuck in the past life. Nevertheless, I want to be winners, and by scoring high I can see the paradise beyond those trunks mixed branches still elevating so that when I grope to the top, I depend on myself for the incoming tasked of relief for happiness. When I think of news media, it seems as if we are always stuck to the top; when stupid bottom is so near too.

Trea and me, we have dinner together. He is very masculine I can see that, birches crowded his eyes. He wasn’t troubled of some sort, but clearly direction un-depended. And I couldn’t say this wasn’t anything nice when nothing catches my view so quickly. For once, my parents didn’t come home. Mr. and Mrs. Pomswen were to be used as Microsoft test subjects for now. It became nice, a new day, and when the thunderous pounding came, Trea and I slept together, my little brother taken away too. 

Ticking, mimicking, districting, swimming clouded my mind. When we used to say jeep bombs and androids discrepantly floated away. Tire tracks didn’t stop looking like dinosaur prints and milk was the beginning of an ice age. Forbidding somewhere the gems of witches wedding rich boxes stole cool morning gazes without each other’s presence. Time allotted for us was collecting like glass like watches. Old fashioned country boots filled with mud trained my awareness of certain pickpockets whereas the microphone was huge but one’s mouth was small. Didn’t come today. 

Trea left my house and didn’t come back. For four hours, he pummeled in the snow was not my intentions. Although for dinner, I did see a grayish red spirit flashing past my window.  

The door slammed behind me; I went outside. 

Either a wolf bit Trea or Trea was folding a red pillow. Hilarious tidbits cloud my mind. So the nearby wolfies called for a rematch. Trea recognized me with discerning eyes, then all the wolves prowled onto him. I knew he was able handed but this was kind of funny. I also couldn’t turn away.
When he got home he shook his shoulders and went into the shower. The next day we got fur hides. I grasped a laugh. It’s still kind of funny.

“We’ll need these if we want to go into space,” was what he said.

We had a pillow fight the following day, mainly because I cursed at the wind and from those blizzards forgetting seemed so small. At 3 pm our team was called to the Miestro Space station. Apparently the old president died of pancreas cancer, in pancreas pain. Official Krupt reporting our status turned in our heels and rushed for his record notebook to date our presence and entrance into the Micro Dome. The cylindrical building more or less zoomed into view as Treaxury and I got closer. Sometimes, up the escalator, we stepped onto gleaming platforms of new modernism. So it was 3019 and we were the first ones to leave, considering this frame of our high status.

In the Godium filled triangular capsule we made starting 30 years ago, the lever we pulled launched us far behind into plain blue skies from high beyond and soon, too fast to look down, were landed into a space station after our lunch break. The cruels of Misses escorted us out as we represented the Godium type. More officiated classmen in black suits and lavender neck ties greeted us in private discussions for the next plan, for it was no longer a game but we are the winners and have to accomplish severe tasks, not to save anything, they covered, however we still need to gain the resources for better findings or types of rooms insidiously how hard or difficult it may be, being the boss of one thing or another is trying to tirelessly accomplish; its from top over or reckless driving we all still need this piece of merchandise. They nod in unison and one of them Johne takes to give a bow at my hand. Expect some gases too. 
They put us alone. We had to make sense, to take complete control of the physics, gravity reeking of order, just in just way, we can accomplish. So therefore the beautiful bonding molecule was made, stashed big in disguise, flowery white and completely like camouflage. Some terms was ready. Duels were made. 

“You look nice.” Treaxury shrugged one shoulder at me.

“oh. Yeah.” I was wearing my nice sunflower dress notifying me to cover up in ruins. 

Part 2
“You know where we’re going, right?” He added. “I’m going to leave you for a while.”

I was alone in the garden. Such things don’t scare me but rabbits do. Daydreams of time resorting time and to tell you the truth, the good never ages but the bad goes into the worse. And suddenly it became dark. Downstairs darkness, more like. Greedy hands outstretched for me but never made it out. My hit rebound surgery and wilderness piece or weaponry stashed far beyond to its laws however still the coldness regained its inhabitance and took over the walls. Silverly flakes fell from the sky. 
A pool appeared in front of me, not as a mirage but reality widened. Drink from it. Was what she said. 

I droned to the weakening pool and knowing what a waste it was, for me to ever need anything. So he came forward. Trea with his outstretched hands and we…for the first time, fell in love.

Butterflies surrounded us and demons faded away from our minds. Trea heightened for a funeral to angels. He stepped closer to examine my features which have changed over time. He kissed me on my forehead. 

3rd person POV.

And then she was gone. She was back home floating in space. Treaxury distastefully vowed to move to where she can pick up. So his final desire to care and love made him holding the barkenspiece with her inside his arms.
She was rejoiced today. And they have completed the mission. However the space station where it once was, was gone. None of the traces left. Only the note hanging towards them disappeared almost before they could catch the last word. 

Pale.
So you want to play it this way, huh? We all know times and dreams don’t mix, but what we don’t know is how far radius of the angles symmetries is. And how badly are you in particular willing to trade in for a smark comment.

The day was far; the day was long, Trea and I held each other as we were swept back into the old days. Of our home, discovery, mission, and now this. 

A middle spark touched us when we longed. A painted marks on his face shall depends on you.

Everything was long gone. Even time, even…not to say people. 

Dreary. Rainy. But we still have each other. We still have our goals. And we will get there, if she sees the answer.

__
Chapter one

My name is Verie. I was born in the 2100s. When people see me, they call my name like Viray. Normally they do that but sometimes they read me rashly too. My town is flourished with business partners, tradesmen, and pretty women; there are some wild boys too. Wide and looming buildings are similar to a more modern day skyscrapers but they hold a conventional effect. Distance from normal properties is sojourn. Things evolve so fast due to programmed unmanned changes in disguise, for the elite masters at hand are still in progress of over developing the fastest for the best in political world exchange.  It may sound cool, but if ones who live here don’t decide fast enough and they drop to bottom of the black hole then they will be pushed out of our own world. In the town I’m in, I’m just a traditional work helper. I lend my hand to inept deciders in need or anyone, rather, to keep the economics; boss the gardens; connect to more social networks; then to enter in drag machine marathons. 
“Forsaking all to keep our world apart from the worst in rough competition with yellow grahams in deep concentric conjurations, we must push on towards farther reaches. Like I said, we pertain a strict rule forum verbatim in congruence with our agreement in foreign countries in hence to prevent defrost divergent of our Narnia so called paramount. So the incoming debates will struggle to upkeep disastrous floods from arranging into our warm and veracious basket case of persimmon. In this speech, I also want to point directly to goners who, when, and merlots did or died in front of in void custody hibernation doing so to prove the wide ranged causes of our diminutive however preposterous evil deeds toying when rejoice we had only one. I want to point out to this country to stand apart from out towns and destined Emilies in order forging dark decoded paradigms. Also, as president in this widely world, we can hope to a regime dissected in this flowery world cases being the right time and the dire tryouts. Raise your hands if you want to register for the oh so important reach out from dire skies in tense of recuing the fumes of ground porridge or skim milk. Please understand me as I stand, I the orator, to you, sensual people that why yolk drain from white reality forming to combine an oasis instead of a mirage because it’s crucial to explain, not puzzled pieces of dog crap so far changing technology goes will power we originally  could have intend to fight us back in disgrace of liability. To rely on one deemed soul is to jack a vehicle from high depending self but not self evidence for hitting blank points. We work on a forward moving time so desperate that in hue the moss covered lively trunks will say a thing about us, the people who we are surrounded by or lengthy movements replaying segregated yogurt wastes foaming in the bottom of your desired seasonal item. Truth to say, certain possibilities remain seen in the air and the indispensable one will not yell for help or relief. Comfort remains etched in our internal systems, away from the dreamers with dopey eyes and trips to springs and cats’ burrows didn’t have your body in someone else’s cooking for sure. The moment we end this sacrificial trade growing more sharply from lanterns used in corpulence desert care hanging proprietors is the amount that we have leftover from sissy usages and stands today as 2039 we will not torrent sound or match deeply into the wrong order, so to speak. We will definitely not stray from the decapitated ways of the water when someone that young pours the glass. Forever remaining the same stability, improvising our ways when regaining more familiarity or the upcoming event to the whole spherical universe my underhand plays a big role to treat imposters as kids. To over express ourselves in today’s society and movements framing the scrapbook in our daily social networks will not depend immediately on outer appearance but as of rooks.”
The orator bowed his head at the townspeople gathered in the theater auditorium. The orator was a man of 56 years and he wore an old fashioned cap to cover the bald spot smacked right in the middle of his head. His sideburns were rich though. He got down from the stage and retrieved his initial position of the front seats. The president came forward with a likely gait. He was in his 30s, manly and prosperous, also quite attractive. Being that, he still lived a life alone with his mansion. There were no servers either. He paused on the microphone stand, and took a vow to protect his country, world, rather. He says, “we will no longer inhabit the depths of the caves but instead take the route to free land. I, as your father in hand, believe that trust is fundamental to our health upon multiple aspects involving the children, mothers, gentlemen with ladies, and our generals to stand ahead to ascertain the train of thought in our beloved minds. Gracefulness is near as holidays pass and season change for the better. No one will overpower you with his abstruse words.” So the president Melborne, Arakay ended his words with a wave of his arm, and outstretched hands he grappled in the air invoking excitement from his people. Without further a due, the people exited the auditorium in high spirits, some driving home, some going to outdoor events in this sunny day. An expensive car drilled in to pick up the wealthy. The streets were bustling with crowds and activity concerning the words of the orator and the president. Out walked the jester. On the benches sat an adorned girl with her big fluffy poodle. She lifted her saffron hat to glance at the pedestrians walking by. There was one man of 6 feet 7 walking absentmindedly while in his right hand held the starting passages of a pipe. When in usual cases, every passerby wonders dearly what is beneath that mash of hair standing on his head. His eyes are dark and when he looks down, usually his shoulders glow rather natural bound and when he sits down, all his sexiness is fused out in a cool. Then his uniforms are quite catchy and his voice, whenever he speaks it jangles profusely in laid back tones and reminds people often of the adrenaline intensive foreground. He could be called a name, although his stature and nature intertwined nicely still don’t give others a clue to what he is really called other than respectable sir or some other high placed position of a name. So he walks on, and the girl in her petticoat dress and saffron hat rearranges her things and fixes her shoulder strap. She sniffs in the air, leans forward a bit as if hearing discombobulated noises from her right, since gratefully gathers her maxim bag in a strudel mixed with chicken pot pie as if she cooked it. Today was a rainy day and at the station the train leaves on. But rain has not come forth yet. When will it gain enough volume of the clouds built up, layers of condensation cycling power, commoners gather their newspaper to examine the situation at hand because when they take the train to get home, and it’s pouring rain, stomachs will be hungry at the jumbled mess from the illusions at the dinner table. Lights in houses dance effervescently to the beat of the sundown. In the part of the hills down yonder, few miles north of the bustle, families, couples and children play with the soft ground, at the shiny playground, at your local barbecue place and most importantly contributors in all will sit still on the soft blue blanket above the grass watching the sunset in a million colors exploded from the side. The sun’s rays stretch far out in tense the half globe and on will experience the radial shadows of the imminent forging rays, satire and light.
It was in the cabin of friendship land when the dwarfs spied on the Penelope princess with two dozen sly eyes half hidden under red and blue caps with a mushy grimy upward twist of their thin lips. They punched on her window sill when Teddy, head dwarf finally rejected patience. The glass vibrated and in two impulsive movements, the pretty flower pot fell inwards into the room, where Penelope was sleeping. In return, she fumbled in her bed and palpably dragged with her right arm the end of her satin bed sheet above her delicate ear, arched her back. A Northern wind blew through the cabin’s parted window, the second one, and it drew sharply the drapes into disarray while lightly touching the top of the princess’s covers. The dwarves grew more impatient, however in a few minutes, their glary eyes registered on the sleeping mound of Princess Penelope. Oops. Once the mistake was made, the dwarves gained the plan to run and banish away but however the moment they saw the golden fire of silken hair above her face and shoulders, and her etched spirited figure underneath a black satin sheets when the bed was only five feet tall in height and polished wooden board completely backed up her seeded face which could be seen pale in the moonlight if she did take a walk. In amazement, pushing each other, the dwarves resorted to quieter speech, in rash whispers as they analyzed the exotic Penelope. Based on past moving events, there was a so called rumor of the King’s and Queen’s new child, a baby boy, already manly in structure and length. By five years, he was jesting with the royals who were considerably 30 years older. The man is now of 23 years and a coming of age with the great deeds he has done. There is no one that doesn’t know a single memorable thing he did or the fact that he rides out in his black stallion with his sword to hunt each morning for higher items such as tigers. The Queen sits back into her chair with the upwards gaze of a proud and luxurious grown women and the King lives contently into his new life as in mid life milestone, he welcomes new guests into the kingdom and carries on inattentively to anything the Prince would have overlooked. An only son of the greatest Kingdom of the land and in a pristine floor upstairs lay amusements and games to satisfy even the richest of mindsets. Only high class noblemen or ladies can play. It’s strenuous and challenging. No one is even close to better match the Prince Evon’s level, not even his birth mother and father. So he lays alone with his contentment of higher battles with men adversely incompatible. But soon, the detective arrives as if he flew swiftly from here, into the kingdom’s wide doors he went. A gush of windswept fog came in along with clear cut shapes of the man. He was still in his uniform, as he made it short the coarse rain cut his vipers (part of a collar and hood) droplets of wet in outer crisp layer. And the hat he used to make covered his head abounding and wet in all pieces, for it was sinkable. The detective walked forward casually, his footsteps soft but echoing through the lobby halls. He took a seat on the lanyard vans form a leather seat with his legs spread out perpendicularly apart and he put his hands to his bangs, dipping his head in such a way that the stage zoned out every one of anyone’s thoughts. The soldiers keeping place watched his intently, looks going from his mashed hair to mushy crisp jacket and dark indigo pants which fit him loosely.  His shoes also mossy in camouflage colors did indicate a sense of psychological intelligence. The man tilted his head. The soldier in front immediately as if on command straightened his staff and chest. The soldier’s mustache was noticed and the detective chuckled to himself, thinking how queer the route to upstairs will be. But in the mean time, he would wait here, still taking in the insights of the new decorations; for he came here often, to toy with business, and a traveler is a traveler not a heart inviting but distance tinplating. So darkness took over from the afternoon, and the stranger climbed up the ballroom stairs, modern design. He held onto the railing of the lantern lighted halls and gravely walking up the steps, expecting a light on the other side. When he finally reached the door of the game room, he knocked as he jumped in with excitement at heart. The prince Evon stood in a corner with the specialty dices in his hands. He toys with nature, and people run scared. 
Chapter two

 “Not a big exaggeration,” Evon threw out his words. To the detective, who was nameless at the moment, but however only to those he knows and don’t reckon. The detective walked closer to the prince. They are the same height. The prince tells him to play a game, and they begin their usual ritual. Next to the table they stand, one discerning look after another, then placing their marks on the anagram, the maze. An automatic mouse set on direction scurries forward into the labyrinth, we play small, but gradually scores get bigger each time. 
“Do you not know anxiety?” Prince asked. 

“No I don’t, or else it’s either too boring or exhilarating for me.” He took a long drag from the table. “You still got that silver claws?” He looked taken back, but calm resided in through the gaps, gaps of the castle. The silver claws were a gift from the mage in order for the prince to lend them some of his powers to waste. Usage of it rather distinguished the soft yellow glow from its center onto deep strength. A fly buzzed around the room, its dark purple poisonous fitted with batting wings and piercing eyes, each bug with eyesight of which no one knows or can tell. It is mysteriously controlling the air above it and the wings batter in opposite directions. Seeing nothing of the sort around it, the bug of 49 minutes, just born from near outside, a chilly yet hot day too, some people might suspect it strange to manic types will qualify the bug as it zooms around the room and candles to find a seat. It lands on top of the wick of the candle, touches the fire, and is burned to a crumb. Its wings broken and legs forever unseen again. Also the candle is hurt at the ugliness of the bug’s appearance. Its fire wavers a bit then rise up again. If the bug was a mere moth, it still would have looked more graceful, but even a moth would not get caught into the scorching fire of a candle. Even so, the bug lay restfully as it was wicked away. Some people dream of miracles but outside the commotion starts with five lads practicing for the sword fight. Inside the two familiars are still conversing, leaning forward to talk with low tones. The detective mentions his plans for the winter. He recalls of a bright sunny day when his group mates and him go out hunting for deer. It was deer season, and the resources were scarce, treeless and grassless areas sometimes but always one in two hours a deer would be sighted. Hunters squint their eyes at the fawns and deer whose antlers strike out and their movements like metal ballerinas. Some may move in a herd. He shakes his head off to the side; he thinks of schemes so snitch in nature that it only leaves off tears and hopes. Then the hopes are cut off when the final blow is overdone. The prince tells him that an upwards line, to the right, that straight forward in an angle is the secret path. A spark hits between them, mainly from the detective’s head. He thinks, this is it, the blight I’m looking for. Whatever it may be, he and the prince will always know, forever the way back. A ceiling light flickers above them. It then shines full on, to tell you the truth; it is always famine, set in this way, organized by a witch. Where is it that the prince, with a crude jaw and firmly set eyes, dark green hair, reached for his goblet and cheered it on with the detective, who was a little susceptive at the moment, then they shook their hands. Crimson colored flowers broke out from the window sill, flowers who integrate everything sensed on their stems and petals; it was a friendship to last, bonding in unrelenting patterns and so different paths went on, and different words disengaged each friend or foe.
The detective’s name was Nollen Smip. He wasn’t renowned but quite startled by other people he worked with. When the prince called him to his hands today, he thought back of time into his strangling habits, where topless torso and swaying curly hair on deep stature dived into the clean lake of surface memories and he succeeded in swimming the entire 50 miles to the other side in one afternoon. Then he would reach the labyrinth, a real big one, and cross time in inscribing ten thousand characters on its marble. 
Then came the sun down, I, age of 20, crossed the roads bridge careful to avoid the cars, to reach the creek and sit on my favorite rock rested upon it. I uncrossed my legs for the examination of the little fish, don’t know what they were, running down the waters. The water was clear and free flowing. I wish my life was like that. One black red spotted fish rushed to the caved in and leaped over the large pebble when the fish met air for 3 seconds and dived divinely right into the stream again. I begin to think of the life beyond my own. Maybe the people integrations weren’t so hard to understand. Then I see ahead some older teens skipping and talking from the other side of the creek. In their hands were school books and some had backpacks on, a walk home from school. The ashen faced boy stopped in his tracks and stared straight at me. He was 24, the oldest of the pack. I stood up from my kneeling position and he turned to leave. Then the sirens started. First muffled and soft, then deep and booming it went. Cars quickly rushed forwards or aside in the roads bridge. He was tall and he was strong. I was paralyzed. But in the distance I heard a bomb. “You better keep going.” He leaned forward and that’s when his pack left. But I couldn’t move, not because I cared, or that my lunch was pinning my down, but my foot steps were too soft, the air felt too airy, and my head was getting destabilized. So I stood there watching. I wanted to watch so badly. The police cars finally came and…I was put into a strong hold by the boy’s arm and he half carried half dragged me out of the tree I was leaning against. “Hey!” He yelled in my face with a raspy voice. I don’t think I’ve seen him before. “It’s dangerous.” Who is he, the safety police? “Are you leaving of not?” He hangs back but looks like he’s taking a fly again. He wore a simple t-shirt and loose jeans. He had ruffled hair that was the closest thing to black but still had some red. And his face detained any trace of ethnicity but showed a handsome skin color. So since we’ve already crossed the creek, and in the distance I can’t see, I might as well head back home, which was the other way. So I’m stuck. I looked at the boy again, he was about to run towards the safer spots of a rural town. I just stood there, and it was funny too. Because he wouldn’t let down his guard and then he finally decided to carry me like lugging me towards his direction. The moment was so cute I started to laugh. He looked at me closely. He’s never seen me before either. “You’re light. How much do you weigh? 50 pounds?” Haha. I keep my mouth quiet. He still hasn’t heard my good sounding voice yet. Wave. Wave. Wave. Of the air. I still don’t want to walk yet, oh wait, now I do. I put a hand on his chest and jump off his arms which were very muscular. Then I waved goodbye and went towards the left as he headed to the right of the town. We didn’t say anything back to each other and it was like I’ve never saw him again. I was just a peculiar pretty face and he was the soldier. So now the clock hit 7:05pm and I was so far away from home. I decided to stop by an old inn just for the heck of it and it was mostly to see the glowing oil lights from inside. It was so late already. A gust of wind strings from the west and I brace against it for the good of my skin which tingles under my dress. I continue to smell the chicken and wine from next door of where I was standing. The ashen faced soldier was inside. When he spotted me all of a sudden, he beckoned me with his hand to tell me to come inside. I gesticulated with my head and hips that I liked the cool then warm wind outside. So then his chest sighed and his lips curled into a smirk. He thumbed his glass a few times and talked to the older much burlier men next to him. He was at a bar I think, but it also is a nice inn. I thought how nice it was to sleep there, for I heard that bar/inn has really nice activities and nice view. I could still hear the bombing in the distance. Then I ran into that inn and patted that boy on the head, because I have seen him before. He was at the auction for pigs and yelling 66$ the whole time. I was just passing their on my own record too. It was early morning. I got the money out of my purse but the women attendant said someone paid for me already. So I crawled upstairs to sleep, for instance, but I also then went back down to get my dinner. The porridge and ham tasted delicious, for once. I ate my fill and wiped my mouth. It was kind of a suspicious atmosphere because I felt the eyes of someone watching me. Then the same tall boy approached me. “What’cha got there?” He looked down at me to where I was sitting crossed legged. I paused. I only showed myself to no one. Well, I don’t even need to. Then I saw the tail of him went upstairs. I quickly got us because it was a small inn and then I saw that in addition to him paying for me he also is sleeping in the same room and bed with me. The bed was king sized. So I swished my hair forth back and turned my head the other direction. He was probably thinking I was playing hard to get. So of course not to that thought and then I went in carefully to the room which was sort of open and yet the walled cabin glowed. I smell a light scent of his smell. It was like sparkling roasted something. So I luckily had no change of clothes and then I got into the shower while he was reading Tom Sawyer and because of the person I am, I like to wear differentiated clothes each day. After I got out of the shower in his shirt and it was so long that I could just wear underwear. I picked up my purse again and went outside in a breeze, thankfully stores close at 10:30pm. I bought a nice denim dress small and returned back into the inn. The soldier boy wasn’t asleep but he was outside the inn throwing rocks while the other burly men watch him and they conversed. What is he really doing, really? So since I have already gotten the change for the other day, I brushed my teeth and wet my face to wash, then laid my honey scented puffy pillow undeniably next to his and straightened my pose to stare at the ceiling and window, out there where the mountains and tall caps remain uninhabited by us. Then I fell asleep, in retrospect, because as you can see, the boy came back in and he nudged my body a little to the center, then he went under his covers which he spread a little bit more than enough to me while in his lanky shirtless mode, and he whispered to me, “are you recording this down in a separate journal in a separate world dimension?” Darn, how does he know how I think? I think he wants desperately to hear my voice. So I said, “I’m actually on Earth right now about to sleep in my single house.” “Okay. He turned towards me even more and hugged my body. Maybe I was cold or something but it felt good. And his masculinity was good too. So I closed my eyes and fell into sleep.
The hills of mounds in dry yellow grass stood tall in blocking the entrance to the big forest, tall and looming, at hand. The forest segregated the fields and the other side of the gateway into two. You’d have to pass 1 to 30 miles of forest land with all the night creatures around to stalk you and tangles of vine ahead of poisonous plants and stumps. However, to get to the other side of the forest, you must figure out a detailed path that trades to a small open route for running or not even horses can pass, but the path isn’t curvy yet its trickery tries out at the contestant into grey patterns, and no loops either. Sometime people don’t get lost, but they do get rescued. You’d hear airplanes overhead searching for a smoke signal of the failures. So then of course there was another way to get to the other side into the city; you can fly, boat around, or dug a hole underneath and prey to yourself that you will not hit a huge rock or boulder of some underground sort. Or maybe a huge alien snake. So today, I swung a huge rope over to the other side with my massive strength and followed the way through in a straight forward line, like I usually do. And when I crawled out of it with the dirt on my hands and shoes but nowhere else, I was happy to meet the sunlight coming out of the blue sky, kind of hazy with foggy clouds. I went to a nearby sink to wash my hands and I dried it with the dryer. With the types of activity going around on either side, I noticed a commotion from the speakers notifying people to buy such and such, then a deep voice of professionalism spoke, carving attention out of everyone, “the misery businesses are done; I am the representative of the country for one in one and one for all, and I, speaking in terms of our world, need everyone to give full heeding to the presidential parade coming around later at 3:00pm. We’ll be giving you all a short notice of what’s going to happen next in the next couple years or maybe 50. Then we’ll find a way to reach our goals.” The store sellers and consumers had paused in their daily thinking and then soon returned afterwards to their daily life again. Women carried their child in front of me and walked away looking down and awry but somewhat pushed optimism at my appearance. So I carried my wallet and pushed on. I walked and noticed the people were never scarce at one store and the only ones close to empty were the bathrooms. I bought something and threw my old clothes in the trash. I wore the ruffled gold dress with my heels and thought it was a very good way of seeing the president. So it was 2:00pm and I saw that boy again. His name was Rolon and I saw him snake his way through the crowd with his strangely dark caramel eyes if that was a flavor and he stroked out his arm which giving the side direction a quick blink. He grabbed my hand as he leaned in to breathe down my neck. He whispered, “You know what they’re thinking. I don’t want to lose you. We could go together.” He was hinting to the government process. I didn’t know yet but I will if it’s important enough. He pointed to the slanted right. There the detective was sighted. The detective bowed his head at us and he changed his expressions really early as he took off his cap and his handsome, clearly lined facial features were seen. “Ah, what a great night to see you!” We sat down on the bench with Rolon draping his arm over me softly to cover and the detective on my other left. “So,’ the detective said. He looked at us squarely but primarily at me and batted his eyelashes. He seems to think no matter how weird he looks he still looks masculine. So we discussed about nature and books and colors and we waited for the presidential parade. The sun shone on us but we soon found a shade. I ate ice cream with them while they bought pretzels for themselves. And the sun shone on; it increased intensity and so we went into the book place to see some good books we’ve talked about earlier. And it was friend zone. A hot female who also thinks she’s hot walked towards us in pink high heel stilettos and white skin showing tank top and jeans. She peered at us. Her eyes were on me; I’m pretty masculine, then drifted to him, then the detective. She smiled meekly at the book shelves above our heads, saying, “hey did you know there are girls out there who are totally datable right?” She half hinted to herself while making an exaggerated stance of pointing to the ladies out the window. I sort of glared at them mainly from the sun and they appeared flashy and talkative. The female in front of us struck out her butt and hips and left with her high heels clinking. Far and far away. We stood still, making no move. All plans were to discuss what the president and his men were going to move on now. It was five minutes till 3. Somewhere in the distance, as if right on time, the horns were heard and the music, professional music, blared through the foghorns and player. We ran out of the book store and to see the president sitting cross legged on his chair and waving. He didn’t smile like usually they do but instead he had the impression of a French man about to pick his fill. So life went on. The parade got closer; people of all kinds who were in the city cheered/yelled on to the parade. Dancers were in front wheeler of the parade. The noises got louder and the black limo in front of the wheeler had the guy we knew from M&M store; he waved to us to get on. We ran secretly into the limo on call and hopped into those luxury seats. The smell of a good car was there too. The guy grinned at us. “You ready? The president wants to take you all on an adventure. He called his firsts of handymen!” He turned the handle of the car and we roamed into ahead the right turn of some shadows and thus disappeared from the crowd, whom of which weren’t interested into those paths anyway. The dancers were pretty for looking; they left too. The president went into the limo in the seats near us and he took off his sunglasses, slowly. He was quite smart, with his face that many women fell in love with. “You know why we have to do this, to make business with the officers in top realms of this universe and then we’ll reach the fame we intended of further heights. I think we’ll make our world better from there.” He anticipated me with the good will of a master. Then he gave us canteens and we drank from it like never before, not from thirst. The air conditioner was on so we were cooled down. The black limo was separated from the parading stuff and the driver drove deep into shades of creeping shadows; he ran into air and we were propelled directly into somewhere else, somewhere to do certain formal business. 
Chapter three

It turned out the ‘business’ was so formal we had to carry hand guns and throwing knives. Then wear something protectable like a tin shield. We came out of the deserted and dusty garage which smelled of construction and not that bad for initiating adventure. You ready guys? The president leaned forward and we formed a squad of three. There was a motorcycle shop nearby and we hitched three of those. On the street we were notified of the terrorists attack in this defenseless world. In order to correctly prevent its calamity and gain the world’s best interest, we had to fight for it. And if we do die, we’ll just take on another body. It was bloody vapor. It was blood thirsty rape. Good thing these stupid terrorists died before they noticed us. We’re the smart ones. Also I’m the one in the moped, not the motorcycle. So I may be kind of slow but I can drive. The cloudy skies turned the surroundings dark we could hear lightening strikes in the distance. It was 26 miles away. “Duck and cover, man!” Rolon asked me to get on his motorcycle and we vibrated across the Atlantiss Bridge. It was a tall structure and lighted with many elements. We got to the capital but it still wasn’t too late in disguise. The embassy there recognized our appearance and he served us dinner with gourmet food. That’s what you get from perks of taking high risks, of fun. The embassy’s son approached us. He was a dark blond and black colored eyes and cupped chin. He said something about evasion of the Tectanics but I fell asleep and the tea they gave us was sweet. If I didn’t know, Rolon gave me a piggyback into a small inn and he told the others to get quickly on or back from here because this was not business in any shape or form, or safe. I was stuck from waking up but I still knew I wasn’t needed anywhere. Rolon held me in his lap and the detective looked on with beady eyes. We spread in the black car we previously had and we traveled again. I was sort of starving, so I woke up when Rolon carried me to the buffet place. Then I threw up in the trash can. And then I felt better. Rolon touched me again. We were at this place. Sometimes at this high technology and innovated place people get kind of antsy, like they’ve been left behind. “What we need here now, “ the president eyed me sternly, “ is to pick up the work of the space scientist and take them on hold.” He clapped his hands in demonstration. “Com’ on, let’s conquer this thing!” We saw the shuttle as it zoomed into place. It took us a long and sweaty run until we got to it. Then the detective and Rolon both heaved the door open; heavy door. And we reached inside. I saw the preserved bodies that were saved into the future and I saw the pre babies in their tubes that of which were saved into the future. An aromatic iced touch of piercing elements ran through the air. The space shuttle was propelled into the atmosphere, spinning around. We sat in our chairs and hanged on for dear life. It was 28 days when we have finally reached the space station. The door opened wide and we passed into the doors of the continuum in excited footsteps. A robot rushed towards us without a single taste of envy. He gave out candy from his inner body where pieces all jumped out at us. It seemed to be candy but it turned out to be a thick and long roller. We followed him as we took our steps into the middle stadium. The people who lived there were quick with their hands and they admired nothing but for the best. The females of some were red colored glasses and had pointed noses. The males practiced in training rooms and deemed this place as their only home for now and always. Some dogs were there too, and not to say the stuff that was brought still going on from the shuttle; to continue new life. Space seemed irrelevant. All the walls were embraced with the most expensive dental lights in our world. And the president scoffed at that chandelier like thingy that could be worth an infinity dollars ending in 5 and it was just a pacifier. He bought some stuff from them, then, still with the mindset of his forthcoming, not this white paradise, we went back into our world.
Chapter four

It was true and we were back. The people who were once alive were dead. Some of them left notes for us. I guess it’s just the present for us and the future for them when they have rested in piece under the command of the fake president. So we talked to the new generation and most were nice but some preferred classics such as luxury cars and techno powered houses. Even the technology too, it can be seen that plans were evident in its blueprints for quick access and movable comfort ability treatment.  Some of the times we finally relaxed and we went swimming into the creek again which was still there, but bigger actually. And there was actually good fish there, not the ones full of thorns. The detective caught us many fish; we ate them out on the porch of our new home. It was been 309 years that passed and counting. People didn’t recognize us at all. Coming back home was coming to new territory. But the president claimed it long enough. At first people didn’t believe him, but ends were all met with satisfaction. There was one clue in mind, it was the prince. We crossed over to the other side of the ditch which used to be a long forest and the grand kingdom was no longer to be found. The prince had death from ammonia and he lay in his coffin bed in a special mud pile. We did bring all the goodies from everywhere else from the space transfer and terrorist land. So we spread them out for the land and people were heading for a dystopia. So the president saved them and their kind hearts from this form of ruin. We contently lived for 3 more years, until the aliens came and they tried to fight us but our army which Rolon trained had defeated them before they thought of grapes. The president Arakay structured his words to defend his country once again and peace dominated the world. Rolon took me to a nice beach place to relax; we got some coconuts and he split them. He told me he loved all of the assets I have. We lay forever on the sandy beach like that. He and his toned body with my slender nature dated the history from back of time. 
The detective found some other work and interests which he invented such as play Mount Ball or a large clothing line for all occasions. He started a large company for creation and invention. He hired many people and trained them to learn the professional detective ways. He made his name across other worlds too, and his company survived many hard hits but it came out shining. The president continued being a president he directed people into goodwill, many of whom died happy thinking of the great future. He gave full volume speeches full of enthusiasm and he published many books. It was a happy ending for all and a well tuned in audience as well.
Epilogue

The day was bright and the day was warm. Little Sara was 4 years and very quick to learn. Her parents sat next to her with her nephew on the other side of the table and she poured the juice out of her little teacup. The water swished onto the pink Mickey Mouse cup and she felt happily obliged to drink it as a toast of the family’s New Year. Suddenly, the television flickered on; the face of Arakay Melborne appeared in the front of the television. It was the first time she’d seen him. He looked just as a young boy of 18 and he smiled through the television to catch the quirks and eyes of everyone watching. Sara tried to decipher what he was saying but all was lost in the static. She climbed upstairs to get ready to go to preschool. It would start in 10 minutes. Her mother drove her there. She saw a couple kissing nearby the coffee shop and they touched each other gently. It was Rolon and his wife. Also behind them was the detective getting out of the bathroom holding his newspaper and he wore a light blue shirt and glasses. Sara did her bidding at preschool. She built all the blocks, rearranged the bowls for lunch, and read her The Animal House to other children. She was tall for her age and very helpful. She wanted to be a lawyer when she grew up and when that was out of the business, she would be doing architecture. Surrounding her at lunch in college were many good friends who were studious at heart for humanity reasons. A black dog approached her with his tongue hanging out and panting in a common doglike way. She pets him willingly and the dog tugs her into the greenhouse. She learns the ways of agriculture and the way that global warming was dominating the Earth, as it looked like it. But now the people she saw when she was four were nowhere to be found. They were gone in a swift, one by one, gently detaching themselves from this world. Where could they have gone? Sara wasn’t interested in these matters and yet she had her clique of friends to worry about. She was popular and hot. She wore cute mini dresses and sexy jeans every day. She also flirted with guys and they liked her very much for her flow of speech and sassy voice. But sometimes she would stare at the night sky and wish for her college to end so she could spend a day at the spa or work. She loved cakes and milk crackers with orange juice. She loved the way she plays with the guys at their house party. She loved how she earned a medal in class for pointing out the mistakes in Shakespeare’s writing. She also loved spending time shopping and vacationing with her boyfriend Cody. But she wasn’t content with the way things had suddenly felt empty and sleepless since the shadows of the people she saw when she was four had left. She smelled the baked disgustingness from her surrounding people. She climbed a tree to show how easy it was for her nephew to do it too. Then she built a tree house to satisfy her thirst. She was waiting…waiting all like that. 
One day she traveled to Georgia as a permanent duty of her work. She hesitated at the new house she was going to live next to. That house was built three months back and still contained the smell of building debris. She imagined what it would be like to…no, there was no one there yet. She needed some space at her smaller yet doable house next door. She bought that house like mad. Because of her insincere doubts at the price, she received it for a fairly arguable length of time before the others got to it. Now she knows why. A hot boy of 26 walks in through the door as she turned around. Behind her an old car looking fresh as fuck and some nice well kept seats. Is this real? She gathered the hem of her dress and walked slowly towards the gate of the fence. She took a long drawl or her cigarette. The male as if noticing her for the first time but not, threw her a glance and beckoned her to come closer. His name was Darius. He was like from the land of the gods. But he placed himself in a common way anyway. She lengthened her shoulders and batted her eyelashes. Her heart fluttered to bits when he put his hand on hers and requested for a walk down the flowing lake. Her mid back length curly hair glided well toned with her boyfriend like male who put his hands in his pockets and minded everywhere she walked but not what she said. Some people who were scarcely there said that the other ones who thought they were so important would be jealous. But they didn’t mind the new girl who walked in heels. 
So what are you doing here? He says to her. He holds her waist unlike the owner of a dog. And he whispers to her ear. I want you to make me crave someone. I know you’ll make it work.

She shrugs automatically in response. I’m the one you want. But I’m here for other reasons. 

He says. I won’t make love to you. But I’ll be there when you have something to need. 

Ten minutes later. Are you tired? 

It’s getting a little dark. Darius carries her to her house and she crawled in to finish her beddings. She slept well and sound that night. She was only awake by the early owls. She was a little fuzzy concerning her position, but she was able to keep herself at bay for the rest of the daytime. She was becoming the spy of Blue Ridge. She could work. She could sense anything that was possible. And she won’t let anyone down. It was on the reasons that even if her most dear hearted was beaten, she would still rise to the top.

Some morning coffee would be nice. It could be due to regards of the slight noise which came from the attic. Sara went to check. She tilted her head at the staircase. A little rabbit was sitting by the side licking his paws. He became upbeat by the sound of a human and he crouched for a position to run or throttle. So later, Sara placed him in a cage she bought and named him Prosperous due to the timely manner which he had appeared. When she went to the store, she greeted the local store keepers and met some friends by the side. One catch of her eye and she spotted a bus which carried high class gentlemen and ladies and loads of goods. She ran to catch up with the bus. Near the door, she saw that they were distant from her in many aspects. The men would not jog half naked. The ladies would try not to talk in low voices. Surprised by the sight, yet absent minded at the touch of the thigh by some other person’s dog, she pet the dog and he barked happily which she crept away to work. If she was a good spy, she would have gotten her salary already. But she was still able to earn money for her high ended needs. Two years later, she departed from this place but still saw Darius when he took her by the hand and he told her he wanted her a lot. After they got together, they broke up and Sara’s death dated in September 4th, 3049. The people around her remember her for her face which showed her intensive pleasures. She kept watching the NASA program and yet she felt a deep yearning to go into space. It was a delicate yet wonderful subject for her. She thought she could find anything if she could go into space. Sadly, she was rejected from the space program and died a yet drastic depressing death. The End.
About the Author

I wrote this book thinking of how everything can connect together appreciatory and in the space effect sometimes one comes back out alive and sometimes people change. Detaining from your shapes in your own country can bring you many joy or loss. In their adventure for more, they rescued many and gained access to things for their own country. This is for nonstop improving of your own spot that you have. You can lengthen it and you can widen it but you have to explore your boundaries. Sometimes it hurts and it feels better to not tell anyone. However, if you leave, things will never remain the same as it was before just as proof to show that the situation has changed for the better, not worse. So you will know. Space explorers try to see the moon and Mars and we have always been very active as the government is a hardworking group. To tell the truth, here on Earth is magnified many times and here on some other planet is a phrase for their world. We have yet to find more solid evidence for life beyond us and we will one day because there is always a hope. Without hope we will be lost forever and without motives we will not be forward changing. I was born in March 23, 1997 and in China. I wrote this book for fun and to sell it for some money I could use. I love the sights of cities and beaches. I love company even if they are not always sweet but I will find sweetness in people. Play your cards well, and the environment will first start playing you. I aim for my purposes and fulfilling them is my innate sense of goal. I will always achieve that goal because I want to. I can wish upon a shooting star and what I get is always what I can do for myself. I always expand my length of reach and my plans so that I can make the most out of everything. I can do lots and I can do more. Changes no matter how bad or good is always better than nothing. So thanks for reading.
