
      A Fairy's Travail


      

      
      
         I slumbered soundly on a puff

Of dandelion seed

A dreaming of a sevenpence

And foolish fancies; I was hence

All deaf to care and need.



But someone plucked me by my wings 

And thumped me on my rear!

I leaped and screamed and cursed aloud,

But then I saw, and quickly bowed--

Titania was here!



“Young fool,” quoth she, “You’ve slept enough,

You lazy sloppy sprite!

Your scales are dull, your eyes are crossed,

And by my Tempest you’ll be tossed,

if you don’t put things right!”



I quickly combed and washed my hair

With dew from off a flower.

She laughed. “You look like poodle poo!

But you’ll just barely, barely do.

You’ll leave within the hour!”



“My cousin’s sister’s daughter’s friend

Went playing in the grass

With nimble Imps who tricked her cruelly!

I’ll have you rescue her, and truly, 

Before worse comes to pass.”



So for a sword I seized a pin,

Then saddled up a bee.

I took a bottle cap for shield,

And in a tiny pouch I sealed

A shell-phone from the sea.



I girded up with spiderwebs

And glimmer from the dust,

Then set a helmet on my head,

(A cowbell, plucked from flower bed)

And flew, as needs I must.



My buzzing mount bore me afar

Through meadow, field and dale,

Then brought me to a castle dank

Made from a rusty water tank--

An ugly, vile jail!



Up to the gate I strode in style.

“I come for Lady Jaine!

Fair Queen Titania’s cousin’s sis’s

Daughter’s friend, who from abysses

Dire, shall leave again!”



The spiky gate creaked wide, and then

An Impling stout and wild

Came sneering with a lazy strut.

He burped and scratched his filthy gut.

“You’re much too late...” he smiled.



I struck forth hard and wiped that grin

Off from his foul fat face!

Then from the darkness came his friends,

So to my unknown fate and ends

I fought my foes apace.



Full deep I delved in rust and muck

Until I reached the throne

Of the King Impling, Egerthrotz

The hatcher of the awful plots

That kept fair Jaine from home.



I held my pin-sword to his throat,

But he was not embarrassed!

“We tried to tell you, simpleton!

She had fun here, but she’s moved on!

We saw her head for Paris!”



I made full certain of his words,

Then strode back towards the sun,

Apologized to Implings groaning,

But left them in the midst of moaning,

Then spurred my bee-mount on.



Through wends and ways I passed the days

To that capricious city,

And found Jaine there atop a flue

Above the Café Deux Magots

In nonchalant ennui.



At table made from muffin tin

With wine-cork at the side,

She had a rough appearance, true,

But seemed to me as orchids do,

Their beauty tucked inside.



She looked me up and down with scorn.

“So, you’re Titania’s vassal?

Please seek no more, you silly churl!

Go tell her that the errant girl

Was in another castle!”



I sighed and laid aside my arms.

“In truth, I find this tiring.

I’ve no desire to play the knight

Who seeks to rescue wayward sprites.

It’s far too uninspiring.”



Her gaze upon me softened, and

We sat and talked for hours

On how adventures were a chore

And how Queen T’s an awful… bore,

Amid Parisian towers.



As darkness fell, we closer grew,

Our interest increased.

We shared our very favorite songs

And commented on passing throngs

Down on the distant streets.



She smiled with new vivacity.

“Dear Knight, my thanks to you.

You’ve ‘rescued’ me from awful fate

And from a life I’d come to hate,

At least that much is true.



“And thus you can report to her

If you do truly mean

To head on back--” I shook my head.

“I’d sooner stop at Hell instead,

And screw the bloody Queen!”



Her hand flew to her smirking face

And long we laughed, and hard!

And through the night we chatted on,

Still closer at the break of dawn,

Our eyes like jewels bestarred.



Then from my pouch there came a ring,

My shell-phone all asputter.

The Queen was calling! And so we

Both blew a massive raspberry,

Then tossed it in a gutter!



So now we feed on Heaven’s mead,

Plus more material stuffs.

We take our lives in gentle ease

And always sleep as late we please

On dandelion puffs.
      

      
   
      Ohayo


      

      
      
         When I was very young, living in a suburb which had trains passing through it every day, I grew up with a boy named Tetsuo Takahata. We were the same age, and for nearly a decade we shared the same classes.



Tetsuo, at first glance, did not have much going for him. For one, he didn't have a special name. It was common for there to be multiple boys named Tetsuo in any given classroom, sort of like how in American classrooms there would be a surplus of Tylers. There was also his appearance, which was not anything special, even after he had survived his bout with puberty. He had square shoulders and twig-like legs, but he had a round face.



He was not the most handsome boy, nor did he have quirks that would've otherwise made him a memorable classmate.



Still, I'd befriended him by the time we entered elementary school.



From the time we were five years old to the beginning of high school, we would venture out every morning across a small wooden bridge that took us from our neighborhood to the school. We would say "good morning" to each other, and to a few of our classmates as well, including my sister, who was a year older than me. When stuck together, we would talk about Godzilla and Ultraman, and early on we even discovered that we both liked watching baseball whenever we got the chance to hog the TV at home.



We talked about things boys talked about. Everything, in fact, except for girls we liked; or, depending on our age, how much we didn't like girls. We never admitted that phase of our adolescence with each other. I assumed, in my childish state of mind, that Tetsuo didn't want to be bothered about who he might have crushes on, and he might've thought the same way about me.



As such, that part of our lives remained a mystery, something shared and yet mutually exclusive.



Long before that, I had no interest in getting a girlfriend. I thought, in an innocent way, that I would rather have Tetsuo be my girlfriend than any of the girls in our class. But of course Tetsuo was a boy! Not that I considered it too deeply at that age.



At the same time, why did I like him so much?



I can't tell you too much about Tetsuo, except that I enjoyed being with him. It's usually a futile battle, anyhow, to explain to a third party why someone would strike anyone else as special without devolving into cliche. I could tell you that he had a fun-loving personality, but that would convey absolutely no meaning when compared to seeing said personality in action. I could tell you that him saying "good morning" to me on our way to school sent a small but substantial wave of comfort to my stomach, but I don't believe there is any meaning in saying this either.



I myself tried to express to him how I felt, even though I could not have fully understood my own feelings at the age of ten. Despite this, I decided to write him a letter, something I could pass to him between classes, or perhaps on the way home from school, right before we would go our separate ways. I knew, regardless, that I didn't want to be present when he read it.



So for one agonizing night I sat hunched over my desk, writing and re-writing what I wanted to tell him. Yet as I came closer to realizing my vision, the less confident I became in what I wanted to say. Still, I finished it and put the slip of paper in my backpack, but doubt still haunted me.



I considered, on the day I was to hand my letter to Tetsuo, whether it was worth confessing such things to him, to put our friendship in jeopardy. I didn't think about it in those words, but I thought about it all the same. I didn't want to lose what I already possessed.



Standing on that small wooden bridge from my childhood, I took my letter out of my backpack and started ripping it into little pieces. I took these pieces and threw them over the edge, into the water, where I wouldn't have to think about them anymore.



Satisfied, if also weary, I went home and pushed Tetsuo out of my mind.



From then on, he would be just another boy to me.
      

      
   
      Performance Evaluation


      
      
      
         
         Girded and Braced

      
      

      

      
      
         "Hmmm..." Her black-and-orange wings catching the afternoon sunlight that dappled down through the trees at the edge of the meadow, Ms. Bracegirdle rubbed the tip of her proboscis. "Interesting vibrations..."



Dave tried not to notice the sweat dampening the back of his neck, his socks suddenly too tight, his necktie clenching his throat. Just because this moment was either going to destroy his every dream or send him spiraling upward into rose-scented bliss, that wasn't any reason to get nervous.



Ms. Bracegirdle fluttered into a hover beside Dave's ear and waved a middle arm toward his presentation, a bubble of silvery moonlight that bobbed up and down above one of the meadow's azalea bushes. "It's pleasant enough, of course, David—your work is unfailingly so and has been ever since you joined the company." With her other middle arm, she tapped the clipboard she was holding in her upper arms. "But I'm sensing more whimsy than nonsense, and alas, that's not the effect we're after."



Taking a breath—now or never!—Dave reached for the bubble. "If I might, Ms. Bracegirdle?" Its surface squishy in his fingers like a not-quite-fully-inflated balloon, he squeezed it to let its dust shimmer out over them both.



Immediately, the sun became the moon, day became night, and the breeze that had been rustling the branches became quiet bossa nova music. Ms. Bracegirdle gave a gasp, looking down at the 1930s-style cartoonish half human, half butterfly she'd become, her newly sweet curves wrapped in a little black dress.



A quick glance showed Dave that he'd changed into a similar hybrid, his wings black and gray, a white bow tie now around his neck and a white top hat between his antennae. Doffing his hat, he held his other three arms out to Ms. Bracegirdle. "I'd like to request the honor and pleasure of this dance."



She smiled, batting sudden eyelashes. Swooping over, her clipboard nowhere in sight, she took his hands in hers, and Dave didn't even try to stop his top hat from doing a flip at her touch. The music rose, and holding her close, Dave twirled them into the evening sky, the rhythm coaxing the song's lyrics out of him even though he wasn't much of a singer: "I'll see you in my dreams, hold you in my dreams. Someone took you out of my arms; still I feel the thrill of your charms. Lips that once were mine, tender eyes that shine: they will light my way tonight. I'll see you in my dreams."



Her eyes did indeed shine in the moonlight. Leaning into his embrace, she opened lips she'd never had before and touched them to his, her kiss shivering him with a warmth he'd only ever let himself imagine. The music swept over them—



And then it was gone, Dave blinking at the daylight, his two feet wrapped once more in shoes and settled firmly on the grass of the meadow. Ms. Bracegirdle, entirely a butterfly again, quivered in front of his nose with a whispered, "Oh, my."



Silence stretched before she shook herself, drifted a bit away from him, and raised her clipboard. "Again, David, very pleasant. But where exactly was the nonsense?"



Dave had to swallow before he could get his voice to work. "Any sort of romantic relationship between you and me could never be anything but nonsense." The words jabbed his throat like shards of glass. "You're my boss, after all, and, well, the species thing, too, I guess..." Another swallow, and he turned back to the silvery bubble, numb hands reaching up to deactivate it. "Sorry to have wasted your time, ma'am."



"But you didn't." Ms. Bracegirdle antennae were sticking straight up. "I mean, this...this could be a revolutionary form of nonsense, David, a form that makes impossible dreams come true." She made several marks on her clipboard. "It's exactly the sort of thing I'd expect from our newest senior partner."



Freezing in place, Dave wasn't sure he was still breathing. Had she just said—?



"Now," she murmured, and something soft as dandelion fluff stroked his right ear, "perhaps you'd be so kind as to take me through your presentation again? Merely for quality assurance purposes, of course..."



A rush of heat glued every shattered bit of his insides back together. He turned to her, perfect and beautiful, and gently squeezed more silver dust over them.
      

      
   
      Flock of Birds


      

      
      
         The scientist pulled up a chair to the interrogation table. Across from him sat an alien with unblinking, mirror-like eyes. 



“Why’d you come here?” the scientist asked. 



“Where is here?” the alien replied in its strange, sing-song voice. 



“Nevada. America. Earth. Milky way. The universe is a big place. Why choose us?”



“I wasn’t going to choose you, until you shot me down.”



The scientist repressed a scowl.



“Don’t feel bad,” the alien said. “There are a lot of flying things in this universe. Seeing as you can’t fly, it’s only natural to try and bring things down to your level.”



The scientist chuckled. “We’re more interested in you than the birds.”



“Yet here I am in the birds’ nest.”



The scientist coughed awkwardly and returned his attention to the papers in the file. “Can you tell me where you’re from?”



The alien frowned. At least, it looked like it was frowning. “You can try and make me. I am prepared to commit suicide before divulging that information.”



The scientist turned slowly in his chair to look at the two-way mirror behind him. It spat his own uncertainty back at him. “Why?” he asked. 



“Too much of a risk,” the alien replied simply. 



“There’s no risk to sharing, let me assure you. Shooting you down was an honest mistake. We can all move forward from here.”



The alien considered the scientist’s words. “My species possesses many abilities you do not. Unfortunately, reading minds is not one of them. Perhaps if it were, I could ascertain your true intentions.” 



“What are you afraid of?”



“The death of my species.”



“Do you really think we could do that?”



The alien shrugged. At least, it looked like a shrug. “Who’s to say?”



“I can say with some authority that we can’t. When we shot your craft down, we did it with missiles. Organic chemistry. Propellants. Not magic. Not mind reading.” The alien’s mirror-like eyes looked bored somehow. “Look, what I’m saying is that even if we wanted to destroy a hypothetical alien race--which we don’t--we don’t have the tools to do it.”



“So you say.” The alien leaned over the table, its grey skin glittering in the harsh fluorescent light. “Have you ever heard of a relativity bomb?”



The scientist tapped his fingers on the table for a minute. Then, abruptly, he stood up and walked out of the room. 



On the other side of the two-way mirror, a group of military personnel in lab coats and dress greens glared at the alien. Rows of computer screens cast their faces and medals in pale blue light. 



As a single organism, they whirled around to stare at the scientist. The scrolling rolls of data pouring down the computer screens made their eyes twinkle.



The scientist asked, “Have we ever heard of a relativity bomb?”



The others shook their heads as one. 



The scientist nodded, then marched back into the interrogation room. The harsh light overwhelmed his eyes for a moment. He felt sorry for the alien, whose eyes were at least twice the size of his.



“What’s a relativity bomb?” he asked.



“A purely hypothetical device.”



“Oh.”



“Don’t sound so disappointed. It travels faster than the speed of light and has the capability to destroy any planet it strikes.”



“Does your species have such a device?”



“No.” The alien raised an eyebrow. At least, it raised the part of its face where an eyebrow would have been. “Do you?”



“No.”



The alien sat back in its chair. “Then we are at an impasse. I can’t be certain you don’t have it, and you can’t be certain I don’t have it.”



“I’m telling you, we don’t,” the scientist said, frustration welling up in his voice, “We want a peaceful solution here.”



“What if peace is not an option?”



The scientist passed a long, wary look at the two-way mirror. “What’s that mean?”



“I mean, we are two souls trapped in a dark night. There are monsters out there, as well as a few others like us. Perhaps if we call out, we will find the ones like us. But perhaps all that calling will just attract the monsters to our doorstep.” The alien peeled back its lips, exposing row after row of razor-sharp teeth. “Do you think I’m like you? Or am I one of the monsters?”



The scientist stood up slowly and backed out of the room. The alien cooed like a bird and smirked.



The door slid shut.
      

      
   
      Raazgujal


      

      
      
         John had had a crush on Claire since the first day he began working at that small ANZ branch in West Adelaide. Dark haired and fair skinned, with bright blue eyes, she was the prettiest of all the female clerks, though she wasn’t exactly what you could’ve called a stylish girl. Actually, John couldn’t remember a day she’d not worn a baggy bell-bottom jeans and a grey, nondescript sweatshirt. But he didn’t care. He’d always been attracted to tomboys. Maybe, he’d once reasoned out, this was how far his gay impulses went.



Now, by some unknown miracle, she was sitting there, opposite him at the restaurant table, her face buried into the menu card, while John was fiddling with his fork.



The waitress walked to them. “Fa ghe teds zaphy?” she asked.



“Tso”, John replied, smiling. “Qtijka lo munk do ba, darcha zi.”



She scribbled on her notepad. “Fif?” 



Claire handed the menu over. “Bi ka luga poti,” she replied. The waitress nodded and drifted away. 



John looked straight to Claire. A hush fell. They sat still, silent, their eyes locked, until her mobile beeped. She reflexively rummaged her handbag for it. 



“Daj hu?” John asked.



Claire fumbled with the phone, took a cursory glance at it, rolled her eyes and switched it off. “Mog,” she said, shoving the phone back into her purse. “Kiv vip.”



John smiled. “Sti op te rojli xog, che?” 



Claire nodded. “Sa dud feb kwar gi?” 



“Jaxa washam gara gig. Loo pa xer ta?”



“Azi!” Claire answer and smiled in turn. “Ok vo zerg joj im!” 



“Oh!” John felt himself blushing. “Zim su.” He tried to put up a smile but felt so self-conscious all he could produce was a weird grimace. Claire tried to stifle a laugh but couldn’t hold it back for long. Both burst into wild laughter. 



“Jozz na,” John stuttered when he’d regained a semblance of composure. 



“Ye gar mu gno!” Claire carried on, and winked to him. He was about to top that with a dumb joke when the waitress butted in, bringing the starters.


Desserts had been eaten and plates taken away. John was lying back in the armchair. He felt warm and tipsy. Blame the wine, he said to himself. He had fallen for that expensive bottle of French ruby Bordeaux. He didn’t regret it: every drop was magnificent.  Now he was spinning a tumbler of brandy, while Claire sipped her mocha. He was trying to guess what she was thinking. She wasn’t easy to read, as she had kept a straight face all along the dinner. 



“Grojna poti!” he said to the waitress as she glided past the table. She nodded, walked to the till, and turned back with the bill. No sooner was the sheet laid on the table that John lurched forward to bagsy it, only to find his hand land over Claire’s. 



They looked at each other awkwardly, but their hands remained still. John suspected his cheeks were already ruddy, so no further blushing could happen. However, her cheeks had turned rosy, which, given her complexion, was probably the maximum she could reach, he thought. He smiled and slowly pulled his hand away, stroking hers. 



“Sgrivej ka lo parblim, ra galip,” he said.



“Foz,” she answered, and they both reached for their credit cards.


The street was dingy and deserted. It was icy too, and both walked silently with their hands deeply buried into their pockets. John wished it were summer so he could’ve tried to grasp her hand. But no, it was June. They had to hurry along if they didn’t want to freeze up.



At last, they reached the entrance of her building. 



“Gi,” Claire said. “Def ob sabarfi mebba!”



Claire’s face stood in the dark, so John guessed, rather than saw, a smile. “Paa sfidu!” he replied.



She fished the key out of her handbag and spun around. He watched her insert the key into the lock, unmoving, as if expecting something more. Her hand stopped midway, and she slowly turned back to face him. She stood there, waiting for him to break the hush.



“Zo… Zo…” he stuttered, “haska em vogri ib dera?” His face must’ve been crimson from shame. Besides, that formula was so trite. But he couldn’t think about anything else.



To his surprise, Claire laughed, a warm and clear laughter that chased all his doubts away. “Woggi?” she said. She opened the door and beckoned him after her.
      

      
   
      The Bearbox


      

      
      
         “Here, have another gummy bear!” Brian told me, and he pressed the small red button protruding out of the garish plastic box-like contraption he had put on the table.



There was no sound, no sign of any motion. Except that almost right away another gummy bear appeared and fell on to the table below.



I was left bewildered. “Can you tell me what’s going on here?” I asked.



“It’s beyond my wits either”, he replied, shrugging. “It works. I don’t know how. Each time you press the button, a gummy bear pops up. Always the same size, same colour, same shape. And they’re good also.” He picked up the newborn one and swallowed it whole. “Yummy!” he said.



I couldn’t believe it. I went ahead and pushed the button. Another sample jumped out of the box on to the table. I grabbed it and examined it: it was perfectly fine. I cautiously bit it. A pleasant taste of red berries overwhelmed my tastebuds. It was excellent, more so than any of its commonly available relatives.



In all the years I’d been teaching physics, this was the first time I was confronted with a phenomenon I couldn’t at least vaguely explain.



“Not that I made it on purpose,” Brian continued. “It was just sheer luck.”



“Mind if I take the box away for analysis,” I asked



“Of course not,” he replied. “Go ahead. I’m curious to know what you’ll find.”



I brought it home. I tested it, and was rewarded with another sweet.








I took the gizmo to my lab, X-rayed it, and recorded what was happening inside. It was baffling. The bear literally sprung out of nowhere. There was nothing to see up to a given frame. But on the next one, the bear was there, wholly formed. Its creation was instantaneous, or nearly so. Nothing I knew could explain that.



I forwarded the box to colleagues in other universities. They all recorded the same thing, to the general amazement. At last, a possible explanation emerged, but it was too fantastic to be true. Fowler, working at MIT, hypothesised that the mirrors lining the inside of the device were responsible for a Casimir effect. Pushing the button somehow boosted the effect, until the accumulation of negative energy opened a wormhole to somewhere, in this universe or another one. The gummy bear was somehow sucked up through it. That explained its sudden appearance. But why a gummy bear? The most logical explanation was that the wormhole led to a gummy bear container, or a sweet warehouse.



I know, this sounds ludicrous. But it was the only “rational” explanation we could hold onto. 



Now Fowler elaborated that if the size of the box was slightly altered, maybe the wormhole would contort and something else would appear. So I told Brian to build a new box, changing the dimensions of the inner cavity.



It goes without saying that we kept all this under wraps. There was no question of telling the press or anyone else about it.



When it was ready, Brian invited me to test the new device. He pressed the button and a stream water sprung from it. 



We looked at one other breathlessly.








I went back home, and told Fowler of what we had found. That night, I couldn’t sleep. I was too excited. Maybe this was the answer to every food and water supply problem we were facing on Earth. A set of such devices in every house, every desert village, dispensing food and water at will to everyone. The energy of the void harnessed to the benefit of humanity. No more shortages. No more pollution. No more transportation. No more need to slaughter cattle. Clean food for everyone, everywhere. Humanity freed from the spectre of famine.



But now, I’m afraid: Brian has vanished. I keep ringing him, no response. And I’m too chicken to go and knock at his door.



I know he was working on a new design. What could have happen?



What if he’s been kidnapped by the army? This could be too sensitive a discovery. Or maybe the army want him to craft a box able to create weapons?



But what if he hasn’t? What if… 



What if something intelligent had popped out of the wormhole? 



What if Brian opened a tunnel for a hostile extraterrestrial force to invade us? 



What if those gummy bears were just a bait?



I wriggle in my bed. I’m terrified.
      

      
   
      A Shaggy GEN3RIC_V1AGRA# Story


      

      
      
         To:██████████████@gmail.com

Subject:IMPORTANT INFORMATION REGARDS YOUR INVESTMENT



Dear friend:



I am wealthy businessman from Ukranian and i am writing to you with an offer of great riches for your immediate assistence. I am possessing 500,000,000 US dollars in US goverment bonds which i need to move to US. For this i must charter a plane and security to move these US goverment bonds to US which i must do discreetly for i am in disfavor of Ukranian goverment. As i need to pay cash and have only bonds which cannot be made into cash in Ukranian i am writing to you discreetly to wire 50,000 US dollars to █████████████,████████ for which you will recieve 10 per cent of the 500,000,000 of US dollars(50,000,000). I am asking you this because i know you can be discreet and i cannot ask anyone close to me or the goverment of Ukranian will stop me leaving. Please wire 50,000 US dollars to █████████████,████████ in 4to6 business days and you will recieve 10 per cent of the 500,000,000 of US dollars(50,000,000) very soon in 2 weeks from recipt or less.



Godbless,



████████








To:█████████████@ukr.net

Subject:Re:IMPORTANT INFORMATION REGARDS YOUR INVESTMENT



Get fucked.








To:██████████████@gmail.com

Subject:RE:Re:IMPORTANT INFORMATION REGARDS YOUR INVESTMENT



Dear friend:



I am sorry you feel that way but please be aware that i am wealthy businessman from Ukranian and am not online troll farm. Please wire 50,000 US dollars to █████████████,████████ for which you will recieve 10 per cent of the 500,000,000 of US dollars(50,000,000) very soon in 2 weeks from recipt or less.



Godbless,



████████








To:█████████████@ukr.net

Subject:Re:RE:Re:IMPORTANT INFORMATION REGARDS YOUR INVESTMENT



Okay guy, real talk: has following up on “get fucked” ever gotten you any money? Like, ever? Because I thought I made it pretty clear you aren’t getting shit from me.








To:██████████████@gmail.com

Subject:RE:Re:RE:Re:IMPORTANT INFORMATION REGARDS YOUR INVESTMENT



Dear friend:



Since you ask for real and are aware to not send money, i will tell you i am not for real wealthy business man from Ukranian. I am 17 years old student at ██████ university who has learned some english from internet and also spongebob. I am from a poor family and schooling is expensive. I do not recieve the 50,000 US dollars i am payed 15 hryvna for every hour to write english emails which is less than 1 US dollars for every hour so i all the time reply to emails because then it is more hours i work and schooling is expensive.



Godbless,



████████








To:█████████████@ukr.net

Subject:Re:RE:Re:RE:Re:IMPORTANT INFORMATION REGARDS YOUR INVESTMENT



Man, surely you can find a better job than this. I get you’re a broke-ass student, but this shit’s unethical. 



Also, I just looked up Ukraine’s (protip: the country’s name is “Ukraine,” not “Ukrainian”) minimum wage, and it’s like twice what you’re making. If you’re gonna do illegal shit, shouldn’t you at least get paid for it?








To:██████████████@gmail.com

Subject:RE:Re:RE:Re:RE:Re:IMPORTANT INFORMATION REGARDS YOUR INVESTMENT



Dear friend:



It is true i am making very small money but i am from poor family and schooling is expensive. My parents owe very much money and i need to work for certain people or else things will not be safe. I am hoping to finish schooling and find a real job but i cannot find a real job until the money is payed and it is more money every month. I must be keeping safe for everyone.



Godbless,



████████








To:█████████████@ukr.net

Subject:Subject: Re:RE:Re:RE:Re:RE:Re:IMPORTANT INFORMATION REGARDS YOUR INVESTMENT



Fuck, dude, that's some mafioso shit. Is this for real?








To:██████████████@gmail.com

Subject:RE:Re:RE:Re:RE:Re:RE:Re:IMPORTANT INFORMATION REGARDS YOUR INVESTMENT



Dear friend:



Please do not fear for me, if i do this work everyone is safe and someday maybe i not have to do this work.



Godbless,



████████








To:█████████████@ukr.net

Subject:Re:RE:Re:RE:Re:RE:Re:RE:Re:IMPORTANT INFORMATION REGARDS YOUR INVESTMENT



Dude, there’s got to be something you can do. I’d heard Ukraine’s corrupt, but Jesus. Can you send an anonymous tip to the local police or something?








To:██████████████@gmail.com

Subject:RE:Re:RE:Re:RE:Re:RE:Re:RE:Re:IMPORTANT INFORMATION REGARDS YOUR INVESTMENT



Dear friend:



Please do not fear for me, if i do this work everyone is safe and someday maybe i will not have to do this work. I cannot writing to police, they are involved as is normal in Ukranian.



However, there is way you can help! If i can pay off my familys debt, everyone is safe and i will not have to do this work. Please wire 50,000 US dollars to █████████████,████████ in 4to6 business days.



Godbless,



████████








To:█████████████@ukr.net

Subject:Re:RE:Re:RE:Re:RE:Re:RE:Re:RE:Re:IMPORTANT INFORMATION REGARDS YOUR INVESTMENT



...Get fucked.
      

      
   
      Day In, Day Out


      

      
      
         The door swung shut behind him with a gentle click as he looked around the empty kitchen. His keys landed softly on the stool, cushioned by a stack of unopened bills. A coat soon followed, letting off a cloud of dust as it did. The noise of the television in the next room muffled his footfalls as he walked to the small kitchen and opened the fridge. Inside were various condiments and containers, but he reached for two slices of pizza wrapped in plastic.



They went onto a plate, and the plate into the microwave, and when the machine hummed to life he slumped into one of the three chairs at the table. With one hand he unlaced his heavy boots, the other set against his leg holding him up. 



Feet extracted, he stood with a slight groan and stretched towards the ceiling. His pants bumped against the table and left a dirty splotch against the painted wood. He looked down and resisted the urge to beat at the garment with his hands, eyeing the dusty brown tracks leading across the white floor from the door.



For a moment he reached for the broom, but the sizzle of cheese and the aroma of cooked dough pulled his attention. He waited, counting down the seconds as his eyes tried to focus on the machine in front of him. He rubbed at them and came away with yet more dirt. Even his fingernails had become packed with it. 



A quick rinse in the sink removed some, and there was still more, but his stomach was growling. 



At that moment the microwave rang out with a clarion call and, as if summoned like the wild hunt itself, there came the pitter-patter of running feet from the other room. A weight like a small pillow crashed into his leg and latched on with a giggle. “Gots you!”



Red ribbons on straw hair peaked around his leg and smiled up at him coated in a new layer of dirt. He felt his face twist for a moment with annoyance but it quickly devolved into resignation. He schooled his features, letting out a long suffering breath. “Daddy’s tired. Where’s mommy?”



“Mommy went quiet time.” She said pointing toward the living room couch. A black shirt emblazoned with ‘-rill’s Steak House’ hung from the arm, the rest of the text covered by a shock of hair.



He started to mutter something but glanced at the girl and bit it back, instead opting to pull the plate from the microwave. When he sat down he found her to have disappeared, but she came back with a sheet of card stock gripped in her tiny hands. 



“Mades it!” she said, holding out a page of macaroni, glue, and glitter, “For daddy!”



It was utterly unrecognizable, but he accepted it anyway. “It’s so pretty,” he said, fatigue lacing his words, then turned towards the wall and tacked it up with all the others. “What are we gonna do with all of them?”



“Makes more!” She said. “Oww!” She had already filched a hot slice of pizza and managed to drop it by the time he turned back.



With another heavy sigh he grabbed a stack of Wendy’s napkins from a drawer. The slice left a wide red splatter as he peeled it off the floor while also managing to pick up a pair of long auburn hairs. “Didn’t you already eat?”



The girl, a look of shame dominating her face, grabbed the napkins from his hand and dropped them on the mess. She shook her head.



He dropped the slice of floor pizza on the plate and grabbed a knife while she pawed at the mess. The second slice was cut into small neat chunks. Then she was scooped up and dumped in the chair before it. 



Her eyes widened when she saw the bite size pieces, and she immediately reached for the food. Even standing in the chair she was only head and shoulders above the table top, but it was no obstacle as her ravenous energy saw her gobbling up everything faster than she could chew.



He chewed on his floor pizza and watched her as she ate, pizza sauce oozing between her fingers. She was a needy, messy, annoying, expensive distraction.



She caught him watching her and smiled at him with a gap toothed grin, sauce covering her face. He reached for her, napkin in hand, and smiled back.



She was perfect.
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