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and the future evoke

strangely, but fitting,
this beggim{ing bfﬁiev%ds,
how this story opens,
‘the same as it ends. , *
epped off the train, ouch that clean blue,
epzt, méttral-gray, you must put forth a hand,
lantly poisoned, that blood has not spilt,
and well on her way, but they couldn’t pretend,

there was a bruise on
but not a speck more,
though Girl was bejeweled,
with a bit of red gore,
as these innocents marched,
in the shadows, revealed,
g Man was sleeping,
nsciously healed,
: ensued,

a soldier, civilian,
a man who was black

-yellow,
xic, dark, sea,




and found an old ship,
saying, “This ought to sail,
or I'm gonna flip!”
But Civilian was certain,
when he took the wood wheel,
of the ship called The
and he play

said, “I’'m on the dark
1’'m just like you-”
But Soldier’s cold eyes,
of an ice, topaz hue,
said, “Stop it, just stop it,
you're a kid, not a killer,
you ought to be learning,
not turning to winter.”
Glorified in his eyes,
burst a rose blossomed room,
warm as a breeze,
in the arms of sweet June,
like petals of cherries,
so honey-milk washed,

over clean, wounded skin,

he was sure he had blushed,

they journeyed together,

as he stroked d

but this beauty was pai
but its meaning

s are not yours,
dy is scarred,

e ustice and mercy,
that came a bit late-”
Flashbacks assembled,

cake and her weapons,

her sister cut ribs, melon,

and, pickled peppers,

“ pushed her away,”
Soldier said to the boy,
“Pm ashamed of my ways,
and 1 must be destroyed.”
She was broken to sadness,
“1 lended no ears,

I’'m reckless, encumbered,
1 am filled with this fear...”
Boy saw rubies dripping,
the salty tears bled,

“l feel for you Soldier,

but 1 don’t know you yet...” 5



fShe [ef’ loose’a’dark'smile;’
‘though her garnets ‘were bloody

guiding them genﬂy, :
:through traffic and danger,
 they came Vshppmg down,

_acrescent of glass,,

when a memory b[otted
; th lover so‘hurt

theyran hand in hand

’not a creature was'stlrrmg,
but he opened hls mouth '




gt

nterlocked
as a precious-set pony,
pushed rocks, over rocks,
but that’s when they saw them,
together, at last!
A red fuchsia bridal,

a crimson-stained cast,
'We are souls, hold our own,

~ weare hvmg, not dead!”

But pains become banquets
where the villains getfed,

~“We 've met the cold-hearted o
- we've met the worst fear!”
 That of people and p[aces, .
of both courage and wear,
and he then told a story,
| that went on hke thls,'
 “To kill the machme,
‘ well it would be of bhss,
a weddmg whlte dove,
 released of it’s cage.”
They wa[ked into darkness,

we enter next stage







CHAPTER 6 Shining

Soldier picked a small posy,
though so unlike her,
and blew at it’s seedlings,
and wished to be heard,
Young Man glanced at this oddly,
like a man seeing cryptic,
but ignoring the fact,
he just took her in mystic,
saying, “What did you wish for?
1 know you can tell.”
Soldier looked to the moon,
in the sky’s morning well,
she said “This isn’t over,
we fight to the end,
that is, if we live-
will 1 see her again?”

The team traveled on,
to the valley of cabins,
the hometown of Cat’s,
made her shed a one tear,
“Now that’s all that yer seein’,
git out, now y’ hear?”

So we move to the next scene,
and out of the houses,
of broken wood structures,
of windows and gouges,
stepped out the Worst Fear,
with a riddle of wisdom,
“Perhaps you should meet me,
back at the old kingdom.”
“It's a promise.” Said Soldier,
with murder in eyes,
and he vanished in silence,
in the air of one wise.
Through streets of a city,
on the brink of fine taste,
the glass and the neon,

all the paintings, no space,
all the cars, fancy planes,
all the cabs on the road,
so appealing to be there,
that 1 may have to go!
But to the castle they’re going,
graceful feet of that bunch,
fleet as a mustang,
or a stag of the such,
and they just didn’t know,
maybe someone would die-
they rushed to the scene,
and then to their surprise..



CHAPTER 7 Gold Magenta

1t was a vibrant magenta,
streaming light, pink, and roses,
a stain glass so strong,
it put sneezes in noses,
the glass was so deep,
in the hue of rich pink,
in a mural of black,
lead-line inter-linked,
to form pictures of women,
a Goddess, a horse,
doves and red roses,
and Ioright lights of course,
there were humans and creatures,
and bursts of quartz hues,
and these twinkles of colors,
could send chills into you,
have you ever. seen pink
t’mrough the eyes of a givl
who thought no’c f t w’é’%

he h VOf ce wgyone,

and the angels were here-
but Cat was confused,
and she dove to the planet,
enshrouded in darkness,
as some would have had it,
a silent goooone,
whisked to all of their faces,
as they ﬂoa’ced to safety,

n a strange outer-spacing.
Back on earth they resumed,
melted ﬁrom their stone hearts,
“Look at this, what we’ve done,
and we each played our part

Soldter ’/{lSS d

Shme came mnnmg IO&C’K

to his daddy, thhay} 4

.

gC we look closer,
 we may get a ghmpse
at our heroes in htdm
and have been htdmg since...




buf as green as could be

-~ sowill we dt :
~ back Ioefore when her eyes, -
were as red as dead seas, ,
and had been crimsonized?

A secret lie waiting,

and you're dying to know,
she er asleep one cold spring,

and awoke in the snow...







CHAPTER 10 A Lime Path

We see visions like face’cs,
of jade, emerald green,
like azaleas so pretty,
we will meet the young queen,
the queen of El’s castle,
His stone painted muck,
and if El tries to kill you,
Just dqo down and duck,
in the old, orphaned garden,
they fought sword to chest,
“So that's who El is!”
Boy coughed on his breath,
“And whom are you, too?
We forget and fovglve,
and we do this in knowing,
that forever, we live,
yet we glimpse the worst case,
but if we do it with mind,
a lesson well-learned,
will come back and be mine.”
They traveled through sunscapes,
and apple ﬁelds, blooming,
the sweet smell of summer,
but a tale, 'm assuming,
“It’s Killer! He’s back!
1t is Killer, 1 swear!”
Flower raced to her man,
aman of blue stare,
savory, sure,
he was so very real,

that ﬁcﬁon (s far,
from the way his breath feels,
“Flower and Killer,”
Salem lapped tongue-in-tune,
“Sitting in a tree,
in the middle of June,
ﬁrst came the kisses-”
She slapped him in shoulder,
“1 think this is why,
we all kinda grew older.”
“Yeah, yeah,” Mumbled Salem,
he turned to the jungle,
“now let’s find that glimmer-”
but before he could, stumbled,
over roots they went walking,
juicyﬁ'uit, bobbing vines,
tickled past their salt bodies,
caressing each of their spines,
and the most deep and green,
covered tree aﬁer tree,
in the jungle of jewels,

like an emerald, lime, sea.
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but they don t knon it yet,

computers and math
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not until thetme end.




CHAPTER 12 Animal Print.

»They were spLUed mto Eden
created of stone,
“So Why is this heaven,
if youre’so damn alone‘y"
The ba‘tﬂe goes on,
it even bruises 1 my,eyes,

B u' '&@

Do 1 A that to,Flower‘?

hat a smile

he’s a grgicef { dtsgréée “ Bu‘ttt Téf@ﬁ?ttten m mk

»@m
m not on yow Sic ie.

s %&
au he wanted to,sa ;

MY
heve all

‘F:or thts

*M%

g[oiry, setﬁﬁre

to a whole, brand-new story.







f CHAPTER 14Welcommg Choco{ate Back .

Blackness 'andred hghts
a mghlful of ‘clouds ’

One castle too. many, ,

, send S| hCT marau

' and ﬂew the whole desert
and she wasn’t tlred e

 2headful of hair,
but it is not the nght tlme—

a smo[der ‘Of C&Tdb ’

let it fau towyour heels, . andVa creamy,'war‘m coke,
and step o-ver. Lt . ,Wlﬂfl eyes Of a cat







CHAPTER 16 Flashing Lights

Cat isn’t [aughing,
her milky—b[ack silks,
ﬂow down to the dttches

as they often will,

ep
the teardrop cathedval
the gypsy we 'l see,

contro“mg swfrender
and therefovc can t be

Just fof whom we can t see
for a hero is someone,
who iust doesn’t die,
‘chey go out with a ﬂtcker

and fovce us to ask why?

n Iolankets and Ioanda e,

and wounds ﬁom thwﬁgh’c, Just because we can’t reach her,
showered in crxs’cal, just because we can’t see,
yet Oﬁ ered her hght, doesn t mean she is gone

alight in the darkness, | or tha’c you cannot ’oe...‘ - -




' CHAPTER? 7The Hue of Sleep

.80 all was put nght
when we started behevmg




CHAPTER 18 Seeing the L'Lg’nt
She stgpped on the train,

In a wisp of green smoke,
she said, “This is fami lar...”
and tLle uture evoked,
strange Y, but ﬁ‘cﬁng,
this be%tnning ]oeﬁriends,
how this story opens,
] cannot pre‘tend,
was now up to us,
in this time of great need,
Soldier says to us soﬁ[ :
“We must act to succeed,
we must not fear Worst Fears,
we must not forget love,
we must overcome hate,
we must rise up above,
for what made a hero,
or someone like me,
is the same way we drop,
to our hope[ess, ached, knees,
give up and give in,
or get up and stand proud,
there’s a futwe awaiting,
and it’s ours to take now.”

18
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