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Wine, Roses, and a Cup of Fear
He said the roses weren’t a bribe. Later, she would say they were. She knew his lips held
a lie long before she punched his mouth and tore at his eyes. Roses would not stay her
hand, at least not this time.
In his back pocket, the bottle of wine sloshed as she pushed him backwards towards the
wall. Like an expert in a somersault maneuver, he turned and fell into the wall, landing
onto his out-stretched hands. In the turn the bottle ejected from his pocket and landed on
the carpet. He righted himself and stood proud: he had saved his bottle of booze from
being smashed.
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“The man! What did he say?” she screamed.

“He…he wouldn’t take the payment. We…we have to move.”
Sunlight crept through the thin curtain and fell across his frightened face. The silence;
thick and suffocating.
A very quiet child sat at the table. His downward stare locked on the floor. So fearful was
he, he dared not to even sip his cup of milk.
WHACK!
Plop.
THUD!
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A reedy red line made its way into the child’s cup and floated across the surface of the
milk. The child gasped silently as the blood and milk became one.
The boy’s mother stood proud, the cracked bottle still in her clenched left hand. His
father lay motionless, bleeding from the huge gash in his forehead.
To the boy that cup of milk became a cup of fear. I assure you, that child never drank
milk again.
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I’m Not Lonely
	
  

I have stationed the earth upon nothing, a man can see.
And yet most men don’t believe in me.
I am much higher than man.
It is he who’s part of my plan.
A thousand years I remember as yesterday.
Despite all my wisdom, man won’t listen to what I say.
Left unchecked, man’s darkness will eat up the sun.
If I allowed it, the earth is done.
Man is merely dust.
So I am patient, remembering his purpose.
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I loved man even before his start.

Nothing will ever purge him from my heart.
I’m not lonely. Not the slightest bit.
I just want man to passionately submit.

~End of this sample~
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