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Lost in a Strange Town

By Mike Bath
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I knew I was iost when I passed a sign that said “Welcome
to Killville”. That’s when I got a strange feeling in my stom-
ach.

Being kind of frightened, I rolled up the windows and
locked the doors. Something about this town scared the crap
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out of me. Also the fact that it was getting kind of dark and I
would have to stay in this town for the night.

Slowly creeping into the main part of town, I noticed that
there were no children or any schools to be seen anywhere. It
was only a bunch of unhappy-looking, middle-aged people that
had no personality on their faces.

Driving through town, I noticed that I was getting low on
gas, so I stopped at the closest gas station and filled up my car.
When I went in to pay the guy for my gas. I asked the guy if
there where any motels in the area. He just took my money,
grunted and walked away. I just thought that he was just a
grumpy , old fart that didn’t like newcomers.

Getting back into my car my belly started to tell me that I
was hungry. So I decided to find a place to eat. Ifound a place
that looked very clean and kept up. I walked in and sat down
on a stool by the bar and picked up a menu. A waitress came
by and asked me what I would like to eat. I just said, “Give
me the special. ” So the lady yelled to the back, “I need the

1” 1 was kind of anxious to find out what the

soup special please
soup special really was. The lady said that it was really good
only if you have a different taste in food.

While waiting for my soup, I heard an awful sound. It
sounded like a small child screaming for its life, but I just
thought it was a cat getting ran over and just ignored it. After
a half hour of waiting, a greasy, fat, old man came out with
my food. He just said “Enjoy” and walked back into the
kitchen. I took a bite. It was surprisingly pretty good. Then I
looked down. I saw what looked like part of a small child’s fin-
ger. Instantly I threw-up all over the table. The waitress ran

over to my table and asked me what’s wrong. I said “What do
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you mean what’s wrong! There’s a child’s finger in my **»x
soup. What kind of place is this?” The waitress just stood
there like an idiot and said, “Don’t you like small children in
your soup?” Being disgusted I ran out c;f the so called restau-
rant and jumped into my car.

I flew to the police station to tell them what was going
on. The cop on duty jumped up instantly like he never heard of
this before and it was all new to him. On the way back, I
thought to myself why haven’t the police done anything about
this before.

Shortly we arrived back to the most demented place of all
time. The cop walked in casually and sits down. I just stood
there in disbelief. He looked over to the waitress and said,
“Hello Wanda, Give me the special. You know I like small
children, their meat is so tender. ” Not believing what 1 just
saw and heard, I attempted to run back out. Instantly I heard
a gun fire and felt something hit my leg. I fell to the ground in
pain. The cop walked over to me as I laid there in pain , and

said, “Now you know our town’s little secret and you must

die. ”

++« scared the crap out of me “J8 stool n. ¥F, KE; v. KFH
RERMFLRT”, BAEY »exx fEEREEHE BN
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The Sad Little Boy

B e

By Margaret Kavanagh
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He stood in the corner of the playground, all alone, star-

ing into space, there in body but not in soul. The other chil-

dren were running around laughing and shouting noisily , with-

out a care in the world. A small girl walked up to him and of-

fered him a sweet; he hardly noticed her at first, but she in-

sisted; he turned towards her and sadly shook his head. So the

small girl shrugged her shoulders and ran off with one of her

friends.
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He was alone again with his thoughts.

Suddenly the school bell made him jump into the present.
He made his way to his classroom, sat down at his desk, got
out his English book and started to write. The other children
in the class were noisily throwing pencils and rubbers around
the room; all went quiet as their teacher Mrs. Davies came in
and told them to sit down. It was only then that they noticed
Mrs. Davies was not alone. Another lady was with her. All
the children were curious except for the sad little boy; his face
paled even more and he felt his heart pounding. Mrs. Davies’s
face and voice softened as she spoke to the sad little boy. She
explained to him that the lady was Mrs. Smith and that she
wanted him to go with her. He quietly put his work away and
carefully put his chair under his desk. The other children’s
eyes followed him from the classroom.

Mrs. Smith took him to the rest room and sat him down.
She explained to him that she was a social worker and that she
had just come from the hospital that his mummy was in. “Did
you know how ill your mummy was?” He nodded his head; his
mind started wandering again. He remembered the last time he
had seen his mum. He had hardly recognized her, her face was
so haggard and old. She’d tried to cuddle him but she was so
weak and it caused her so much pain that he hadn’t wanted her
to. Her eyes were the same but the pain in them was obvious.
Later she had tried to talk but he couldn’t understand her
hoarse voice. His fathers face was full of concern and anxiety.
“Mummy will soon be better,” he’d said. But all the little boy
could think of was the pain that she was going through; there
was nothing he could do to make it go away. He stroked her

face gently; it was wet with sweat, so he got a tissue to wipe
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