

    
        
          I Guess That’s Life : 15 Times the Universe Rolled the Dice

        

        
        
          Weird Quincy

        

        
          Published by Weird Quincy, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      I GUESS THAT’S LIFE : 15 TIMES THE UNIVERSE ROLLED THE DICE

    

    
      First edition. January 20, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Weird Quincy.

    

    
    
      Written by Weird Quincy.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Epigraph

Episode 1 - Bad Luck Come In Three?

Episode 2 - An Empty Seat at the Table

Episode 3 - Life's a Roll of Dice

Episode 4 - I want your life

Episode 5 - Extinguished

Episode 6 - Loved the Way I Lied, but not anymore

Episode 7 - Shattered Glass

Episode 8 - The Beagle, the Owl, and the Question: | What's the Meaning of Life?

Episode 9 - The Lottery of Life

Episode 10 - Pochita and Prejudice

Episode 11 - The Two Saturday Afternoon

Episode 12 - Two Weeks of Temporary Love

Episode 13- The Food Court's Brother

Episode 14 - The Walmart Wake-Up Call

Episode 15 - The Futile Battle

Drifting

Misnamed Perseverance

A Breakthrough in Darkness

The Recurring Finish Line

Yearning to Live

Sign up for Weird Quincy's Mailing List



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    "To my husband, Timothy:I love and treasure you very much. Your unwavering support and the way you love me every day means the world to me. I dedicate this, my first book, to you.Thank you & I love you" 


    



  	
        
            
            The beautiful yet chaotic life doesn't flow in a linear, familiar way. No matter how meticulously you count your steps, surprises happen. To truly live, you need to start living.
 
— Weird Quincy
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​Episode 1 - Bad Luck Come In Three?
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It was a beautiful Sunday, with a warm breeze and a perfectly blue sky—a scene she never grew tired of. Emma strolled along the street beside the ocean, spending a long-awaited day off. The past few weeks had been a blur of errands and work, but now that everything was done, she was finally able to do whatever she wanted. A relaxing picnic at the park seemed like the perfect way to spend the morning. This was a day she would do nothing, and that was exactly what she wanted.

With a blanket, some store-bought salami, and a bottle of wine in her picnic basket, she was ready to go. Suddenly, a familiar melody approached: "Ding, ding, ding!" An ice cream truck had stopped nearby. Emma's smile widened; a soft serve would be a wonderful addition to this seemingly perfect day. "One strawberry soft serve, please," she said cheekily, appreciating the little bit of goodness that had come into her life. Just as she prepared to relish this gift from heaven, a seagull suddenly swooped in and snatched the entire ice cream. She froze, processing what had just happened. "What is this?" she slowly whispered, like a character from her favorite anime, as she watched the thief fly high and far away. "My soft serve..." she whispered again, knowing there was nothing she could do.

Emma turned her head and looked down at her picnic basket. At least she still had her snacks and wine. Refusing to let the despicable seagull ruin her day, she found a spot, laid down her blanket, and plopped herself onto it. It was time for a picnic, she thought to herself, pulling out the salami and wine. Impatiently, she tore the package open and popped a slice into her mouth. "Mmmhhh... hmmm... why does it taste so sour?" she wondered. She picked up the package to check the expiry date: "EXPIRES: July 1st, 2025." She harshly spit out the meat, fiercely throwing the package away. Her mood shifted from one of breezy mirth to a state of mild irritation.

She lightly shook her head, trying not to forget her original objective: enjoying her day off. "I still have my wine here; that's not so bad." She opened the cap and took a few gulps. "Ahhh." At least her wine hadn't betrayed her; it was still a great day. The park by the ocean was one of her favorite places in the neighborhood. She loved coming here to smell the ocean breeze, to look at the sky, to spot new wildflowers, or just to watch the seagulls fly around. Maybe scratch that last one today, she thought, the thief almost ruined her day just now.

Immersed in her own world, she vaguely heard a woman's voice call out, "Toby, wait for Mummy." She turned her head just as a small child ran wildly toward her. She quickly sat up to avoid being trampled, but suddenly, a splash of red liquid dyed her blanket. Her wine bottle was lying horizontally on the blanket, its contents seeping into the fabric. The toddler stopped and looked at the stain. The woman, who was apparently the child's mother, swiftly scooped Toby into her arms. Barely batting an eye at Emma, she casually said, "Sorry, maybe don't drink in the park." Emma's smile became distorted. "What the fuck did she just say to me?" she wondered. Trying to stay calm on the outside, Emma's internal monologue had transformed into a cursing goblin. "Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck..." there were more expletives, but the rest can be left to the imagination.

She had had it. Perhaps the park was not a good place to stay. It was still early, so Emma stuffed the blanket into her picnic basket, thinking of going somewhere nearby for lunch. Being hungry and angry was never a good combination; a good meal in her stomach might change her mood. She had already had three bad things in a row; the next thing that was going to happen had to be something grand and good.

Hope is a silly invention created by humans, an intangible thing that keeps them from crumbling. However, it is also the most fragile thing in the world. Hope enveloped Emma as she happily skipped toward her favorite Italian restaurant. She wondered what good things might happen to her. Perhaps she would get her lunch for free for being the 100,000th customer, or maybe she would find a pearl in the oyster she ordered. Lots and lots of hopeful images emerged in her head. Just as she happily skipped through the pedestrian green light, "BAM!"

Emma collapsed on the road, blood surging out from her, her eyes slowly closing. Before she fainted, she heard a woman's voice: "Oh, that's the lady drinking in the park just now. Toby, don't be like her—drinking in the park, or else..."

"Beep, beep." Emma slowly opened her eyes, seeing a few faces surrounding her. "Hi Emma, I'm Dr. Emily. You were in a car accident last night and you are in St. Grace Hospital now. How are you feeling?" Emma gradually turned her head to the right, looked at Dr. Emily, and nodded. She was incredibly thirsty, and the nurse beside her poured a few sips of water onto her lips. Dr. Emily and Nurse John began to inform Emma about what had happened. She was hit by a driver who had coincidentally suffered a heart attack while driving. Luckily, both of them were not in a critical state. A few fractured bones and organ injuries would heal in a few months; at least she was alive and breathing. Emma lay in her bed, recalling yesterday. She let out a helpless sigh.

"I guess that's life."



​Quincy's Note: Episode 1 - Bad Luck Come In Three?

— 
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​LIFE HAS A WAY OF PLAYING a cruel joke when we are at our most vulnerable and defenseless. You expect a relaxing day, filled with a hint of joy, but the universe decides to stir in a little cruelty and misfortune. You slide from the pinnacle of happiness to rock bottom in an instant.

​

​We should have known that bad luck doesn't stop at three; good luck only comes once a lifetime. The woman in the story is not a mother but a birther, and the son, an unfortunate creature, is destined to become the next generation of birthers for the helpless. You can blame no one, not even yourself, because that's life—shit happens, and you have to accept it.

​

​You can't blame the seagull, nor can you blame the man who suffered a sudden heart attack. But you can definitely blame the birther and demand compensation. Still, would you want to? The bitterness would only engulf you in a deeper darkness. Eventually, we just hope to climb out of the insufferable pit and have a good time.
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