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Markie, Martian, Bill... oh what I remember now Mark. Yes, that’s the name Mark, that damn bastard. I hope down the line we get a perfect opportunity to get rid of him

Like this one from your auntie, your mother, and your father “ You have a brilliant mind, Johnathan, just make sure you don’t waste this opportunity on a poor decision in

Sign up for Josiah N Dalpezzo's Mailing List

Part 1: Meet the Varela’s

A typical night in my hometown of Pennsburg. I just came out from a long night shift at my family business, but most folks know us for a Doggery dinner. I just finished my first meeting with my co-workers at our family restaurant. Slowly I realized I needed to finish an important task for my father. I need to fix my dearest friends, aka the stars of our restaurant. The wild crew, three animatrics we had since i was a child, even though they are run down and broken to most folk recognition. I still love them, ever since my mother disappeared they are the only friends I know. My father told me to add a new program to help their performance to spark our guest interest in our restaurant. “ Got it Pops, I’ll be over there soon. Take care.”It is owned by my father and passed to me and my two brothers. My father always trusts my brother Mark Varela. Mark is the oldest of his two siblings. As for me, I am the second oldest sibling of the group, and last but not least, my baby brother Terrence Varela. Mark is my father’s right-hand man when it comes to business and always brags about going to school to become the boss of his own business. So father asked me to take over the family business; however, like a claw machine, my brother Mark took it out of my grasp and became the new owner of our family business. Why do my thoughts slowly start to argue? Now other, it felt like a losing battle with myself. This is my story, “ My name is Johnathan VaLera and I am currently traveling to my family restaurant known to the public as Doggery. It is home to my friends known as the wild crew. Ever since me and my other two brothers were small, father always let us help him run the family business. While my older brother Mark came up with the idea of having games on the other half of the restaurant, it was my idea to
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come up with the entertainment.” Suddenly a whisper starts to talk to me, “ psst hey,let me talk to our dearest friends. I thought I heard something but I guess it was nothing. Psst why are you ignoring me, let me talk to our guest right now. Are you fucking listening to me right now. All of a sudden I have this weird feeling in my mind. AS someone is trying to speak to me right now, what is happening right now. (The whisper grows louder.) Stop this please, leave me alone. I don’t know what you want, why is this happening to me. Just stop this act and leave me the hell alone now.” I said. Until our show box started to make an announcement to our guest “ Ladies and Gentlemen, Boys and girls, we welcome you to the wild crew spectacular live, Starting in just 3 minutes. Be sure to grab any food and beverages, and maybe a little sip and settle down with the kids before the crew gets wild!” said the show box. Still looking out of space, not realizing that our restaurant had guests sitting down and waiting to see the show. One of my employees saw me sitting at a table than a family of 5 five waiting for their table.

Two thoughts took over my mind, a positive and negative response to those situations. As I sat in silence, I felt all these whispers ordering me to take action. It was strange hearing these whispers, “ Why would father ask Mark to take over the family business?” the whisper asked. I thought I was slowly losing my insanity thanks to these voices, but I didn't know why they started to talk to me at that moment. “ Maybe father doesn't like us, maybe he likes and trusts Mark more than pathetic, no spine loser like us Johnathan, just maybe you are a failure in your father's eyes.” nagged the whisper. In my head, I kept yelling to whisper, shut the hell up, and denying everything that this wasn't true at all cause deep down, I knew Father likes all of us equally. While I knew all these
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thoughts the whisper was disturbing throughout my mind. It was all a lie; however, for the whisper, it kept saying it speaks the truth. h of what I believe in my mind. “ Maybe if Father was out of the picture and Mark disappeared from our brand new vision, then maybe, just maybe, you would be in control of the family business. What do you say, Johnathan, are you on board?” asked the whisper. I had enough of this whisper. I continued yelling at it to shut the hell up; I was done with it and had enough of its lies. I know deep down I can't escape these whispers at all in my life, I asked if this whisper has a name. “ You are asking if I have a name.” I asked the whisper, and suddenly I heard this voice begin to laugh, almost sounding like Pennywise and the Joker’s laughter mixed. “ My dear Johnathan, I am known as Ac, but we could be known as Jack together.” answered Ac. I attempted to make this promise, but I asked him how people would know who we were; he laughed and said, “We will leave a card and a letter to show everyone who we are.” Said AC, at that point, it sounded like a brand new image for me.

As I heard, AC is starting to plan every piece of our plan. I heard him ask me, “Do we have any animatronics in this restaurant? Answer me, Johnathan?” Ac asked in a firm tone. I was nervous to show him where we kept our animatronics. My inner thoughts kept forcing me to show him, my animatronic friends. So I went to our stage where we kept the Big Three entertainment stars. I couldn't stop but heard him as he started his laughter and asked me “Do you know if they can be reprogrammed to follow any new commands or some codes in these so-called friends of yours.” “Huh Johnathan, are you going to answer me?” asked Ac with an unyielding tone with a giant eerie grin from ear to ear in my reflection in the mirror.
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To many people who see me in my family restaurant, they continue to think that I've lost my mind. Seeing someone talking to themselves and planning out a scheme with yourself is a concern for them. However, I played it off like I was talking to my phone underneath my desk. They seem to buy the excuse and continue to mind their business, just like I never existed in the first place. This moment sparks Ac’s interest just like my father and Mark. “ So this is how you are treated in your life, that is hilarious to see.” chuckled Ac as he continued to laugh. I kept focused and continued my work; just my luck, I had to go back to fix our main entertainment group. I was nervous about going back to my friend's, especially since I knew Ac wanted to change their code to help us with our plan. I just heard him speak once again, “Well, Johnathan, are we reprogrammed to follow any new commands or some codes in these so-called friends of yours to help us with our plan?” Ac asked in a firm tone with a bit of whisper along his voice. Just before I went to my friend's, I bumped into my brother. Mark, with a disgusted emotion on his face, looks at me while accidentally stepping on his limited-edition shoes. “ Johnathan you dumbass, how dare you step on my Limit edition shoes. You are such a mistake and disappointment as Mother was in our lives.” Mark said with a bit of rage from my mistake. It hurt that my brother would say that about me and our mother. However, I never knew much about our mother so I asked my father to enlighten me about her. Before heading over to my father's office I ran into my aunt from my mother dude of the family. Her name is Lisa Perez. I guess my mother was Perez before meeting my father. She was well-kept for her age with a golden gown and curled Blond hair up to her fancy scarf.
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When I was about to talk to my father, I saw one of our rival companies talk to him, “So George, I heard your company is booming right now, and you might expand your business. Is that true, George? If so, where would your expansion be in Pennsburg?” Ask Tom in a serious tone. Father dismissed his rival mid-sentence and asked him to leave and never return to his business ever again. Seeing me stand and wait my turn to talk to him, he sighed and told me to come in already. I was nervous around my father, hoping he wouldn’t compare me to my brothers again; right before I spoke, he asked what I wanted to talk about and to spit it out. I finally dared to ask about my mother, but the father didn't respond at first. I thought he didn't want to talk about it, so I started to leave his office; a few seconds right before I was leaving, he spoke. “ Johnathan, your mother dyed when you were just 4 years old. The reason is that your mother and I went to our first home before we moved to Pennsburg. She dyed when she was helping to get firewood for our fireplace. However, the door slammed on her, crushing her ribs, puncturing her lungs, and cutting my beloved Alice’s life sort.” as my father retold this tale, I couldn't help but see tears rolling down his face. I headed out of my father’s office and went to my desk, to sit down as I began my short break. Opening my computer, I start to write a letter to my younger brother, Terrence.
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October 15 Dear Terrence,

––––––––
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I hope you are doing well in your adventure in your life. Ever since you left home, the business became a bit busy, and now we have been booming since we were younger. Mark left home after 5 months but suddenly appeared back home after father was about to give me the business.

I
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Part 3: A Letter From My Brother
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Part 4: Meet The Famous Desmos
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Part 5: The Appointment That Changed My Life




























Part 6: Johnathan’s Realization
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