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DEDICATION

For all those who have been curious about the mythical or the magical.  There are some truths to legends...yet some legends are meant to stay unsolved.  Just a piece of reality we will never touch or maybe ever see.

Every day there is a reality you must face even when you would much rather escape.  No matter how hard you try, life will never be as easy as fiction.  

We have so much that can inspire our creativity and imagination to fill in what we don’t know or answer the ‘what ifs’ in our lives.  Whether it’s a character you can identify with from a story...maybe movie...or dreaming about changing the real to make it fit what you believe it should be.

What our own imaginations can create is what makes the legends scarier, the stories more interesting, and at times...even possible if we work on it.

The power in belief, whether it be belief in all things magic or the magic of believing you’re going to make it through the day.  The belief...our faith...our hope only makes the magic stronger.

With those four ingredients: creativity, hope, faith, and belief...no matter the life circumstances...we can make reality magic!

Thank you to my family for reminding me who I was, who I am now, and who I will be in the future!  Today, at home, I may be simply a wife, mother, daughter, cousin, and friend.  I have my four ingredients in hand and together...tomorrow will be even better.  Not just simply beautiful as today...but pure magic.
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The following works are my own interpretation of personal events or experiences, and/or visual perceptions.  My writing is to express my own thoughts, ideas, and perspectives.
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I have no intention of distracting from other artists’ works.  

It is not my intent to misinform or discount historical events, cultural teachings, or other’s beliefs.  

I am trying to embrace what is available for me to learn today and creatively apply it to my life.

A Collection of Short Works Book 1 & 2

A collage of short works inspired by many things.

Folklore, legends, history, pictures, and imagination.  
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​Ode to Mr. Birdman


[image: ]


(For a stranger I never had the opportunity to meet.)
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Every year when I visited my grandmother,  


the highlight of my trip was our walk down to ‘Monkey Wards’.


Your whistle always greeted us as we neared through the parking lot, 


birds and seeds scattered about, circling your boots as you sat on your bench.


I always noticed your conversations with someone just off to your side. 


I’d often wonder if the person you saw was as nice as you.


Many trips to that store over the years. 


It was as if you were there just as we walked up with your birdcall.


Every visit. 

Every season.

Every year.

I had never realized how lucky I was to carry this memory  


until my first visit to grandma’s as a teenager.


When we reached the parking lot, 


we were greeted by silence.


I look around and cannot spy one bird in the sky. 


I pick up my pace, nearing the corner of the building.


Your bench....


Empty.


I furrow my brow, looking questioningly at my grandmother. 


She looked at your empty bench and just sighed.


Grandma reached out for my hand 


just as she did when we crossed the street to see you just a few years ago.


She looks into my eyes sadly, 


giving my hand a slight tug to follow.


I still wonder what ever became of you, 


Mr. Birdman.


I hope wherever you went, 


someone greeted you with a soft whistle as sweet as a canary.


I hope they sit with you on your new bench, 


enjoying things as simple as conversation and birdsongs.
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​I Party I Once Attended
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“Y’all ain’t gonna believe this....”  

I look over to see my friend Brandy running toward us girls.  She was out of breath and gonna break her ankle if she kept running in those damn five-inch heels!  Who wears those to a backyard barbecue/pool party?

“What?”  Candace was the first to ask as Brandy about fell, quickly clutching my arm when she came to a screeching halt at our sides.  Her stiletto heels sticking in the grass like quicksand, abruptly stopping her in her tracks.

“Mark just showed up!  He brought...HER!”  Brandy looks up, brows raised like she was an excited kid pointing out a UFO in the sky.  

The five of us look across the pool and through the mix of other party guests.  The gate opens and in walks Mark...arm and arm with the flavor of the week.  Both carrying their red Solo cups and heading straight for the keg as soon as they entered.

“You have got to be kidding!”  Paula looks disgusted at the sight of them.  “I can’t believe he’d do this to you.”  She turns, giving me a sad grimace.  “The nerve of him...bringing THAT to your cousin’s party.”

I laugh, “Well my cousin is still his friend so I just gotta deal with that.”  I grin, looking up at ‘my girls’.  “I’m not even worried ‘bout that tonight!  I got party hair, totally feeling HOT in my new outfit, and I’m working on getting my buzz on.  I’m having fun tonight...no matter what shows up!”  I steal a glance in Mark’s direction before smiling back at the girls.

“That’s my girl!”  Brandy tosses her arm over my shoulder, giving me a squeeze.  She looks down into the red plastic cup in my hand, noticing it was still half-full.  “Drink up, girly!  I’ll go for your refill.”  She winks at me, making me laugh.

Ashley snorts, lifting her cup to her lips to take a sip.  She gives Brandy a sideways glance, “Awful helpful tonight!”  She remarks in Brandy’s direction.

“What?”  Brandy looks at her quizzically.  “I’m just being nice.  Plus, Mark’s over there.  I don’t want her having to run into him.”  Brandy shrugs her shoulders, attempting to look genuine.

Candace and Paula both laughed.  

Paula blurts out, “Or you’re on your way to start some shit!”  She then takes several gulps, emptying her cup and holding her arm out to hand it to Brandy.  She meets Brandy’s eyes, “Since you’re heading that way would you mind?”

Brandy looked taken aback by Paula’s jab.  She jerks the cup out of Paula’s hand.  “I’m not starting anything!  I swear!  I just want some more beer.  I thought y’all might want some too.  I was trying to be nice.”  She defends.

Before the bickering could start, I hand Brandy my now empty cup.  “Yes...we will all have more beer.”  I chuckle as Brandy grabs my cup, smiling and tries to walk towards the keg again in those stupid heels.

Ashley looks directly at me, shocked that I let Brandy go.  “You know what she’s going to do right?”

“I know.”  I let out a deep sigh, watching Brandy in line for the keg.  So far, she was just standing there with our cups looking around.  Mark and his date were standing a few feet away from her talking to some friends with their backs to her.

Paula raises her hands waving, “If she starts anything...she’s on her own tonight.”  Ashley and Candace quickly nodded in agreement.

“She’s fine.  I’m watching her from here.  She’s not gonna start anything at my cousin’s house.  She knows I’d freak out on her.”  I look at each of them.

“Yeah...well...you better keep a tight leash on Ole Mighty Mouth there.  She always starts some drama that we have to finish.”  Ashley takes a sip of her beer before asking.  “Why do we hang out with her again?”

I laugh at the snide way Ashley asked that.  “She’s our friend, girls.  She means well.”

“Well, the road to hell is paved with good intentions...so keep that in mind when you’re defending our little friend later.”  Paula points her finger at me.

“I know.”  I smile at Paula then look back, checking on Brandy.  She’s having some guy fill the three cups she’s holding.  I glance over and notice Mark and his date have moved on.  Where’d they go?

I started looking around almost panicked.  I can’t locate them anywhere.  Good, maybe they left.  Now the girls will calm down and Brandy won’t....

My thought was cut off when I hear, “Evening, ladies!”  Chills go down my spine as I recognize the condescending voice, and I turn, meeting eyes with Mark.  DAMN!

I smile at him as if nothing’s wrong.  “Evening!”  I reply, looking at his date.  I extend my arm to offer a handshake to her.  “I’m Alissa and you are...?”

She smiles, taking my hand in a gentle shake.  The sound that leaves her mouth as she begins to speak reminds me of someone sucking all the helium out of birthday balloons.  “Nice to meet you, I’m Pam.”

I look back at my friends fighting HARD to not laugh.  I motion to each girl as I speak to Pam.  “This is Paula, Candace, and Ashley.  Our other friend Brandy is grabbing some refills for us.”  I point in the direction of the kegs.  Pam looks over and smiles back at me.

I glance at Mark’s face and his cheeks have reddened.  He looks somewhat puzzled by my polite greeting.  He must have expected me to tackle her and gouge her eyes out.  What a big man having women ripping each other apart, making a scene, all for his limited affection.

I’ll admit...it crossed my mind!  But I decided to take the high road.  I mean sometimes relationships turn out like that.  After a couple years together...it was time for us to grow.  I look at the giant buoys exploding out of the top of his dates dress.  I laugh to myself...I guess sometimes that growth leads us in different directions.  It must depend on what organ you let take the lead.

Brandy returns with our beer cups, handing them back to Paula and me.  Immediately her eyes land on the new girl.  I introduce them as cordially as I can.  Pam extends her hand to Brandy smiling, and Brandy huffs, then shakes her hand cautiously as if she were contaminated or something.

Pam was remarking what a wonderful house my cousin had and how much fun everyone seemed to be having.  The more I looked at her while she spoke, instead of feeling annoyed by that awful voice; I began to actually feel kinda sorry for her.  She seemed too sweet for Mark.  Not the brightest crayon in the box...but she was still nice.

I kept glancing at Mark standing next to her while she spoke to us.  He was checking out everything still walking around in their bathing suits.  Especially those who wore bikinis.  PIG!

Of course, Pam was distracted talking to us, so she was completely oblivious to his disturbing visual manhandling of my cousin’s party guests.  I think I even caught him checking out my Aunt too while she was bent over setting some food down on the bench on the patio.  Sick bastard!  That’s your friend’s mom!  He met my glare, immediately looking away knowing he’d been caught.

I look back at Pam, smiling and taking small sips of my beer.  We were listening to her begin this story about...dear lord I don’t know I wasn’t paying attention...when Mark’s arm went up into the air waving to someone off in the distance.  He leans down to tell her he wants to go greet whoever he just was waving at.

She nods at him then turns back to us girls.  “Sorry...I’ll have to finish my story later.  It was very nice meeting y’all.”  She gives a shy wave, and they went on their merry way.  

Thank god that’s over!

I put my finger in my ear and shake it around a little, like I could shake the sound of that poor girl’s voice from my head.

Brandy turns to me, grasping my arm.  “I can’t believe you didn’t say anything to either of them.  How could you be so nice to her?”  She looks at me astonished and demands an answer.

“What?”  I furrow my brows at Brandy.  “He’s her problem now.  I just caught him staring at my Aunt’s ass.  I don’t need any of that.”

Candace, Paula, and Ashley, one by one, give me a high-five.  

Ashley points at Brandy, “Now see...this is how grown-ups act.”

Brandy folds her arms across her chest, pissed!  “I don’t know why you say things like that, Ashley.  I’m grown!  I wasn’t starting anything; I was just asking.”

“Well, the drama is over.”  I take a second to scan the crowd and notice Mark and Pam on the other side of the yard.  “Now can we get this party started or what?”

We hoot and holler, raising our cups in a ‘cheers’ in the air, then we pull our cups back and start chugging.  Our cheers were infectious, causing everyone at the party to do the same as soon as the first ‘whooo’ left my lips.

We spent the next few hours laughing, talking, and dancing.  Each of us taking turns running back and grabbing refills from the keg.  My cousin stopped by to introduce us to a couple of his friends from college who had come to visit.  

He pulled me aside while Brandy and Ashley were both drooling over his friend Tyler’s biceps.  Paula and Candace were having a more philosophical conversation with his friend Travis.  

“Hey...I saw Mark talking to y’all earlier.  He give you any trouble?”  He looks back at me concerned.

I look down at the grass and giggle.  “Nah!  It was fine.  Pam seems really nice actually.”

He leans back a little, looking me up and down.  “Who are you and what have you done with my cousin?”  We both start laughing and I lean in giving him a hug.

“Thanks for checking on me.  Everything’s just fine.”  I raise my beer and we clink our red Solo cups and each take a big gulp.  

We step closer to our friends and join back into the conversation.  My cousin, Tyler, and Travis were telling us all about this year away at school.  The parties!  All the papers they had to write.  Listening to them, I don’t feel so bad for skipping college and staying back home to work.  

We hear a screech coming from near the gate we all entered through.  We turned to look, and I see Pam smack Mark with her purse.  “I saw you...you...Jerk!”  And she turns to storm off through the gate.

Mark doesn’t follow.  He just stands there looking embarrassed as he realizes...

Yup...we ALL just saw that.  Douchebag!

The entire crowd gathered for this party was completely silent, waiting to see if Mark would chase after her through the gate.  Of course he doesn’t.  

My cousin looks over at Travis and Tyler.  “I’m gonna go make sure she has a ride home.  Watch my beer.”  We all nod at him as he heads towards the gate to check on Pam.

Brandy, with her hand over her heart, let’s out a little gasp.  “I wonder what happened.”

I scrunch my forehead like ‘you kidding me’.  Then the girls and I start laughing.  I caught Tyler shrug at Travis, not understanding.

I lean in and start giggling again.  “Don’t tell no one but...that’s my ex.  I think his date just caught him checking out my Aunt’s ass again.”

Brandy lost it!  She was laughing so hard, Ashley snatched her cup from her hand before anyone got covered in beer.  Next, Brandy was grasping onto Candace and Paula so she wouldn’t fall.

Tyler and Travis’s eyebrows both raise like ‘nuh uh’!  All I could do was nod yes and laugh.

We went back to talking and waiting for my cousin to return.  He must have driven Pam home.  I can’t believe Mark would let her take off without a safe way home.  Definitely not a gentleman!  I could pay him back by calling his momma and letting her know what her son just did!

Nah!  I’ll let it be.  Not my problem!

About another twenty minutes pass and my cousin walks through the gate, madder than hell.  He walks through the crowd, shoulder bumping Mark on his way by.  Mark says nothing and just watches my cousin walk over to where we’re all still sitting.  I hand him his beer and he takes a sip before sitting down.  

I look at him as he turns, meeting my gaze.  “What’s the deal?”  I ask, pointing in Mark’s direction.

“First, he let that girl take off, walking after dark alone.  Not cool!  Second, I had to drive her home.”  He looks at me with pleading eyes.  “She can talk A LOT!”  I giggle, leaning against him as he finishes.  “And...and...the best part.”

I look up, “What’s the best part?”  Still softly giggling behind my hand as I listen to him.

“My phone blows up while I’m driving the Muppet baby home.”  He leans back, looking disgusted to even be repeating this.  “Apparently everyone said he was checking out my mom!”

They stopped to look at me.  Ashley especially was tickled by this.  I thought I was the only one who saw Mark do that.  Unless someone heard me mention it a second ago.  Totally not my fault.

I raise my hands slightly, waving in the air.  “See...I never had to lift a finger...karma just worked this out for me.”  I look slyly over at my girls.  I shove my arm, holding my red Solo cup into the air and holler.  Soon the whole party was raising cups and hollering back.

I pull my cup back and take a big sip.  “See, girls!  Tonight’s a good night!”  We cram our cups together saying cheers.  Then we take our cups back, guzzling the remaining contents.
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​An Adventure of a 
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​Non-Traditional College Student
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We sat in silence at our tables, waiting for the professor to come speak with us about our presentation.  There were four of us in our team, so we sat at the two tables at the back of the classroom, each only having room for two per table.  

“I have things to do!  How long are we supposed to wait?”  Janelle stated, impatiently tapping her foot.

“He’ll get to us when he gets to us.  We aren’t the only team that presented today.”  I retort before anyone else can answer.  I slouched down in my chair, tipping my head back to stare at the ceiling so I wouldn’t have to watch Janelle’s facial expressions anymore.  God...please keep me from ripping her arrogant head off!

What is she so worried about anyway?  The presentation was botched because of her!  She left the rest of us to do everything, and we handed her cue cards to present information she was supposed to contribute herself.  Ok...a few of the cards may have been mixed up...but it wasn’t intentional sabotage!  Although watching as she revealed herself as incompetent in front of the class and professor as she’s reshuffling 3x5 cards back and forth, stumbling as she spoke...Priceless!!!

“Good afternoon, ladies!”  The professor strolled over and greeted us.  Hands in his pockets, he leaned against the table.  “Let’s discuss this presentation.”

“Yes let’s!”  I remark, scowling directly at Janelle.  She was completely oblivious that I was throwing darts at her with my eyes, envisioning her head as a dartboard.  Bullseye! 

Myself and our two other teammates, Amanda and Misty, all were sitting, arms folded, awaiting the speech we were about to receive from the professor.  Professor Bacon preferred to scold as a group, even though there were at least three of us here who knew there was no ‘I’ in team.

Professor Bacon had approached our group a couple weeks ago when he saw three of us had stayed after class to work on our project together.  We had told him that Janelle ‘had better things to do’ and would not be joining us today.  

“Well, as long as you girls work it out.”  He smiles before walking away.

Janelle’s only contributions thus far were making sure we all knew she was graduating and had a life, so we had to get this done.  He had no idea what we had been trying to work with.  She had actually stormed out of the only meeting we had outside of class for our project, stating, “This is taking too long.  Someone make a decision about how we’re supposed to finish this.  I have things to do!”  

We quickly divided the work into four sections.  She wrote something in her appointment book and took off without as much as a thanks or a goodbye.  So, we remained finishing our Starbucks and just shoved Janelle out of our minds.

Initially, we had tried to give her the benefit of the doubt.  None of us knew what each other’s lives were outside of class.  Maybe she had a frustrating life and couldn’t cope so she would lash out during these group assignments.  I mean I hated team projects too, but you have to learn to accept those as a part of life. 

On the other hand, maybe she was just a rude Bitch!  After working with her for more than one week...it was the latter!

As soon as we had the professor’s full attention, Janelle launched into a defense that would have made Johnny Cochran raise an eyebrow.  “I am graduating soon and have tons of work to do.  I do have more than just this one class.  I’m not sure why I was so mixed up during the presentation.  Maybe it was nerves, but I worked really hard.”

“Well, Janelle,” Professor Bacon began, “did you all work as a group?  Because that is what the grade is based on for this assignment.  You all share the same grade at this point.”  He removes his hands from his pockets, folding his arms over his chest.  He was directing the question more towards Janelle than the group.  Our presentation must have clued him in that we hadn’t worked this out as he had told us to.

Amanda, Misty, and I all nod while glaring at Janelle.  We understood just fine what his directions were.  That’s why we even completed Janelle’s part.  What she must not have understood was...we were also preparing to graduate.  We had lives, work, school, children, and all our other personal responsibilities.  Yet...we still found time to do not only our work...but hers too!

She began speaking very animatedly towards to professor, defending her position and placing blame with the rest of us because the presentation wasn’t perfect.  I tuned her out after a certain point.  My brain could not handle any more of this self-righteous 19-year-old’s grating voice.  It was like fingernails were being dragged across my brain.  

If she actually had the life experience I did, she’d understand one perfect presentation someone completed for you...does not equal great job after graduation.

As she continued on, Amanda and Misty remained silent, as did I.  The professor listened thoughtfully to every word.  Janelle’s tirade continued sounding muffled in my ears until I heard, “It’s not my fault they weren’t as prepared as I...”

I didn’t even let her finish her thought.  I just snapped!  I jumped up on my table and did a front handspring, landing on her table directly in front of her, on my feet in a crouching position.  She turned, looking stunned at my eyes now inches from her face.

I clenched my fist and drew back.  Her eyes widened to the size of saucers.  Then I did it...I punched her right in the throat!  As she clutched at her throat, gasping and wheezing, she stood, falling against the wall for support.  

My chest was heaving with every breath I took.  I continued to watch her struggle for air like a predator toying with her prey.  ‘Give me a reason...’ I thought to myself as I waited for an opportunity to whack her again.  I was seething with rage.  

The professor steps back as Amanda and Misty dove from their seats next to us.  Janelle takes a step towards me.  I stand on the table and whip my leg to the side, nearly taking her head off and knocking her to the ground.

I stepped down from the table and slowly walked towards her.  She was struggling on the floor.  Crab crawling away to get distance between us while still trying to catch her breath.  She was utterly shocked as the professor and our team stood...and just watched.  

I stood straddled over her, looking down with a bloodthirsty smirk.  Crouching down over her, I grabbed her by her shirt collar and pulled her red face closer to me.  Staring directly into her doe eyes, I was crazed, “Maybe next time if you want perfect, you should actually do something yourself.”

A chuckle escaped my throat, pulling me back from my daydream.  I hurriedly cover my mouth with my hand and pretend to cough.  That caught the professor’s attention and thankfully stopped Janelle’s mind-numbing verbal tantrum.  

Amanda and Misty look at me questioningly, but I just wave it off.  Professor Bacon looks at each one of us.  He unfolds his arms, seating himself on the tabletop, placing his hands at his side on the table.  He looks up at the ceiling and releases a heavy sigh.

“Well, ladies...I was really hoping all my groups would be able to work together.  But just as in all businesses or other areas of life...not everyone can work well together.”

We stared at him intently, awaiting his response to our presentation and our grade.  So, he continues.

“I am deciding to split up the group using my judgement and give you three an ‘A’ and Janelle you get a ‘D’.”

Janelle outraged “A ‘D’!  But I worked so hard!”

“Did you?”  Professor Bacon questions her.  “I have seen your partners here working together after class numerous times on this project.  I’ve conversed with them about the project.  I knew while watching you during this presentation that you had not done the work you presented.  

“Consider the ‘D’ generous on my part.  You should actually thank your teammates for that.  Had it not been for them completing your work...you would have had no presentation at all.  So, this one assignment may not stop you from graduating...but be prepared, Janelle.  In the real world outside of these hallowed halls...other team members might have punched you in the throat for this and your attitude entirely.”

Janelle’s mouth gaping as he finished his statement.  Amanda, Misty, and I gave him a single nod and Cheshire cat smiles.  He dismisses us and we begin to walk out.  Only Janelle remained in the tiny classroom.

“I was really nervous there when he asked to meet after class to go over our presentation.” Amanda looks between me and Misty.

I look back to see Janelle still seated at her table.  It almost looked as if a tear was forming in her eye.  That brought a smile to my face.

“I don’t know, Amanda.  I think things went very well!”  I put my arm around her shoulder and with Misty giggling behind us, we exited the building.
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Story also inspired by:

Fae (Fairies) mythological creatures and legends 

Definition Follows This Story

I wandered through the woods away from my friends and our campsite.  I didn’t want to travel far since it was already near dusk, and these woods aren’t easily navigable in the darkness of night.  So dark, you can’t see your hand in front of you because of the seclusion from the tall trees.

This was our annual end of school camping trip.  We used to gather every year with our families, growing up and making this same trek into the forest just past the lake where the snowcap melting created a small stream emptying into the lake passed where we drove in.

This had been our families’ special place to gather all of us kids to celebrate the beginning of summer and the beauty it brings.  This year it was bittersweet.  

We had left our caps and gowns at home and traveled without our parents or siblings.  Tonight, it was only the few of us that had graduated and were ready for that next step forward in life.  

Well, I wouldn’t say we were ready to enter adulthood and all that it brings...but we had no choice now but to embrace it.  

Our families planned on meeting us tomorrow night, but our gift from them was tonight...just us.  The tradition would continue for our siblings until they graduated themselves.  I hope that one day as our families will expand with marriages, kids, and all that...we can make this a tradition for the next generation.

I had to get some air once the beer had been passed out and the drunken philosophical conversation began to take a heated turn.  The guys argued with the girls about what our lives are supposed to be now.  UGH!  I don’t even want to think about it right now.

I had passed on drinking because I knew this would happen.  I haven’t even figured out what I wanted for myself out of life.  We weren’t going to figure it out tonight with clouded minds or harsh words haunting our hangovers tomorrow.

I found the small path we had carved out through the brush years ago so we could get down to the creek and sit on the rocks, enjoying the sunlight that never hit the campsite. 

Feeling nostalgic, I burrowed my way through the bushes and over the ferns, avoiding the small flowers emerging from the ground searching for light.

I reached the end of our natural tunnel and felt the rocky shore below my sandals.  I could hear the gentle sounds of the water trying to rush down the mountain to feed the lake below.  That soft, melodic sound always helped me sleep here.

The light breeze was making its way through the trees, tickling my nose with the final scents of spring rain and first blooms, enveloping me with the warmth of the approaching summer.

I take in a deep breath, releasing a content sigh as I neared the edge of the water.  I watched as the streak of moonlight flickered off the top of the rippling water as the sky continued to darken as night approached.

I walk down to the water’s edge, on the rocks, further passed the trees to try to look at the moon.  As I pass this large bush, moving its tangled mess of branches out of my way, I catch a glimpse of something in the corner of my eye.  

I immediately froze not knowing if it was a person, an animal, or maybe just my mind playing tricks to scare me.  I step back, allowing the bush to shield me as I look across the creek to a small rocky beach.

It appeared to be a guy sitting with his knees bent and his arms wrapped around his legs as if he’s just watching the scenery.  He was wearing a simple t-shirt and shorts.  His hair was dark and a little long but not shaggy.

I look back over my shoulder and listen, hearing my friend’s raised voices as they contemplate whatever.  I paused, debating on whether to walk back or continue on, but as I watched the guy through the bushes, I didn’t get any weird feelings.  Oddly...I really felt like going over and talking to him.

I step forward moving past the
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