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MOVING

“That movie was horrible,”

“Yup!” While staring at the night stars, they agree with all the grotesque images of a lifetime of traumas. Rudy attended the unkept makeshift theater. However, Fricker accurately indicated the connection as everyone surrendered a part of their zombie bodies—they may or may not have discarded it. Biffy lost back teeth and fingernails but still held the trooper role in an off-world science fiction thriller that views unpleasant images.

Bernard and Barnard enjoyed the free space before the movie finished after flicking each other’s ears, which led to a clumsy blight of tagging on every 

obscure body parts as they grouped in the street bravado. Where dominant masculinity reared its ostrich head, Cky just leered while biting down on the sour hard candy that returned to the retainer box in the bedroom side cabinet to end the increasing day.

She wanted to talk to Rudy about the questionable events but distracted him while anticipating the next vicious attack of the plague. With a general longing for victims' struggling with gasping - foaming mouths that turned everything in its path to a white ashy-grainy powder substance, Cky just reached into her pocket. Rudy grabbed a red sourball with the edge of the wrapper pointing from his left eye view, asking her. 

He held it between teeth, and the hollow cavity pinched from the symmetric tab, but the sweet out of the tight plasticine paper. Then, a masculine numbness from the scent of cinnamon tucked the remains in his pocket and disposed of the atomic ball later. Crows flocked over scattered remains and a few bony corpses. The blackbirds were picking at the oozing body of the victim, and Rudy suckled that sour red ball in retaliation.

“You like one of these candies?” as the girl began sobbing over the loss of their fingers. They both had the innate friendship they never had with him.

Rudy was anxious, scrupulously discerning. Cky felt baffled by the red appearance of the hilarious red lip he had sported.

Clarifying, Flick played the fight-or-flight game. So Rudy popped the bloody hard ball candy formally pinched between his fingers into his mouth. Then he started sucking in crisp, cool, fresh air to ease the heat, burning his tonsils.

Rudy needed some fresh water and quickly got up and looked for the nearest restroom. He stared at B&B a little as they wondered if it was why people had not become close friends with him. The intensity was as he did before when they were around. Finally, however, they followed him with some curiosity to the restroom. They heard him cursing and asking him aloud,

“Why did Rudy give me a fireball?” While they slash and gargle water to cool the stink.”

“I am fine, and it was that candy. I did not label it right or something?”

“Where did you get it, “asked Bernard–ducking his head in the doorway with an encouraging grin.

Earring replied, “Cky gave it to me.” She shuffled some awkward silence for a second, but it was impossible, meaning it intentionally. Finally, only Barnard said, 

“She doesn't think she means to hurt you.”

While B&B moved inside the restroom against the wall, pushing the metal trash can out of the way. They just watched him grip the hard red flaming candy in his hand, and in an instant, his eyes went gray with the paling complexion of the skin.

They were turning the fireball into gray, drying dust shifting out of the fisted palm, causing B&B to become shocked enough to feel like a little rotten or critters on the back lawn around the Academy.

The event continued, as did Cky’s concern for the strange chumps tripping and tagging just a few minutes ago while watching a kid’s earlobes dripping down from his soft ears. She immediately wanted to get earrings just as bad as the other girl. So, she got up, shuffled off the bleachers to the floor level, and went into the hall to see if she could see them. There was very little light, but everything was colder than usual. Then something told us it was Rudy and the B-B. That intuition accumulated momentarily down her head and hands when everything radiated with cooling warmth.

Her body was clammy enough to stick popcorn when she saw them exit the boys’ room. It was something that Bernard or Barnard would instigate by doing to each other, as the chaperoning teacher yelled at the food fighters.

Not that night, for it causes them all to seem white as ghostly, dripping with water on Rudy’s face.

B-B was crawling on all fours. Cky leveraged her body with modular leathered cushions in the lounge chair and stood there with the oddest yelp.

“What is going on, guys?”

Bernard said,

“It was a deathly hallowing experience no mother-child should see.”

Barnard included, “No parent allowed."

Rudy looks plain as the day with red lips and a wet brow. Then B and B crowd the conversation with the past events that filled Cky’s premonitions with a projection so accurate she left the corners of the armchair with sweaty print.

By the time they returned to the flick called “Flick,” Cky, Barnard, and Bernard could repeat the scene in every act.

Though Rudy said nothing about the fireballs was almost self-evident to her, he said nothing to them about what else happened. So it was a B&B place to discuss what happened after Rudy made dust out of candy and the paper towel in his hands?

“It was also amazing that none of the colorings faded off his lips,” said Bernard.

“Not me,” whispered the ghostly Barnard. 

“He might have been saving some of that stuff for later.”

“Bad critters!” replied Rudy.

They cocked their heads to look at Rudy in his blue and white casual dress.

Cky first asked,” What do you mean?” Then the boys were still pensive and not sure what to say. It was one of the first times they did not interrupt Cky or Rudy’s conversation, especially when the talk was about them.

“Well!” 

She requested as everyone rushed out of the movie. So, they beat the crowd and progressed to the quad, standing there until everyone dispersed.

Rudy said “Bye -” to them as Cky and B&B stood there. Then he walked away from them, so Bernard screamed, “Friday Cat, “while Barnard repeated, but it was not potent either.

Cky stood there looking as she passed while pulling up his unbelted trousers, As he stopped ever so slightly saying so they all could hear.

“Meow of a cat.”\

“You better look in the mirror when you are scared and have nowhere to go.”

Then he just fades into the gravel, grinding to the door of the boy’s dorm. B & B quickly said,

“Wait up!”

She was trying to catch up to Rudy and discover what he meant. Cky was unsure, but it could have been more enjoyable if it had something to do with horror movies and chopping off body parts. However, if it were about them turning into cats, she would like to learn more about that in the ritual journal.

They did not share any “goodbyes” or “later.” Instead, it seemed they expected everything without explanation for the door moving and trying to understand impermanence in the mysteries of things.
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THE DESK

They made her desk of scraps of paper, cluttering her writing processes for her exposition class. Plus, the open bruised leather ritual journal with the prickly pheasant’s feather of a pen in the crested gutter bound strands of horsehair. Or was it human hair spied, Cky with beguilement and a slight snare? She did not enjoy finishing the science take-home quiz about planets and identification.

While Father and Mother were from two countries bordering two distant ocean shores, nagging her to put it away in a mental filing cabinet with a lock, that was more to do than work for someone who was seldom around and could call. Saying it was “okay” and writing Rudy goodbye from the world.

He left all his civility to find peace with the modern postal service. Cky did not know what could be possible in our digital age trying to figure out theoretical processes in one homework assignment. Then what happened yesterday, and what will happen today?

There was going to discuss what would happen regarding Movie Night when Rudy, Barnard, and Bernard huddled in the boy’s room for more than rest or giggles.

When they came out, they laughed at the gas that might still emanate from the pipes' bowels. It was something else. It was something else inverted but appreciated for its secret, thought Cky.

How should Cky approach Rudy? "Rudy wrote in a silent, stoic type - “And is there something that her little big brother plus one could tell her about the critters crawling out of the bathroom?”

She lacked writing in the journal last night, and we wanted to think about it after reading about mystery and legends, and voodoo for a history assignment led to dreaming and chasing around some jeep around town that was hers (but was not).

Making the disturbing dream about a speed chase in some movie that was not something she would like to see too soon. 

As Cky woke up excited to finish the homework assignment for Monday, it was clear from reading two short stories and the Voodoo report by midweek, it was nagging at her. So, instead, it was daydreaming about her alter-ego-witchy superhero.

She noticed strands of horsehair growing from the binding of the ritual journal or journal, weaving and generating a branded bookmarker in front of her, moving like baby calves whisking tails.” It made Cky giggle and turned the quick quiz bonus question about plant and mammal mitosis into a visual image comparing their cell walls and nuclei; the strand and stem of the milkweed plant growing out of stone gave Cky the idea.

She used the roots of her hair strands as a sample image for the ritual book and recorded the study of such science for future reading and recollection of a counter curse for something unusual. 

Again, it helped her giggle and swiftly showed the answer by telling and labeling the similarities.

What was most difficult was the differences in shape and rate of movement of the particle mitoses. First, bookmark-with would have to take for an exceptional grade. Then came another premonition about Cky’s  Mom suffering from a severe illness after a car accident, causing Cky's stomach to sour. So, she added green coloring to the plant cell parts and pink to the mitoses’ interaction with the stem and animals.

An illustration of how animals and plants are symbiotic organisms, she made Cky's mind wander, and he finished his quiz with a couple of notes to Ms. Bellows about the subjects she chose and what the color represented. It assures her a good grade and hopefully helps her prepare for the science mid-term.

“YUCK!”

Tracing the imprinting image that the ritual journal drew on the pages made her dreamscape yanked at the bookmarker strand with disbelief and began pulling at Cky’s hair without feeling the snag that was ripping from her scalp. She thought of the scalping practice of indigenous tribes worldwide and how pretty the natural wig was on women who needed them when their hair fell out from cancer treatment.

She knew a bit about Angelo’s plastic with her Grandma and all, was one good reason her Mother and Father came to live with each other until the big move?

Either way, all had to go in a filing cabinet under “cancer” or “other.”

Avoiding her dreams helped Cky get through the snit of depression, but the dreaming had returned just as vividly as a combination of particles, majic, or mystical energy presented a warm slice of pizza out of her reach.

They were funny, drawn in the ritual journal as another epigraphic emoji. It was switching from science to geography, diseases, and general interest, more examples or cultures in some bigger picture.

Avoiding combined power, Cky needed help understanding how it would relate to the writing in the daily journal she promised Grandma and Mother. It was the silent conversation she had with her auntie. She wanted to know more about her Pa's picture near the downstairs door for new Apprentices Scribes.

What seemed like her grandfather called him Pa-pa in the devilish dark incarnate and amoral demons look beautiful as immortal beings.

Though it could not be as accurate as her mother, grandmother, and the skeptical Auntie, who was a majic or mystical alchemy who knew how to cook and conjure up new truths for them, heck, Grandma was a nurse for the veteran’s infirmary.

Auntie was a domestic engineer and secretary, and Mother had earned her ultra-administrative Master's graduate certification from Martin University. 

“Mother and Father met; they were vegetarian chefs longing to travel the world and manage some of the most sea organic cuisines.”He would prepare and cook the fish, and she arranged and served entrees with the seaweeds and cheese aromatic recipes. 

Whoever grew apart from any new Scribe's priorities, interests, and obligations, it was a sacrifice she would have to make, eventually. 

Rudy then waved, awaiting the blurred-out in  B&B’s exaltations. Instead, Cky wandered toward the festive colors coming from the memories of a dark portal.

It was seeking truth in a gap while holding them on to what was not appearing to aim. Alternatively, rational as the classic car chased them on some mystical voyage to the moon and back to her family. Her new friends seemed like the family that had become more extraordinary than defined on a single page as a ritual journal entry.[ It was about the person she was growing up in the environment that consumed her curiosities with life lessons for a lifetime.]

Even if it was about her new twin brother turning into some scurry creature, with only the survival instinct, with a human awareness of one collective rational mind.

The void that engulfed her hope about all four of them, combining mystical energy in the cosmos she had ever seen, consumed her imagination.

Imagining she seldom appreciated the united wisdom, strength, and majic would probably never be because of the wild death grip. 

It had over her whole body the Elves' preservation mechanism established early in her childhood by an astute father and the sacred southern place of spirits.
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Darkness

Under, dark evidence spoke.

The evening feeding birds had stopped singing as distant noises came closer. Not even the nesting calls of robins or cardinals in the meadow reminded Cky of the two old sage women. As the distant noise began howling- it haunted the more senior women’s voices.

While trying on her new jeans, a glittery strand of hair trailed down the middle of her torso like a worm wriggling on a wet sidewalk.

Cky calmly dropped her arms to the side and clasped both hands out of the way. Suppose she needed to swat the creature off in a clean sweep from her body as she began to mindscape for the future with B&B and Rudy through a poem's “Complexities” ritual.

That made a gesture to see and watch the seldom recorded or videoed motion pictures.

While she clasped hands with Rudy and B&B, wondering what would happen next as they were floating in some dark vortex portal.

Kind-of a place she had never been and holding hands with B&B and Rudy.  

Cky repeatedly learned from her dreams to share, while Rudy impulsively turned them gray as ash. 

Then she soul-projected a spark of electric pulse to disconnect them.

In that darkness of space, her silhouetted body grabbed a boy’s hands with bowing prism bands that bonded them together. Bring them to who knows where in the cosmos—assuming no one is dying in some suspended animation, levitating in space, and banding together, like once she saw her Pa in a similar dream.

Cky did not even know Bernard or Barnard enough to be concerned with what kind of critter they were-which was another question for another time. They quickly left Rudy while gaining color back in his eyes and face. We did not know why or how it came but could only speculate. It was the combining of their internal power working together to survive what future they would face. 

Unlike fate, they found Pa in the basement face down with his flu, which had just occurred in Cky’s memory. However, it was nothing like her suspicion, and she could not stop flooding as she drifted into a mindscape.

Through time and place in people, while holding her journal, as the ancestor, she never knew who was a saloon owner of a woman wearing black lace and feather in her hair.  One ancestor had a crystal glass of something red with what seemed as oval as olives.

The glass cut could not make them out, nor did it matter as she stood in a maroon lace floral design with silver thread, bracelets, rings, and a pendant with a large blue mood gem in the center. It was getting attractive to Cky to notice such just made-up detail.

In a blink and a wink, the candles displayed the covered table with a thick book in the center.

“Come, take a seat.” The lace lady welcomed all with their gesturing of her
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