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My tale as remembered as recorded.

I faced the Guardian of Life and Death still
can’t describe his form who spoke “Begin Program.”

I saw as drawn I wound up eyed the mental
gated arch a travelers’ gate to see if flash an image of a male
wearing odd feminine clothing from head to foot.

I heard "You had to show this poor soul
didn't you?!"

I heard from the Guardian nothing in response
to the female’s question instead.

I kept on watching myself wearing odd
clothing that made me think “That was strange on my form.” flashed
in my mind.

The clothes I saw was foreign showing slipper
shoes on my feet, tights, a top that was long sleeve and some vest
dress covered my form. I grimaced as I saw some sneering look was
on my face while seated on an animal. I figured out from memory was
a horse with others behind me wearing identical clothes some having
faces bared. I saw that they were all males like me some with
facial hair and seated on horses while some were standing. I
grimaced of the memory from my self’s facial expression that
bothered me. I recalled myself dismounted along with ten other men
and started walking on a grass fields my facial appearance changing
from sneering to glare.

I frowned thinking “The dream unsure of whom
I was fully in my mind.”

I recalled to myself dreaming repeatedly of a
male wearing feminine girlish like outfit of blue leggings white
slipper shoes, with a picture of a red bird onto a white tunic
while wearing a crown of yellow gold with red rubies onto it.

The male spoke as always the same comment
“You’ll remember Black Knight. You will acknowledge me.”

I recalled “I’ve given the name of Black
Knight by the mysterious stranger in my mind.”

The stranger had mysteriously refused to
explain to my question “Why have you given me the name of Black
Knight?”

I found myself out of my body via
transportation to a house inside kept inside. I found myself paced
inside the house looking out the window. The light was gone and the
stars were shining with a maelstrom of yellowy like sky. I grumbled
remembering the argument with Tank a Meritanian. I was trapped into
the Hall of Thousand Voices’ tube since the High Council captured
me and cloned multiple times.

I recalled the argument with Tank involved
“Free me freed from containment and freed to live my life on planet
Aire as the world was called instead of the Shadan name!”

Tank had balked freeing me instead told me in
response “Stop asking me that request. I’m so sick of hearing that
silly request from you. So stop asking me.”

I had obeyed in response and quit asking Tank
instead had started to plead to Merra “Free me now, Merra!”

Merra in response echoed Tank’s words in a
feminine voice tone followed by snickering like laughter in
response as she and Tank told jokes. I felt disgust in response
gave up that noise and kept on listening to the other voices in the
Hall of Thousand Voices.

I figured to myself “I’m not going to get
freed from this prison. Ugh.”

I heard a voice speaking in response to my
comment “This prison is for people contained for their safety while
planet Aire undergoes a problem at the moment.”

“Blast excuses!” I said in response to the
familiar voice sounding feminine and familiar to me but sounded
monotone instead of Merra’s voice.

I figured the feminine voice belonged to Erra
or Terra but wasn’t sure which Meritanian spoke that wording. I
felt disgust take hold as I remained into the Hall of Thousand
Voices to my disgust.

I heard yipping of a dog barking including
hearing “Shut up that damned mongrel now!”

I spoke in response “Language isn’t
appropriate!”

I heard in response “Oh go to sleep,
Lance!”

I recalled hearing the word “Lance!” spoken
aimed at me.

I heard the voice sounded feminine and
familiar to me like I knew her someplace. I frowned but didn’t
comment a response as I found myself passing out unconscious.

 


I woke up hearing an alarm clock ringing its
noises. I frowned hearing the noises sounded familiar to me but
compelling me to wakefulness. I jerked open my eyes looking around
with my eyes. I discovered myself lying on a bed from the feel of
it on my back. I heard a hiss of oxygen like air blowing onto me as
my eyes registered a tube cylinder glass walls surrounding me and
the bed. I felt me confused to why I was lying in an odd bed. I
placed hands onto my forehead and rubbed my eyes feeling pressure
of a form of a small child sitting on my front. I looked down with
shock to see a little girl Human with all white eyes creepy me out
that waved a hello gesture before disappearing in a flash of
light.

I frowned thinking "What's going on to have
me be in this thing with this Human girl?"

I heard nothing in answer to my question
frowned to find a head appearing to look Human with a tan skin and
white hair streak seen peering into the glass while staring at me.
I stared back with a confused expression. I sat up as if feeling
like needing to do it to watch the person a male open the tank I
saw was something involving oxygen and yank me and bed out.

I frowned while staring at the male speaking
"What's going on?"

I got the male in response injecting me a
syringe into my neck and speaking "Nighty night."

I felt sleepiness hitting me but thought
shield command. I felt invisible wall into my mind I dub Source
when’s the ability is called Master willed forwards as if compelled
to find the sleepy feeling leaving me.

I said “Shield.”

I gave the nurse a glare and spoke "Kindly
take that syringe out of my neck now!"

I glared at the nurse who obeyed speaking
"Oops!"

I didn't say a word as the nurse pulled out a
handgun like object from his pocket and added "Nighty night."

I waved a hand towards the handgun as if
compelled to find it giving off a whining noise as if jammed
indicating it a Taser gun. I got up from the bed finding the nurse
attacking me with the handgun in hand using it as a weapon to hit
me on the head. I blocked the nurse's arm using karate finding my
body whined in pain whenever I tried to kick high enough to keep
the male away from me.

I spoke firmly "Kindly tell me what's going
on here now!"

I found the nurse in response rolling his
eyes and hitting the floor appearing to be unconscious while seeing
a syringe jutting from the male's neck.

I frowned to find a male appearing from view
speaking "No wonder you were desperate to keep him asleep that
long."

I eyed the male who added while noticing me
"The name is Alexei Zesky. I'm the head of the Zesky asylum. Excuse
me while I ask you to be transported to your residence which is
where you should be."

I heard a faint roaring noise of “No don’t do
that!” to my confusion.

I find the scene changed to find myself into
a bedroom that seemed familiar to me with the sunlight blaring
through window shades up.

I spoke "Crazy and crazier."

I willed aside the Source to feel myself
still clad in my underwear shorts. With a groan I began rummaging
through dresser drawers finding it empty of clothes.

I felt annoyance take hold to think to myself
alien thoughts I confused to why I got them into my mind "Blast
Burke must have taken everything of mine out of here.”

I felt a compulsion to go into the closet
obeyed to find a suitcase looking dusty and worn sitting inside in
the back of the area. I yanked the suitcase out and opened the
suitcase to find clothes inside I saw that the alien mind
recognized as his.

I put on my rugby top and jeans followed by
walking out of the bedroom thinking to me "I might as well go eat
something."

I sensed a cat no where in the apartment by
not feeling her around or sensing her.

I grumbled to myself as I went down the
stairs "Drat Burke must have done something to the cat."

I went to the living room to pause seeing the
TV was a flat screened monitor showing a date flashing on the
screen. I stiffened when I saw the year was different from the year
I recalled being tube. I frowned as my mind registered that twenty
years have passed since I was in the tube and taken out. I felt
confusion on why I was knocked out that long.

I spotted an envelope on the TV's recorder
device taped to it addressed to someone named “Jinks Montreal read
me!”

I walked up to the addressed Jinks’ envelope
sensing the name was familiar to me. I didn’t register who he was
to me despite I sensed belonged to the male I was inhibiting and
yanked it off to open it.

I was reading the letter "The shooter
shooting you was identified as Burke Richardson via cameras that
recorded him doing it. He shot you in the chest right in the heart
area causing damage to the heart. The bullet was taken out but
there was damage. You were transferred to the Zesky hospital that
had you put in some sleep coma because of your body having the
ability to heal from the damage by sleeping the healing in some
coma. Roosevelt Knight was reportedly said to have paid a staff
member to keep you asleep. This paying you to be asleep lasted
twenty years with checking on you by this staff member to see if
you were healing or not. You through tests revealed other injuries
such as muscle damage to other areas on the body along with lungs
damaged from suspiciously like water getting into them. Along with
injuries consisted of knife wounds inside the body with skin
showing no damage on the surface and some cracked bones. The twenty
year forced sleep healed you up restoring you back to health."

I rubbed a hand on my forehead as the paper
continued to mention "Demeter lived a long life at the Zesky
hospital as a pet to its president Alexei Zesky and recently passed
away two years ago. Alexei had her body cremated and ashes
scattered over the ocean."

I felt myself go numb from sadness hitting me
as I felt the loss of Demeter hitting me hard. I despite sorry for
Jinks I figured was who I was getting this memory while contained
into my tube trap.

I felt myself sad sighed and continued to
read "Burke Richardson recently with Scotland’s pressuring him
admitted to being behind the shooting of you and admitted being the
one who pulled the trigger."

I felt myself angry reading that willed me to
calm as the letter detailed "Burke, a year after you were put in a
coma. Someone rigged the man’s car to blow up with Richardson
inside killing the man which no one has claimed responsibility. The
car explosion was suspected to be done by a Peasant a lowest member
ranking of the Master Organization group as its now dubbed
retaliating against Burke for what he did to you."

I sighed as I continued to read "One of the
neighborhood’s kids’ parents went to your apartment and found the
door open. You lying in the hallway looking shot called the
emergency services who took you to the hospital. The kids in
question after pressure from Trent the town’s police chief and
other police officers admitted to their parents themselves
responsible for pranks done on residents in the neighborhood.

They wound up admitting ‘We were lying about
Mister Montreal punching us out and breaking one kid's leg with a
car drive over.’

They were supported by the Peasant group
members who were living in the neighborhood backing them up with
video evidence. The kids wound up serving detention after school
for the remainder of their time at the middle school every day as
punishment for their actions."

I sighed as I paused from reading then
continued to read "Wethersfield High School held a memorial service
for you and planted a tree in your memory. The tree is currently
thriving on the school land with a sign detailing it was planted in
your memory."

I reached the end of the letter to read it
was signed "McBroom and Associates."

I sighed and folded up the letter and placed
it back into the envelope. I went to the couch dresser and yanked
open a drawer to see it was empty of papers but holding a wallet
and keys. I placed the letter inside and shut the drawer door
closed. I rubbed a hand on my forehead and eyed the time seeing it
was eight o’clock in the morning. I leaned against the couch
feeling myself stiff but not too stiff. I went and did my limber
stretching exercises taking my time and doing it slowly while
feeling my muscles relax from the stiffness hitting. I heard the
toaster sound its noise went into the kitchen and grabbed the
waffles munching on them then went to the TV turning it on. I
flicked through the channels seeing them unfamiliar to me and
continued till one showed the local news and settled on the
channel. I watched TV as the TV droned its noises.

I frowned as a news report detailing "We
interrupt this broadcast with regret to announce the passing of
Roosevelt Knight former governor of New York from a heart
attack."

I groaned seeing the report as it detailed
"There's no wake but burial at a cemetery in Wolf’s Howl, New York
later in the day in the afternoon."

I after eating got up from the couch and went
to the phone book looking through.

I found “National cab.” service dialed the
number and waited as a female voice came on the line speaking
“National cab service.” name in a Highlander accent.

I spoke “I like to charter a cab to Wolf’s
Howl, New York from Wethersfield, Connecticut as soon as
possible.”

I paused hearing typing noises then the
female spoke “Who is the person being transferred to the location?
May I have the name please?”

I sighed and spoke “Jinks Montreal and that
would be me.”

“Oh Lance!” I heard sounded from the
female.

I’m not sure of that name of Lance despite
thinking “That’s an odd name.”

The female then spoke “We have a cab
available which will head to your location soon. The meeting spot
is outside the apartment complex in the road.”

I listened as she rattled off the cab’s
description and its driver along with the time frame of arrival and
its meeting spot.

I then heard her ask me “If you wanted
anything else?”

I spoke “No thank you.”

I hung up and then shut off the TV. I jogged
to my bedroom to the closet and stripped myself of my clothes
leaving my underwear shorts on. I placed on my form dressy clothing
and dressy booted shoes while seeing a long double breasted coat
made out of wool material in the color black in the closet. I
looked out the window seeing some snow on the ground and figured it
was cold outside. I placed on the coat and found gloves in the
pockets. I put on my hands then eyed the dressers seeing one had a
cowboy like black hat and sunglasses next to it which I placed on
my head. I walked down the stairs. I went to the couch’s dresser
yanking out my keys and wallet putting them in my pockets of my
pants. I walked out of the apartment into the cold air feeling
myself a little happy breathing the fresh air. I walked to the
edges of the complex that met the road at the meeting spot. I stood
with arms folded eyes staring at the lake that looked frozen of
ice.

I frowned thinking to myself "I wonder about
Janel and the kids. I'm wondering if the children were told of
me."

A car horn noise broke me of my reverie I
looked to see the cab was here with a Human in the driver’s seat
that looked impatient. I sighed and got into the cab and felt it
move driving through the streets. I looked out the window seeing
parts of Wethersfield looking the same.

I frowned thinking to me "I wonder what
changes hit the town since I was out in a coma."

I continued to look out the window lost in
thought as the cab drove through Connecticut and entered New
York.

I kept my eyes focused out the window
seemingly lengthy and broke my reverie hearing the driver’s voice
speaking in a loud tone “Almost there to Wolf’s Howl so be ready to
get out of the car. I have business that requires me elsewhere so
be ready.”

I kept my mouth shut as the car drove on a
dirt road and then reached the cemetery. I saw a group of people
gathered on a hill frowned seeing them. The car stopped. I got out
of the cab at the cemetery and stood closing the cab’s door and
heard it drive away. I frowned watching a group of people standing
in the cold in a semi circle with their backs to me a good distance
away from me. I adjusted my wide brimmed hat covering the top of my
head and my sunglasses on my face covering my eyes with my gloved
hands and joined the group to stand watching and listening.

I exhaled a breath through my mouth as the
priest gave “We bless this soul in this mortal coffin to go to
heaven as granted by Lance Richard.” over a coffin with flowers on
top I saw through the crowd I assumed held Roosevelt Knight’s
body.

The name of Lance Richard seemed oddly
familiar to me like I knew it somewhere or knew someone of that
name despite confused.

I frowned as the priest finished his sermon
“Ay Kabaiya.” then people gathered around started walking away
followed by the priest walking in my direction “I assumed that
meant ‘Amen.’ in like talk involving religions.”

I saw a female form with white, grey and
black short hair I recognized as familiar to me stood with head
bowed appearing to be staring at the coffin. I exhaled a breath
through the cold air and walked forwards towards Janel I assumed
was the female who stood motionless from her position. I saw two
figures appearing to be in their early twenties. I saw a male which
made my senses blare go off indicating something confusing me. I
also saw a female with him with the male having a familiar look
onto her face. The female having Janel’s face standing away from
Janel looking at her and at the crowd leaving. I slowly made my way
towards Janel to stand next to her. I peered at Janel with my eyes
to see her head bowed towards the coffin with eyes covered with
sunglasses. Her lips were in a frown and her hands gloved were
clasped in front of her. I sighed softly and gently laid a gloved
hand on Janel’s shoulder who I sensed felt my touch from stiffening
her form underneath my hand.

I heard the alien voice of the person I’m
inhibiting spoke “Janel.”

The voice seemed familiar to me like I heard
him before but I wasn’t sure of who he was. I heard Janel give off
a gasp sound followed by her giving off crying sounds as her lips
formed a grimace. I gently pulled Janel towards me to put my arms
around her in a hug stroking her back. She continued to give off
sounds of weeping. I felt Janel’s hands touch my chest with fingers
digging into my long coat as she continued to cry tears.

I held Janel as two voices male again making
my senses blare involving warning I think sounded on my right
“Mama, Mom.”

I looked to see the two I assumed were twins
with a fraternal status next to me who both kids held up their
hands. I gently moved Janel from my arms to the kids’ hands who
each gripped Janel’s arm taking her away. I silently followed them
walking towards a limo watching as they got inside.

I heard ahem noise and looked at my left to
see the limo’s driver a Highlander who spoke “Get in the car.”

I heard the firmness in the Highlander’s
voice tone obeyed without question to sit inside on a seat sideways
opposite from Janel and the kids. I saw Janel leaning back in the
seat sleeping between her children without her sunglasses on
looking like she was exhausted by the dark circles underneath her
closed eyes.

I eyed Janel as the female spoke with
confusion in her voice “You seem familiar. Have we met before?”

I eyed the female who looked at me with a
frown in her face and confusion in her eyes. I looked at the male
twin who had an identical expression on his face and eyes despite
both had brown colored eyes twin to Janel I assumed was the twins’
mother. Sighing softly I reached with a gloved hand and took off
the sunglasses from my face to stare at the kids. I saw had
identical looks of recognition followed by a creepy look in their
eyes that made me think it was smirking. I nodded my head in a
short bob towards the kids as I put away my sunglasses in an inside
coat pocket.

The female spoke with her face brightening
showing some happiness “You came.”

I again nodded my head towards the unnamed
female despite unsure of who her name was as her twin spoke “Mama
has been very upset with Papa dying unexpectedly, Dad.”

I sighed softly at the word Dad seeing the
twins’ faces looking serious with eyes showing hope in them. I
watched out the window in silence as the kids didn't say a word
towards me.

I grumbled to myself mentally "Shouldn't the
kids be saying something about me like questions about me and my
life?"

I opened my mouth to speak only to get the
female putting a finger to her lips and jabbing it towards Janel. I
sighed and placed on the sunglasses and hat and sat leaning back in
silence as the limo was felt driving lengthy. I eyed out the window
at the signs coming into view to find the vehicle going to Albany
which stopped at a hotel's entrance. I removed the sunglasses as
the twins waked up their mother who woke up with a start gasping
loudly. I frowned as Janel’s eyes fell on me with shock in them
along with the look changing to sadness. I nodded my head towards
Janel who I watched put a hand covering her eyes and groaning
loudly. I saw the twins whisper words unheard in Janel’s ear with
hands’ covering their mouths that formed a frown on her face and
then nodded her head. I watched Janel who appeared to be comforted
by the kids putting arms around her and whispering words I unheard
in her ears. I sat in the limo and frowned as the male twin again
got my senses blaring warning showed an all black eyed look to my
confusion followed by waving a hand towards my direction. I felt
sleepiness willed forwards the Source I call that mental ability to
give off the shield command to shake the sleepy feeling off while
giving the twins a glare. I glared at the twins only to feel a hand
touching my forehead I found belonged to the female with all black
eyes as I felt a compulsion to shut my eyes. I obeyed to come to
finding myself sitting in a cab that was on a highway driving its
route to New York City from the highway signs seen.

I groaned figuring out to me "The kids used
their mental powers to get me to leave Janel to take a cab home
wherever that is. I do hope I can get to Wethersfield."

I sighed leaning my head back and shut my
eyes to dream of myself wearing black clothing on my form that
appeared to girlish like clothing of black tights a black tunic and
black shoes while having long black hair. I saw via eyesight that I
was at a beach facing a crowned male I figured from memory was
Lance Richard the god king. I was confused to why I was
communicating with him who had some annoyed look on his face.

I frowned as Lance spoke “About time we met
again. I had no luck on contacting you while you were in your
healing sleep. I observed several things about your spirit while
your body was sleeping which I wasn’t able to contact.
Harrumph.”

I formed a frown on my face with confusion
running through me.

I stared at Lance who continued speaking “The
things I observed with your spirit are you were visiting people in
dreams and manipulating their dreams to your way. You also were
inhibiting people mostly males’ bodies to do things you wanted such
as doing this fighting method I heard called karate. That body
inhibiting includes doing mating while in a male’s body to a female
which was done too many times to count.”

I frowned some more as no memory of Lance’s
words came to my mind as I stared at Lance.

I saw Lance shake his head giving off a sound
of disgust before the male again spoke “All of those females you
mated with in some male’s body wound up carrying a baby including
some that were said to be barren wound up with child shocking them.
Also there’s this obsession with you doing karate which I find
really odd. I observed you inhibiting a male’s body after he
tripped while at a karate tournament and competed against others
nearly winning but only lost to some guy named Tanner Leeland.”

I hearing the name Tanner Leeland felt
confusion as Lance kept on talking “I saw that while this Tan Lee
was fighting the male you were in that he seemed to be aware of you
inhibiting the man’s body from his thinking when he was fighting.
Ugh also you visited Tan Lee in dreams repeatedly manipulating him
to dream of losing fights in tournaments. This includes yourself
fighting him and winning the fight despite him begging you to stop
bothering him. There were cases of you inhibiting Tan Lee’s body
keeping him up at a late hour at night to practice karate and that
includes using whatever weapons that was on hand to keep on
practicing.”

I rubbed a hand on my forehead feeling myself
confused and bewildered as Lance paused from talking. I saw Lance’s
eyes narrow turning all black with a glare aimed at me that made me
feel nervous.

Lance spoke with anger in his voice “You did
this torment to Tan Lee for one Human calendar month till something
I’m not sure what abruptly stopped you from doing more of the
tormenting. Yet you kept up doing what you were previously doing to
Tan Lee to other people including those kids who tormented you with
the prank involving some kid's leg broken. A pity that those kids
never had a good night’s sleep from what you were doing to them
till they graduated from some school they were currently in which
the torment stopped. Harrumph.”

I folded my arms to smile a sick smile while
looking away from Lance to stare at the water feeling satisfaction
hitting me. I jerked hitting the ground onto my back from a fist
connecting with my jaw and groaned from the pain. I lay on the
ground on my back as a foot was placed on my chest holding me down.
I looked at foot’s owner seeing it belonged to Lance himself who
still had that black eyed look in his eyes with some look of fury
on his face. I remembered my karate raised my hands only to feel
paralysis as Lance waved a hand towards me which got my hands to
hit the ground as if heavy. I stared at Lance who removed his foot
to bend down leaning towards me while folding his arms.

Lance I stared at spoke “I’m disappointed in
your reaction to what I told you about those kids. You should be
ashamed for yourself being shot by that idiot Burke got those kids
to admit what they did to you to their parents with the Peasants
backing them up with recording evidence. Those kids wound up
serving something called detention for the remainder of their time
at the school they were currently attending as punishment.”

I groaned as Lance’s foot connected with my
stomach I spoke “Please-“

I was interrupted by Lance speaking still
sounding furious “Please what? Why should I give you mercy when you
should be punished? You deserve it for what you did to those poor
people causing them problems and leaving a big mess for me to clean
up from those stunts you pulled on them.”

I opened my mouth to speak and felt a foot on
my throat pressed down hard gagging me as Lance kept on talking “I
have something in mind for you to be punished for that big mess you
created that I had to clean up once you were done doing your
stunts. Just wait till you see what it’ll be and you’ll regret your
actions for creating that big mess.”

I saw Lance look away from me then bent down
covering my eyes. I felt paralysis gone and came to find myself
back in the cab hearing the cab's horn.

Driver speaking “We’re in Wethersfield now be
ready to get out for I have business that requires me
elsewhere.”

I straightened my form with confusion hitting
me I wound up to look out the window seeing the town’s familiar
landmarks as the cab drove through it reaching my street and
stopped at the apartment complex. I got out of the cab slamming the
door and walked towards my apartment while hearing the cab drive
away. I groaned remembering Lance’s words about punishing me with
something I’ll find out. I went to my apartment and pulled out my
keys I went to the couch and sat then turned on a lamp pulling the
phone book onto my lap.

I leafed through the book searching for the
desired page and listing “This is for gonoid sanctuaries.” which I
read looking at the wording very closely.

I found “Gonoid sanctuary listing for cats.”
reached for the phone and dialed the number listening as the phone
rang several times.

I frowned as I reached the answering machine
hearing it speaking in a female voice “Last Post Cat Sanctuary.
Sorry can’t reach the phone now please leave your name and number
and we’ll get back to you.”

I remembering having a cat as a pet companion
opened my mouth to speak clamped my mouth shut as it dawned to me I
didn’t know my apartment’s phone number hung up the phone with a
groan.

I looked at the address of the cat Sanctuary
seeing it was out of town “I figured that it was too late to go
there.”

I spoke out loud “First thing in the morning
I’m going to the cat sanctuary and I’m getting a cat. I just can’t
wait to do that tomorrow. It’ll be great for me.”

I nodded my head feeling a little happy with
my words as sleepiness arrived hitting me. I shut off the lamp
putting the phone book still open on the couch dresser next to me
and leaned back against the couch shutting my eyes. I found me back
at the beach gagged on the throat by an irate Lance who still had
that black eyed look in his eyes.

I heard Lance speak with anger in his voice
“You will forget about getting a cat period. I mean it and I expect
you to obey me or else.”

I gagged out “But-“

I was interrupted by Lance still using anger
in his tone “No buts Jinks. Forget it or else. Just don’t do it for
I mean it.”

I got senses blaring warning when Lance used
the wording name of Jinks aimed at me. I was confused to why I was
named that despite originally named Black Knight.

I groaned through the gagging as Lance added
“I don’t care whether you’re lonely or not for you’re not getting a
cat period. I expect this order obeyed and you will do it even if I
have to manipulate people in reminding you to do it.”

I opened my mouth and felt a hand covering my
eyes and woke up with a jerk on the couch feeling rage running
through me. I glared at the phone book and slammed it closed and
then threw it at the wall which it slid down behind the arm chair.
I felt myself getting angrier got up from the couch and stormed to
the basement door slamming it open and ran down the stairs reaching
it. I stood with shock running through me to see that instead of
the padded walls and punching bag with padded floors the room
appeared to be converted into a TV viewing room complete with a
large couch along with closets and a wooden floor. I growled loudly
as my rage became full blown allowed it to take control. I came to
find me lying in bed in my bedroom with the sunlight blaring
through an open window with the shade up. I groaned eyeing the
clock seeing it was nine o’clock in the morning got up from the bed
and went to the window shade yanking it down. I frowned recalling
myself being angry the previous night and running down to the
basement only to find it was a TV viewing room before letting anger
take control of me. I rubbed a hand through my hair and went out of
the bedroom heading towards the basement. I found the door still
open flicked the switch on and frowned as darkness remained in the
basement. I flicked the switch off and slowly walked down the
stairs to see with night vision of entirely green colored in a day
vision like seeing daylight entirely in green at the room. I
grimaced seeing the contents looked destroyed as if it went through
a tornado. I looked around the room seeing the walls were bare and
concrete looking with items appearing to be insulation and walls
scattered on the floor in pieces along with track lights that were
on the ceiling lying on the floor appearing to be destroyed. I
looked at the furniture seeing that they were destroyed in pieces
along with closets that were in the room were no longer standing as
closets with items scattered on the floor.

Groaning I spoke out loud “Who the depths was
living in this apartment while I was out sleeping?”

I recalled McBroom and Associates’ letter
darted upstairs to the living room where I went to the couch
dresser and yanked out the envelope and papers to scan. I found the
McBroom and Associates’ phone number memorized it then placed the
papers back into the envelope and stuffed it back into the couch
dresser.

I went to the phone and dialed the number
waiting impatiently through the ringing as a female voice sounding
Human like came on the line speaking “McBroom and Associates.”

I spoke wordings coming out of my mouth by
compulsion “This is Jinks Montreal of condo apartment fifty nine in
the Sharon Lane apartment complex in Wethersfield.”

I hearing a gasp sound “Oh dear!” which
confused me as I continued speaking “I’m calling to inquire who had
ownership of the condo apartment including who lived there. I’m
currently living in starting at twenty years in the past till
now.”

I frowned feeling impatient as I heard
computer typing sounds clicking and felt myself getting more
impatient as the clicking continued.

I opened my mouth to speak when the female
voice came on the line speaking “Ownership starting twenty years
ago was by a Burke Richardson for a year that is said to live there
on and off for a year’s time. Then ownership passed to McBroom and
Associates through purchase just prior to Richardson’s death that
currently have the ownership. There were tenants living in the
apartment starting with a Shira Dario seventeen years ago. This
Shira lived for three years before moving out and this person is
the longest to live there. There were others on the list that is
quite numerous to name who averaged lived at the apartment for
three months before moving out. The last paying tenant was over a
year ago named Roosevelt Knight who stopped with the payments at
that time and the apartment has been unoccupied with no paying
tenant until you took residence in it.”

I frowned as the female paused then continued
“That’s all the records we have on the apartment. Is there anything
else?”

I spoke “No, but what’s the policy on pets
such as having a cat?”

I recalled my argument with Lance as I waited
for a reply and heard the female voice speak “There’s no policy on
having any kind of pet at the apartment.”

I spoke “Thank you for your time.”

I heard the female speak “Your welcome.”

I hung up the phone and spoke out loud eyes
staring at the ceiling something involving bad luck to look up as I
narrate this story “I’m getting a cat period. I don’t care how but
I’m getting one and I don’t give a damn that you don’t want me to
have one. I still want to get a cat and I’ll do what it takes to do
it so go to the depths Lance.”

I lowered my eyes to raise a fist towards the
ceiling and then went to the armchair to look for the phone book I
found behind it. I grabbed the phone book and went to the couch to
sit opening it to the desired page. I found the cat sanctuary phone
number reached for the phone only to hear it ringing its
noises.

I eyed the caller ID seeing it said “McBroom
and Associates.”

I sighed and picked up the phone speaking
“Hello Jinks Montreal speaking.”

I paused as a male voice sounding alien like
monotone without an accent I wasn’t sure who’s voice was that for
sounding twin to the Meritanians’ alien voices despite hearing them
snickering.

The voice came on the phone speaking “This is
Lars McBroom calling to apologize for my secretary’s error
regarding pets.”

I stiffened hearing that as Lars continued to
speak “With due respects there is a policy regarding pets for
tenants living in the apartment you are currently occupying.”

I glared at the ceiling thinking as Lars
pause “Oh this must be part of Lance’s machinations.”

I spoke “What policy you’re implying?”

I waited hearing computer clicking noises
then Lars’s voice came back on the line “The policy is that tenant
must wait twelve Human calendar months to acquire a pet while
living in the condo apartment.”

I waved a fist towards the ceiling with anger
running through me as Lars kept talking “During that time the
tenant must prove readiness for occupying the condo apartment for
long time use such as over a three year period and not just for a
few months such as a three month period. The tenant must submit
writings on all the required forms that’ll be sent in the mail for
the occupying time and prove that their still having readiness for
long term use.”

I felt myself getting angrier heard Lars
speaking “The tenant at the end of the twelve month period must
submit to McBroom and Associates a form detailing their interests
in having a pet and what kind of pet it’ll be including where
they’ll acquire the pet. This must be met for approval by the firm
then they can proceed with the adoption providing its approved
first.”

I growled a soft sound as Lars paused to add
“I’m sorry about this Mister Montreal but this policy was set in
place five years ago and is strictly enforced by the local police.
Failure to heed this policy will mean the tenant will be removed
from the apartment and the pet they adopted returned to where they
acquired it along with a one thousand dollar fine to be paid for
not heeding the policy. Is there anything else Mister
Montreal?”

I spoke struggling to keep anger out of my
voice tone “Nothing but thank you for your time.”

I slammed the phone down hanging it up and
got up from the couch to pace while waving my arms with hands
fisted. I felt myself furiously angry darted down to the basement
slamming the door and with a glare aimed at the room trashed items
allowed the rage to overtake me putting me out. I’m confused to
this day of why Jinks I assumed was the one I was remembering his
memories to speak them having these rage episodes. I recalled Jinks
came to find himself in a calm mood while lying on a mattress with
a stone ceiling showing a round overhead light. I frowned seeing it
looked familiar to me sat up to face familiar bars I recognized as
a jail cell. Groaning I looked around to see that I was correct on
being in a jail cell and recognized it as a police’s jail cell.
Groaning I went to the bars sensing electricity humming through
them kept my hands to me.

I sighed and yelled “Hello?! Is there anybody
there?! Answer me!”

I heard an irate male voice sounding like it
was in a jail cell next to mine speaking “Do you mind?! I’m trying
to sleep so shut up!”

I groaned feeling annoyance running through
me. I heard a bang sound that sounded like the door to the jail
cell hallway opening and peered through the bars to see a female
with smaller eyes that confused me to why she had small eyes’
looked and she appearing to be Human with blonde hair dressed in a
police uniform walk into view.

I heard the irate male voice speak “Trent
tell that buffoon to shut up I’m trying to sleep!”

I frowned at the name Trent stared at the
female who stared at me with a narrowed eyed look when she reached
my jail cell. I stiffened seeing that she seemed familiar to me
like I knew her someplace.

I spoke “Excuse me what am I doing in
here?”

I saw the female roll her eyes and raise her
hands which I saw were covered in wire like gloves moving them in
gestures I recognized as sign language while hearing an electronic
female voice sounding “You don’t remember? I’m surprised that you
don’t remember.”

I frowned staring at the female with no
memory as the name of Cassidy Trent came to my mind.

I spoke with confusion in my voice “Kindly
tell me what’s going on Miss Cassidy Trent.”

I frowned as I saw her eyes widen then narrow
boring at me which I guess her name corrects.

I stared at her as she signed “Your right I’m
Cassidy Trent. I recognized you as Jinks Montreal from high school.
I’m surprised that you’re looking the same as twenty years ago. As
for my father he retired five years ago and my stepbrother Stanley
Brown has taken the chief position.”

I spoke “Oh interesting but what am I doing
in this cell anyway?”

I saw a frown appear on Cassidy’s face who
signed “While on patrol near your neighborhood I received a call
detailing that some guy was trashing a car with people locked
inside it. I went to investigate with my stepbrother Steven Brown
which arriving there we found you attacking a sedan with an adult
female and four kids inside it. You appeared to be sick with
something suspiciously like drugs from the angry gonoid behavior
you were displaying while attacking the car with those people
inside. Also we had to knock you out by electrical gun which was
slow to put you out.

Now according to the adult female one of the
kids’ parents she complained to us ‘He sprayed the kids with some
water hose. I went to his apartment to confront him on that.’

For some reason you answered the door irately
in a bad mood and acted like you were high on drugs in her presence
which she and the kids hightailed out of there with you giving
chase. They took refuge in her car which you attacked and kept on
doing it till I and Steven arrived.”

I frowned as Cassidy added "Get your out of
here now. Tests show you're clean of drugs and alcohol so I'll show
you the way out."

I obeyed to follow her out and got told once
in the parking lot "Take a walk to your home. You seemed to need
the walk from being furiously angry."

I sighed and didn't protest to Cassidy's talk
walked to my home.

I without a word went inside the apartment to
go to the bedroom me thinking to myself "I might as well go take a
nap."

I went to the bed and laid down shutting my
eyes only to find Lance gagging me on the throat speaking while
having the Master in control "Wake up Jinks!"

I woke up with a start to find that Lance
gagging me was a dream.

I shrugged and fell back asleep only to dream
of Lance snarling "I meant it when you should get up now! Go attend
to your hygiene and eat some food while you're at it!"

I groaned once I woke up to sigh while
figuring to myself "Fine I'll do what you order me."

I felt the need to shower hitting me by
compulsion I figured was the Meritanians doing that despite
snickering into my mind. I went out of the bedroom to the bathroom
and then once done walked out to my bedroom which I found some
clothes in drawers putting them on my form. I went downstairs to
the kitchen and took a look in the refrigerator seeing it filled
with food and seeing that there was food I didn’t buy included. I
spotted some food boxes sitting on top of the refrigerator and
peered into the cupboards to spot some full of food. I pulled out
some food and made a quick meal of breakfast then placed the dishes
in the dishwasher seeing it empty of dishes. I wandered to the
living room to turn on the TV to the local news channel. I listened
to the broadcast talking about the rainstorm happening three days
ago and figured that I was out contained in jail that long.

I heard paying attention to the TV them
detailing "The weather is perfect for the football game between
Wethersfield and Glastonbury dubbed Titan game happening in the
afternoon. An internet website is taping the game along with a
local cable channel."

I clicked the TV to a TV guide channel to
discover that I had the channel clicked the TV to the channel to
see them doing a rebroadcast of the local news report talking about
the two towns’ football teams appearing to be high schools’ teams.
I snapped off the TV to check the time seeing that I had a few
hours to kill which I got up and went to the basement. I did my
stretching exercises with restraint listening to my body’s
complaints about how far I could stretch then found myself
struggling to throw myself up in a Karate swing up move finding my
body not leaving the floor. I got up and figured to myself to
practice the move along with repeated stretching which I practiced
the taught karate tournament requirements as recalled fully in my
mind then did my Kata finding myself a klutz in my kicking by
getting off balanced several times. I figured to myself to practice
the Kata along with the kicking till I eyed the clock stuck in the
wall seeing it’s around noon an hour till game time which I left
the basement going upstairs to the living room to sit on the couch.
I turned on the TV with a remote watching the broadcasters on TV
talk about the upcoming game and giving flashback highlights of the
previous game which Wethersfield won by a narrow margin.

I listened to them mention "Wethersfield’s
victory is the first time in years that they have won on
Glastonbury home soil. The High Schools both have winning streaks
with winning the game on their home soil against each other along
with both teams equal with match ups in playoffs and title
games."

I frown as I recalled myself practicing
Karate in the basement along with problems related to it. I figured
to myself to practice karate along with tournament requirements
while watching TV which I moved the coffee table to the other side
of the couch and opposite it forming a rectangle point. I moved the
armchair next to the TV’s table to form a rectangle point. I
proceeded to practice my Kata, kicking and tournament requirements
during the TV game broadcast along with my attempts to swing up
from lying on my back despite struggling with that. I heard the
doorbell ring near game time went to the door peering through the
peephole to spot a delivery guy with a friendly look on the man’s
face.

I opened the door frowning to see relief on
the guy’s face that held up a square box and a clipboard “I’m
asking for your signature.”

I opened the screen door and took the
clipboard seeing it was a computer clipboard and used the pen
device to sign my name using my right hand. I’m left handed when’s
comes to writing and favoring my left as my primary handling. I was
finding the screen making a computer ink version of my name Jinks
Montreal. I was then handed the package which I went inside locking
both doors behind me. I went to the living room to sit on the couch
and ripped open the package to discover it’s a yellow box with a
picture of a black cell phone on it looking like a cell phone. I
opened the box to find a black colored cell phone which I
examined.

I found a plug in device with an instruction
booklet, a cell phone clip holder and a note on the booklet saying
“This the cell phone’s own phone number is.” which I committed to
memory.

I read the booklet while glancing up to watch
the game from time to time till I read the entire booklet. I
watched as Wethersfield won by a narrow margin which made me feel
pride seeing that. I hooked on the cell phone and got up by impulse
to head to the kitchen closet to peer inside. I saw to my disgust
the garbage can was looking a bit overfilled with garbage in it and
groaned figuring out that my maids that brought the food caused the
mess. I sighed and yanked out the garbage by a bag and went to the
front door which I got my key and pocketed it figuring that I’ll
take a walk around the neighborhood. I went to the garbage dumpster
and dumped the garbage. I heard a loud whining sound behind me spun
around to see a dog I later recognized as a German Shepherd Dog as
labeled appearing to be a male with leash dangling from the collar
behind me. I stared at the dog that made motions to follow him
while still whining some sad tone. I obeyed following the dog till
the gonoid stopped and gave a bark. I looked to see a flash of red
in the snow which I darted towards the color to see it was a young
boy curled up in a ball form still. I squatted putting a hand on
the boy’s neck feeling for a pulse. I found one then frowned
noticing the boy appeared to be sweaty by the hair plastered to his
face. I lifted up the boy and glared at the dog while gesturing
with my head. I saw the dog appeared to get my message took the
lead which I followed to an apartment. I saw a young woman standing
on the porch looking upset that grabbed the door and yanked it open
seeing me.

I went to her and heard her speak “Take Track
to the bedroom on the left please.”

I heard her accent that told me something I
recalled involving a hearing disability called deafness. I obeyed
bringing the boy inside the apartment up the stairs to the bedroom
on the left. I found the door open and laid the boy on the bed. I
stepped back to see that the woman had followed me along with the
dog that was still whining.

I heard her speak “Please take Trip the dog
out so he can attend to his bathroom business while I attend to my
son.”

I found myself obeying picking up the dog
Trip’s leash and felt the dog lead me to the door which I opened
walking out. I didn’t protest as Trip led me to a tree and
proceeded to do his business on it. Trip stopped whining proceeded
to pull me to back to the apartment which the dog pawed the door. I
yanked the door open and followed Trip inside which I noticed on
the wall were dog leashes hanging off hooks. I clipped off the
leash off the dog’s collar then followed him up the stairs to the
bedroom. I paused to see the woman had stripped the kid named
Track’s I assumed clothes leaving his underwear on and was rubbing
a washcloth on his forehead. I saw a lamp on next to the bed on a
bed stand and looked on the wall on my left to see a light switch
pointed on the on position. I flicked to see the lamp blink on and
off. I waited as the woman looked at me eyes appearing to stare at
my face which I figured that she was a lip reader.

I mouthed “Is there anything else I can do
for you?”

I frowned as she spoke “No but thank you. My
name is Sarah Lyons and this is my son Track. I have a hearing
disability but I lip read as my communications with people.”

I mouthed “My name is Jinks Montreal from
apartment fifty nine. Your dog pointed out Track in the snow
appearing to be asleep. Trip led the way to your apartment.”

I stared at Sarah who spoke “Thank you again.
There’s nothing more you can do for me or Track. You can
leave.”

I nodded my head finding myself agreeing to
her request turned and walked down the stairs to the front door
which I shut behind me. I walked to my apartment and coming into
view of it paused to see three people two males and one female all
wearing clothes that I saw with senses blaring warning involving
their wear were standing on the porch not noticing me. I saw the
female was wearing a blue shapeless long sleeve dress I recalled
nothing from memory of her wearing it. I saw the males were dressed
in twin black pants with loose turtleneck tops with a grey stripe
through the front. I felt myself nervous seeing they willed me to
calm walking towards them to see the three look in my direction
with double take looks and widen eyes.

I frowned as I reached them and spoke “Is
there something you want for standing my porch?”

I saw the three look at each other before
they walked off the porch steps walking passed me without answering
my question. I groaned finding myself relieved went inside the
apartment using my key to unlock the door and locked both doors
behind me. I got into bed and laid my form down pulling the
blankets up to my chest and shut my eyes falling asleep.

 


I woke up hearing the doorbell ringing its
noises. I groaned and eyed the clock seeing the time was seven in
the morning. Groaning I got up and darted down the stairs as the
doorbell again rang its noises. I peered through the peephole to
see the familiar woman wearing a dress that was shapeless and blue
colored was standing on my porch with a frown on her face. I opened
the door its chain lock length and peered through staring at the
woman.

I spoke in a cranky voice “Something I can do
for you. The time better be good for waking me up at this
hour?”

I saw the woman frown before she spoke with
nervousness in her voice tone “Sorry but the natives around here
have been observed leaving their apartments for whatever around the
seven o'clock morning time frame. This is a habit they’ve kept. It
was assumed you had those hours too.”

I shrugged and spoke “Sorry to disappoint
you. Something you want?”

I stared at the woman who frowned before
speaking “Can I come in? I want to discuss something in private and
not out here in public.”

I sensed my senses blare warning including
hearing into my head an alien monotone voice “Ask her about Lance
Richard.”

I then spoke by compulsion I compelled to ask
my question “Just one question. You believe in this Master called
Lance Richard?”

I saw the woman’s eyes widen before she spoke
“Sort of.”

My senses blared warning which I spoke “You
alone or your companions are around in hiding?”

I frowned as she spoke “I’m alone.”

I stiffened as a warning voice said into my
mind “Liar.”

I recalled the voice speaking into my mind
whenever someone spoke a lie towards me but I wasn’t sure of how I
wound up with that lie detecting ability.

I heard my phone shrilling loudly spoke
“Excuse me phone’s ringing have to answer it.”

I slammed the door shut and went to the
living room grabbing the phone and brought it to my ear speaking
“Jinks Montreal.”

I heard a voice on it speak “Its Lance
Knight.”

My senses blared as a voice said into my mind
“That’s him!” as the voice sounding familiar on the phone continued
speaking “I signed you up for a tournament happening today starting
at ten in the morning. It’s in Revere, Massachusetts in the town’s
high school gym with the same name as the town. Be there before ten
or they won’t let you compete. You’re to do forms and fighting and
that’s it. Oh you’re to receive a package in the mail happening
soon.”

I opened my mouth to speak and heard the dial
tone in my ear telling me that this special male whoever he was had
rudely hung up. Groaning I heard a doorbell ringing sound went to
the door peering through the peephole to see no one there. I backed
up and by compulsion willed forwards the Source and held up a hand
bowing my head shutting my eyes. I saw an overhead view of the
porch showing a large tan rectangular package sitting on my porch
in front of my door and no one in sight. Groaning I lowered my hand
rising up my head opening my eyes and went to the door willing
aside the Source.

I unlocked the screen door and yanked it open
to hear a voice said into my mind “You’re filmed!”

The voice sounded like my own thinking voice
to me like I had an alternative voice into my mind talking to
me.

I looked up to see above me was on the
ceiling a light that made me think “This was partly a camera.”

Despite realize that it was bad luck to look
up I realize that now. Groaning I lifted up the package and hauled
it inside then went back to my screen door locking it then locked
the front door behind it. I grabbed the package. I hauled the
package into the living room and proceeded to rip it open
discovering a large duffle bag in the color black with an attached
water bottle holder holding a red water bottle. The bag felt heavy
to me like there was something inside it. I pulled open the duffle
back to peer inside seeing there were objects inside I recognized
as pads for fighting. There was a karate uniform in white and a
white belt with a large tan manila envelope which I yanked out. I
opened the envelope to discover a note inside along with papers.
The papers appeared to be tournament required forms sighed.

The note detailing "This is what your to do
was wear your karate uniform once arriving at the tournament. We
have a rule not allowing competitors to change their clothes. You
going to the tournament official show them the papers and have them
check your name on the list and then clear you to compete."

I exhaled a breath stuffed the papers back
into the envelope then into the duffle bag. I hauled the uniform
out of the duffle bag and carried up to the bedroom putting it on
exchanging my pajamas for the uniform. I finished went to the phone
in the living room and recalled the national cab service dialed the
number.

I frowned as a female voice sounding
Meritanian like answered speaking “National Cab Service. How may I
help you?”

I spoke “I would like to charter a cab to
Revere, Massachusetts to Revere High School from Wethersfield,
Connecticut. I like to arrive before ten in the morning.”

I paused hearing typing noises and then heard
the female voice speak again “To who is requesting the cab
service?”

I spoke “Jinks Montreal and that is me.”

“Ooh inky jinks!” I heard I frowns hearing
sound coming from the female who spoke “Wait a minute while I check
for available cabs and see if they can do it in the time frame you
requested.”

I heard typing noises and waited patiently
hearing nothing from the female. I frowned as the typing seemed
lengthy with nothing heard from her.

I continued to wait till the female came on
the line speaking "We have a cab at a certain time earlier than ten
o'clock. I want to know if it was suitable seeing that the cab will
arrive a bit before that time."

I spoke my agreement “I agree.” then heard
her speak “We have your address on file so the cab will be on the
main road to pick you up. Just be there waiting for it at the same
spot as before when you used the service.”

I spoke “Ok will do.”

I heard nothing from the female “Goodbye!”
comment followed by the dial tone.

I hung up the phone and went to the TV
checking the time seeing that I better move and be at the spot
waiting for the cab. I went to the closet in the hallway and
grabbed my coat seeing that outside was still having snow on the
ground and might be cold out. I put on the coat on along with my
gloves and hat then went to the duffle bag. I went to the familiar
spot near a tree waiting recalling myself waiting there for a ride
to Roosevelt’s funeral. I adjusted the bag to stuff my keys in the
same pocket as my wallet and cell phone then zipped the pocket
shut. I frowned stood waiting impatiently as the cab arrive honking
its horn. I got inside stuffing the duffle bag next to me and put
on the seat belt. I stared out the window as the cab driver drove
through the streets in Wethersfield then out of town and through
Hartford and then through the rest of the state while on the
highway then left Connecticut entering Massachusetts. I continued
to stare out the window as the cab drove left the highway and drove
passed towns and then reached a town addressed as Revere. I stared
at with interests till the cab reached a building labeling it as a
High School and stopped.

I heard the driver speak “End of the road
time for you to get out. I haven’t got all day. I have other
business elsewhere.”

I obeyed getting out of the car hauling my
duffle bag and shut the door and watched as the cab drove away. I
went to the high school’s entrance seeing signs for karate
tournament on it along with signs for competitors to register at
the gym’s entrance. I walked fast inside following signs till I
reached a line of people wearing karate uniforms holding various
bags while wearing various belt colors standing near double door
entrances. I joined the line and eyed the front seeing my
competitors would hand papers to someone a female wearing a
business suit sitting at a table that would scan it with her eyes
then look at a clipboard marking it with a pen and then wave the
person through entering the entrance. I frowned as the process was
repeated several times till I was near the first of the line still
last riffled through my duffle bag for the envelope. I yanked the
paper out pulling out. The papers I was to show to the official I
assumed as my turn arrived. I showed to the female who looked them
over then marked the clipboard with a pen.

I frowned as she spoke “You’re lucky you made
it in time or other wise wouldn’t be able to compete.”

I nodded my head and entered the gym walking
passed her to look around seeing six areas in the middle of the gym
marked in rectangular shapes each with a numbers one to six by
flags in a corner with three chairs each on one side of each
rectangular shape. I seeing people not wearing karate uniforms
sitting in bleachers on both sides of the gym sighed. I spotted
competitors at one end of the gym stretching and practicing karate
and figured that I’ll do the same. I went to the area and took off
my outerwear stuffing them in the duffle bag along with my shoes
and socks. I sat down and awkwardly stretched then sat crossed
legged watching the scene while noticing competitors were doing
double take looks aimed at me. I frowned feeling myself filmed
ignored the sensation to discover the sensation won’t go away. I
shrugged and noticed as I sat people with belts and karate uniforms
giving me glared looks. I suspected the glare was from my white
belt status. I looked at the crowd till my eyes focused on a female
sitting in the bleachers. I stiffened recognizing her as someone
familiar but didn’t know her name that seemed to sense me staring
at her. She looked in my direction with eyes appearing to be
scrutiny aimed at me.

I frowned as I heard a loud male voice
speaking as if amplified by microphone “Will the male competitors
competing in Kata forms red belt and below go to area marked number
two please?”

I obeyed getting up as the announcer
continued to announce belts to designated numbered areas by genders
and age all with red belts and below. I went to the rectangle
designated number two and patiently waited as five men joined me
highest belt from red to lowest purple. I stood waiting as three
males wearing karate uniforms and black belts holding devices in
their hands that reminded me of large versions of a calculator
arrived. They gave me annoyed looks aimed in my direction before
sitting down. I frowned as they, I assumed were the judges pointed
to the red belt and gestured to the male to compete.

I watched as the red belt walked forwards to
the judges to stop and announce loudly “I name myself Jordan Jones
doing the Kata of Brazil.”

He then backed up and proceeded to do karate
motions ending into a karate fight pose then stood with hands
fisted in front of him below his waist staring at the judges who
fiddled with the devices then waved the male away.

I found myself competing last copied what
each of the competitors did announcing “I’m Jinks Montreal as named
and this is my Kata the Wang.”

I announcing to the judges then backing up to
do the karate motions. I found myself
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