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33 SUM(MERS) AFTER 1992

“Yeah-yeah Gabe, we’re about to have real shit right now. I know it’s early and I can’t understand. Nice you just posted your take-off, I’ll be around by six-fifty. Mostly you’re done by one, right? So sweetheart when I’m gonna ‘place you up’, don’ fuckin’ let him run.” | Phoebe chuckled. | “There is a reason why Antarctica does not have a ‘capital city’. Africa has two deserts...Kalahari and Sahara.” | A hand emerged from a pool of water near Phoebe Wheeler. | “Don’t forget Alice Springs in The Outback. Any human can float on Pacific...not a-must Lake Superior. Auckland sees each new sun before L-A.”

. . .

. . .

“All that bullshit’s for the biiiiirds - you ain’t nothing but a vulture aah-aah-ah...always hoping for the wooorrst, waiting for me to fuuck up. You’ll regret the day when I find aanotheeer girl-yeah, who just knows what I need, who just knows what I mean...when I tell her to keep ‘the drama’ free. Oooh-uwh-whoow-uwh-whoow-uwh-whoow-uwh-whoow-uwh -whoow-uwh-whoow-uwh-whooow-DEUCES!...”

NUMBERS ARE NUMERICAL, HOW THEY ARE INSCRIBED IN WORDS IN EVERY TRIBE ON EARTH REMAINS ‘SPHERICAL’ | making past 99 or 100, and plus, is a blessing...a dignified abundant destiny | IN MEMORY OF EVERY ONE OF US ONE DAY
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“Yeah-yeah Gabe, we’re about to have real shit right now. I know it’s early and I can’t understand. Nice you just posted your take-off, I’ll be around by six-fifty. Mostly you’re done by one, right? So sweetheart when I’m gonna ‘place you up’, don’ fuckin’ let him run.”

Phoebe chuckled.

“There is a reason why Antarctica does not have a ‘capital city’. Africa has two deserts...Kalahari and Sahara.”

A hand emerged from a pool of water near Phoebe Wheeler.

“Don’t forget Alice Springs in The Outback. Any human can float on Pacific...not a-must Lake Superior. Auckland sees each new sun before L-A.” 
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Phoebe smiled and clenched a sudden soft scream.

“Cuuut.” The film director ordered from the Anterior camera.

“Sorry.”

“We were about to wrap up.”

Phoebe sighed. “I’m really sorry, he just keeps missing my arms.”

The film director walked to the stunt motioning the artificial hand. “Lambert. Again?”

“Sir,” he scythed, “it ain’t about hitting a precise mark, there’re no damn cubes there to see.”

“Okay, we can all take nods then.” The director recessed the credits’ filming for some minutes.

“Can I get some burrito please?” Phoebe whispered at the camera stunt standing behind her. “And a minute cross.”

She was issued both at once.

***
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The filming resumed for the seventh take and every crew went back to position. Phoebe Wheeler spun a melanin roller then walked slowly towards a metallic cage with a small female kid inside it, but as soon as she knelt down and held the bars, she was all-over-sudden accidentally electrocuted by a 60-volts loose cable and she ‘shook’ helplessly in much pain.

“Holy shit.” The film director panicked. “Is it in the act?”

A script coordinator gasped. “The fuck.”

“Can someone go and rescue her!”

Two actresses and one actor ran fast to save Phoebe.

Unfortunately, she was already ‘gone’ by the time they detached her from the cage.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

. . .


[image: ]


June 2025

TheGreatBeyond Cemet’ry, Kentucky

“They were both stepsisters,” the Father ‘reckoned’ solemnly at the burial, “were there for each other unconditionally. We shall always miss you Flora Flowers-Cannon and Phoebe Wheeler.” He blessed the two coffins lying beside each other, then he sprinkled Holy Water at the bereaved family members. “Let us allow them to Sleep In Peace, forever. We will all go this road, no matter ‘who-is-who’, we are all but a passing wind...we’re all equal.”

Every member of the family nodded simultaneously with much sadness.

“All is well. God knows the hour, day and month, Christ Jesus knows the seconds. Amen.”

“Amen.” They said in unison.

The coffins were slowly lowered and Flora’s husband – Mike Cannon, requested his son to ‘place a flower’ at their beloved.

Jerry White ‘politely’ dropped red rose flowers on Flora’s coffin. “Goodbye maa. I love you.”

A paparazzi took more pictures closer at Jerry.

(  “Here we go again.”  ) The county Sherriff sighed and headed to the female paparazzi. “Show some little respect.”

“Only just another pic...”

“Respect, please?”

The paparazzi backed off.

“Sorry about that Jerry.”

He nodded.

The sherriff walked towards Mike Cannon and offered a greet.

They shook hands.

“My condolences.”

Mike Cannon held her little daughter’s hand. “They say it’s part of destiny’s plan.”

“Won’t say I can feel you ‘cause ‘the owner of an Addidas’ knows where it fits him best, but I’m really sorry for your loss.”

“Don’t worry, The Heavens got it under control.”

“Always in control. ... I’m the sherriff...Stefan Rings. Remember me?” He removed the black shades.

Mike glimpsed at him and a sudden ‘balanced’ recall clicked in him. “Yeah. We went the same high school together, right? We used to call you Gasoline.”

“I’m still the Gas.”

“Your ‘birth-name’ maybe?” 

“Precisely.” 

“It was always creepy.”

The county Sherriff smiled and wore back the shades. “You planning staying here for a short while?”

“At the cemetery, nope. It will affect my Rose lots. But in MalleyView, I’m back for good...a fresh start from the old good.”

“That’s soo fine, atleast a healing for the kids shall do great hoping.”

“Me too.”

“You’re welcome.”

“I bet I should get going.”

“At your service anytime.” Sherriff Gasoline showed him off to their grey Aston Martin.

Jerry White followed as he bid ‘moment goodbyes’ to his cousins.

Half-a-month later

Frankfort, Kentucky

Five movers removed brown and white wrapped boxes from a Volva truck and diligently moved them into Mike Cannons’ ‘reservoir’ house in sequences.

“I was born here daddy?” Little Rose LynnAnne stood by the Mahogany-braided entrance door alongside her brother.

“Nope,” Mike kindly pointed to the cellar to direct one male mover where to take a large Heliz lamp, “in Kenya, though I now hate that country sometimes.”

“Why?”

(  “Should I tell her it’s full of whores? Not quite fine.”- ) “ ’Cause of it’s bad corrupt government.”

“Owh, such a bad government and an exam system.”

“Yap, you shouldn’t never be bad to anyone.”

“I will never, promise.”

“And neither be ‘corrupt’ to a man.”

“Promise-promise.”

Mike grinned. “So you already have a b-f?”

Little Rose giggled in some mild embarrassments.

“It ain’t bad.” Jerry smiled. “I already know him by-the-ways.”

“Shit, I shouldn’t have used your phone Jerry.”

“No bad-mouths dear, you promised that.”

“Sorry daddy.”

“Anyways, what’s his name?”

“Wellington Trump.”

“Never ever be ‘corrupt at him’,” the father gave a noble fatherly advisory, “nor to maybe the precise fiancé The Heavens shall bless you with. Be ‘humble’, but don’t do what us grown-ups do with him for now.”

“I promise.”

“Promise-promise?”

“Promise-promise-promise.”

Mike grinned more.

“Where did you learn about a bad exam system in Kenya?” Jerry asked.

“I have a friend who relocated from Kenya and she told our teacher that she lost her dearest cousin through cideSui ‘cause of an exam called KNEC that tortures heads of many countless students. Complains have always been raised over the issue but the governing body isn’t willing to completely abolish it – was to be pulled down by twenty-twenty-one, now it has been pushed to twenty-twenty-seven. “The little one sighed.” You see, this exam only does favors fewest and wrecks the large unfortunate. Determined student spends all the energy and ample time on a course, never parties nor hangs out, and puts all efforts to study for the exam to excel. Afterwards, KNEC there ‘hits soo badly the unfortunate student on the head’ with regular refers – their retake exams, and that student even lacks job opportunities...ends up on a ‘suicidal path’ later-on.” 

Jerry engraved back his enquiry.

Another mover carrying a box inscribed Flowers leaned on the door’s knob. “Where can this go?”

“Wait a minute.” Mike peeped at the box then glanced at Jerry. “Where should your mum’s clothes be taken?”

“You’re the one who fuckin’ wanted to move, not me.”

“Jerry?” Little Rose raised a surprised eyebrow.

Their father was much astonished – likewise for the mover. He peeped at him. “You can leave it here.”

“Okay.” The mover laid the box on the terrazzo floor adjacent little Rose.

A lady politely called out “Mike?” at the small lawn stairs.

He looked to the direction of the voice.

“I’m soo excited you accepted my request.” She headed for the door.

He gazed at her for long seconds.

“What? Have I dressed inappropriately?” The lady glanced at herself then back at Mike.

He sighed. “Not at all, you’re fine, just that you sound different from the call. We’re glad to have you.”

“Who might she be?” Little Rose tapped daddie’s right arm.

He glimpsed at the prettie little one. “Our new nannie.”

“Owh, welcome.”

“There you are,” the lady squatted next to the little one, “adorable Rosey. Thank you.”

“Aaawwwww.” The little one blushed.

“Tell you something.”

“Aah-hah.”

“You are more beautiful than in the photos I saw.”

Little Rose LynnAnne blushed much more. “Thanks.”

“Anytime.” The lady stood up.

Suddenly, a mover taking a table to the second floor missed a step and a flower vase came rolling down the stairs.

“Watch out.” The lady gently pulled the little one before it could hit her on the feet.

The rest dodged their legs and the vase hit the white box, making it to tumble over and spill out a fancy twinkling Dolce & Gabbana sleeveless dress and an Addidas cap.

“Wow, looks fabulous.” The lady picked the dress.

Jerry swiftly grabbed it from her hands. “Made her ‘go nuts’. My mum didn’t love her personal things being touched by strangers.”

The little one stared at her brother ‘in a brisk’. “Jeeez, Jerry?”

“Oops, my bad. I’m sorry sir.” The lady looked at Mike Cannon with an apologetic look.

Father and son exchanged eye-glances.

Morning of a Monday

While making arrangement for his Feraz mountain bike be dropped at KeyNapp Institute Senior School, Jerry saw his dad enter his vet-van to leave for work.

“Wait for me.” He opened the mickle porch’s door and closed it, then he slid his cream iPhone in his khaki trouser’s pocket, got into the large Porsche van, and the passenger door closed automatically.

“Want to see how my former office is?”

“Before I leave for school.”

“No prob, that’s cool.” Mike Cannon ignited the engine and drove off to YourPetOurLove Vet Care. 
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They arrived and the receptionist ushered them in as cats, Lynxes, Cougars and Coyotes meowed and howled softly in their neatly-maintained ‘zoo-rooms’.

“Wonderful as it has always been.”

“Chief of the old block, you’re back. It has been quite a-while...almost nearing ‘a time’. Nice to see you again sir.”

Jerry was much enticed by a little Timberwolf he saw affront them gnawing through the bars. “I keep him?”

“You work with Nicole here this coming weekend and he be all yours.”

“Deal.”

The receptionist smiled. “As how it used to be some Saturdays, I’ll be happy of your assistance before you return to Cali.”

“We are here for good.”

“What?”

Mike seconded his son. “We ain’t returning to California again.”

“Awesoooome, super news on a Monday. Welcome back to Kentucky.”

A white lynx scratched on the wooden entrance door and entered aggressively, and behind it, a teen managed to finally get much control of it in chains. “Eazy...eazy-eazy Zoey.”

“Told you,” a voice uttered outside then Sherriff Gasoline made his way into the vet care, “to go to the fuckin’ woods.”

“She’s just scratched paa.”

“Hello Sheriff.” The receptionist greeted.

He waved and greeted Mike. “We meet again sir.”

“We indeed do.” He grinned then shifted a view at the lynx. “Hi Zoey.” He kneeled nearer it.

“Careful, she bites.”

“That’s now rude paa.” The teen shrugged and glanced at the chief vet doctor. “She doesn’t.”

“Can tell she won’t bite me. Hold on,” Mike glimpsed at the teenager on a ‘thorough pupils’ snap’, “do I know you?”

“We were once student-mates with him dad.” Jerry hiccupped.

“Need some clench?” The pretty receptionist gave him a glass of water.

He drank to his ‘medicinal satisfaction’ then gave back the receptionist the Cicor glass. “Thanks.”

“Welcome.” She placed the glass atop a small LG microwave.

Jerry held the little Timberwolf upon opening its ‘zoo-room’.

“When I was young,” Sherriff Gasoline smiled, “I thought wolves were boys and lynxes were the girls.”

“How then do lynxes have kids?” The teen frowned.

“Shut that fuck up Creed Jayson!” Sherriff Gasoline bellowed.

The receptionist stared at him and the teen simultaneously.

On-going hours...

Lecturer Whitley thought of another additional assignment. “Anyone tell me savior-ship to Titanic?”

A student raised her hand.

“Yes Amanda?”

“Olympic.”

“No...not really.”

Another student raised his hand.

“Yap Kellstone?”

“Must be Britannic, she was the sister.”

“Nope.”

“Kellstone, like if the ships were humans you fucking moron?” A voice echoed at the left-edge of the lecture room.

The class laughed.

“Silence.” The lecturer drenched an order. “Justin, see me after this.”

Few students laughed, then one at the backbench raised her hand.

The lecturer pinpointed for an answer.

“It was me.”

More laughter filled the lecture room.

Lecturer Whitley awaited the laughs to simmer down then she ‘acclaimed’ the student. “Rammtinas Carpathia is correct, it was the R-M-S Carpathia.”

“No waaaay Carp,” Rachel – who sat adjacent Rammentinas, gently knocked her on
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