(Pa! Come see this giant bird.) Once upon a time, in a house near away, I decided to enter a writing contest. My entry went like this:

(Get my gun, son. I going to shoot this oversized crow as a gift for your ma.). It was the rainiest of times, it was the sunniest of times; I was trapped (in my house), I was free (on the net); I could type a story, I could not write a story, and it went like this:

(Bang.) I ain’t going to enter no contest. I ain’t able to write. I ain’t writing this:

(Husband! Have you seen my so sexy lingerie?) I heard about a fun writing contest, so I asked the men in white suits to loosen the straps on my suits’ arm area so I could write and to give me a piece of paper. On the back of the list of reasons I should stay in the Institution, I wrote this:

(No but I will ask Son. Son, have… Son? Son!) A came across a fork in the road, so I seated myself down and wrote this:


(I’ll help you look for it once I finished taking care of something. It’s for you.) Beware, Aliens are taking over and I’m the only one fighting them. Here is my account:

(No! This isn’t a crow. Son!)   

