Tim Miller


I was walking through the bad part of town, the place where all of the Squirrelies and Birdies hang out.  I was taking a shortcut, and I knew my girlfriend would yell at me for it if she ever found out.  She thought the Squirrelies were too dangerous, but I knew better.  It was the Birdies you had to watch out for.

So while I was walking, I was watching out.  As I turned onto a familiar corner, things didn’t seem quite right.  I got the strangest feeling that something bad was about to happen (I have a seventh sense about these kinds of things).  I knew he was coming before I actually felt him.


I couldn’t see him or hear him, but I could feel his pitiful presence before as he drew within range.  I tensed.  He was definitely a Birdie.  I could tell that much even though his presence was still faint.  I wondered what kind he was.  Hawky?  Vulty? Baldy?  Pidgy?  (Pidgies can be much more dangerous than you might think.)


I could feel him loud and clear now.  That meant he was no less than ten feet behind me, and possibly closer.  I had felt his signal growing stronger as he approached, but now that it had passed, I didn’t know if he was still moving towards me.  


I turned around slowly and relaxed a little.  The guy was a Ducky.  He was pretty far gone, too.  He made a depressing quacking noise at me and did something that must have seemed like a waddle to him.  


He looked at me hopefully.  “Feed?” he quacked pathetically.


“No feed,” I said coolly.  I almost gave him a gentle nudge to encourage him to go away, but I thought better of it.  It was always best not to touch a mind like that if you could possibly avoid it.


He looked confused for a moment, but then he nodded and waddled away.

Suddenly my mind was not my own.  The memory exploded into my head before I could even try to block it.  I hadn’t expected that he might transmit a memory.  I was getting careless, and I would hear it from her for sure.
The setting was peaceful.  There were luscious greens and deep blues all around.  Sunlight sparkled on the surface of the pond, and a small grove of trees stood humbly on a tiny grassy hill.  On the hill sat a boy and his mother.  Several ducks were gathered around them.  The little boy was tossing them bread.  His mother patted his hand and gave him some more bread to throw.  He laughed and lunged at some of the ducks.  They scattered but quickly returned when he offered more bread.  His mother stroked his hair and he smiled.  He smiled at the ducks and he smiled at his mother.  Finally he ran out of bread and he threw up his hands happily.  His work was done.  Now was time for rest.  He curled up peacefully in the shade of the trees and fell asleep within minutes.  His mother watched him lovingly.
As the memory finished playing in my mind, I realized that I had seen it all from the point of view of one of the ducks.

I turned back and stared at the man.  “No feed,” I repeated firmly.  Sullen and dejected, he departed down an alley.

I shook my head and continued on my way.  That poor son-of-a-duck.
