ALL THAT I NEED


By Angel


(NOTE: This is for all the people who think their differences really matter, when in God's eye's and in the eye's of true friends, you're perfect just the way you are. If you have a friend who doesn't like you because you're different, then he/she isn't a friend at all. Seek out the friends that wont label you for your differences, and you'll find joy. I know I did, and in this story, so did Davy.)





1965:


Davy sat out on the verendah steps, resting his elbow's on his knees and letting his hands dangle in between his leg's, watching the sunset. The light breeze whifted around him and ruffled his hair slightly, but it didn't bother him. He had no idea where the others were, but at this point, he didn't really care all that much, is was better that he was alone. The last thing he needed was to talk to anyone right now. He loved moment's like this, where everything was quiet and he could just sit and watch the ocean and really feel free, but the thought's in his head were ruining the beauty of it all.........





1962:


Davy strolled over to the mailbox near the road and opened it, whisteling to himself as he pulled out the small pile of letters. He shut the door and started back tword the small, run-down house he shared with a guy who had just moved in a couple day's ago. He was a strange guy, a good five or six years older then Davy, but that didn't matter. Davy was glad he had moved in, he wouldn't have been able to stay if he hadn't. He was too young to officially own a house by himself, plus the rent was way to high, and his job would never have covered it for long, even if he did work both shift's.  


Once inside, he dropped the two bill's on the table in the kitchen, which was also a dining room, and then looked blankly down at the third one. He toar it open and slid out a fancy card, which read "Happy Birthday!" On the front in glittery letters. Davy's eye's went wide, a birthday card? It was his birthday!? He opened it up and read the large print inside. 


"May your birthday be a happy one, to be shared with many friend's". Then a hand written message that said: "To Davy, who we all miss and love. I pray your 16th birthday is one you will remember alway's. Love Dad".  Davy could feel the tears behind his eye's, and he faught to hold them in. He missed his family so much, but he knew that if he went back home, everything he'd already accomplished would go to waste. Plus, he'd end up back in school. He'd left only a year ago to start his own life in America, hoping to succeed in the music buissiness. But so far, he hadn't gotten anywhere. The only thing's he knew how to play were the maracas, a tamborine, and a little guitar, but that was it. Sure, he could sing well enough, but what good was it if he didn't have music? 


I can't believe I forgot about my own birthday, Davy thought to himself as he slid the card back into the envelope and placed it with the others on the table. Five day's ago had been Christmas, nothing too exciting there, either. But still, a birthday isn't just something you forget!


Davy wandered into the kitchen and looked at the calender, then sighed. Is was his birthday alright, to the date! In a couple hours, he'd be sixteen, but what did it matter? He already had his drivers liscense, which he had gotten a couple week's ago, and he was still too young to drink, of course that didn't matter, and it was certainly nothing to look foreward to. So what was the big deal? 





1965:


Now he was going to turn eighteen, and nobody even knew. None of the guy's knew when his birthday was, they didn't think to ask at this point in time because it was also Mike's birthday today, and he didn't plan on telling them, either. Why bother? They'd gotten along for two years without knowing when his birthday was, so why did it matter this year?


You know darn well why it matters, a small voice prodded from the back of Davy's mind. 


If they knew when your birthday was, then they'd know how old you really are. 


It was true, nobody knew how old he was, as far as anyone was concerned, he was somewhere in his early twenties. That's how old he'd been since all four of them had moved in together, and that other guy Davy had lived with kept the house for himself. Nobody knew how old he was, and he planned on keeping it that way. After all, with Mike now being twenty-three, Micky twenty-two, and Peter twenty-five, Davy was the youngest of all of them. And if they ever knew that, along with the fact that they teased him anough about being so short, it would ruin him completely. He felt that he might lose their trust if they knew about his age, and that he might not have the maturety power that he had now. The thing that really got to him was that he was seven years younger then Peter! And half the time he treated Peter like a younger brother, alway's lending a hand and being there to comfort him if he needed it. When it came down to Micky, it made Davy feel stupid to know he was four years younger then his best friend, but it didn't bother him as much as some of the other setback's did. And Mike.....oh boy. If Mike knew how old he was, then he'd have a major advantage if they ever got into another fight like before......


Davy shook his head to rid his mind of the memory, he didn't want to think about that night when he had realized just how mad Mike could get-


"Davy?"


Davy's stomach skyrocketted into his throat and he whirled around, staring wide-eye'd at Peter!


"Good Lo'd, Petah! Don't sneek up on me like that!" He exclaimed, his heart beat slowly returning to it's normal pace. Peter stoud near the door to the house, a worried expression on his face. 


"I'm sorry, Davy. I didn't mean to scare you. (Pause) Watcha doin' out here?" He asked, walking over to sit next to Davy on the step's. Davy turned his gaze back to the ocean as Peter sat. "I dunno, just thinkin', I guess".  "About what?" Leave it to Peter to nag without meaning, Davy thought with an inward grin. "Oh, just home and stuff, wonde'in about me sistah's n'oll. You know me". Davy said, straightening his back and stretching his arm's out above his head. "Of course I do!" Peter said, grinning, and Davy smiled. "Wheh's Mike and Micky?" He asked then. "Inside tryin' t'make dinner". Peter replied. "Trah'ing?" Davy asked, puzzled, and Peter snickered slightly. "Micky said he wanted to try a new recipe and make something special for Mike's birthday". Oh no, Davy groaned inwardly and stoud up. "We'd bettah go make su'eh he doesn't make too big'a mess in theh, it's my night t'clean aftah oll". Davy said as he climbed the few step's to the verendah, with Peter following closely behind him as he went back into the house. 


He figured he should just forget about his birthday and carry on with life the way it was. 


The way he liked it.





"Are you sure you know whatcher doin' in there, Micky?" Mike asked from whare he sat on the couch, reading a book Isabel had gotten him for his birthday. "Of course I do, Mike. Trust me". Micky replied with a wide grin as he began to measure out the right amount mustard! Mike groaned slightly. "Why do I find that hard to do". He mumbled. Of course, he wasn't the best cook himself. Why, aside from Davy, he was probably one of the worst! Micky wasn't a bad cook, in fact, he was probably better at it then any of them, except for Peter and breakfast. But trying to invent something knew was definately not one of Micky's strong side's. 


"Eye, fella's!" Davy chorused as he strolled in through the verendah door, followed by Peter. "Hey, Davy!" Micky greeted back, squirting katchup into a pan. "Hi, guy's". Called Mike, then he looked up at Peter from his book.  "Pete, why dont you help Micky with dinner". He suggested, glancing up briefly from his book. "I don't need any help". Micky said, sounding rather defensive. "But I made breakfast". Peter whined, and Davy rolled his eye's slightly. "You olway's make breakfast". He corrected. "Yeah, I alway's make breakfast, Micky can manage". Peter said. "Of course, dinner would probably turn out alot better if Micky had a good cook to help him". Davy wondered outloud, catching Micky's glear out of the corner of his eye. "But all I know how to do is breakfast". Peter said matter-of-factly as Davy began pushing him into the kitchen. "And this is mo'eh then a bettah chance fo'you to lea'n 'ow t'make dinnah, too!" Davy chimed, getting Peter to stand next to Micky. Then they both saw what was in the pan. "Wot the devil is THAT!" Davy exclaimed in regards to the ugly mixture in the pan. "It's a surprise!" Micky chirped, stuffing the mustard and katchup back into the fridge. "Well, I guess I can't help then-" Peter started as he inched his way out of the kitchen, but Davy caught him by the arm. "Oh no you don't, you've gotta 'elp Micky turn this mess into something edible". He said, pulling Peter back. "Aw, c'mon....."  Peter whined, scrunching up his face in disqust at the contents of the pan. "It's plenty edible!" Micky protested then, sprinkling on the pepper. "Yeah right, Mick". Mike said from the couch. "It's probably not any more edible then Davy is tall". "Hey!!" Davy protested, glearing at Mike, who was hiding his grin with the magazine. "Oh, ok......" Peter mumbled. "That's the spirit!" Davy cheered, patting Peter on the back, and he could tell Peter was trying not to smile. "What do you think this is exactly?" Peter asked in a hush voice, trying not to let Micky, who was digging in the fridge, hear. "In honesty, I think it's a replica of Micky's child'ood". Davy whispered, then walked out into the living room. He could hear Peter giggling behind him. 


Suddenly he stopped. There, on the coffee table sat a few letters, one which Davy could tell was from home because of the stamp! Bloody heck, Davy thought, praying that they hadn't seen it. Making sure that nobody was watching him, he casually strolled up to the coffee table and picked up all the letters, pretending to look at each one. When he came to the letter for him, he glanced over at Mike. Seeing that he wasn't watching, Davy brought the letter around to stick it into his back pocket without being seen


"Watcha got there, Davy?"


Busted.


Davy turned to Mike, who was looked at him questioningly, but as if he were only asking out of boredom. "Nothing, just a letteh from 'ome". Davy said, sticking it completely in his back pocket while he still had the chance. "Aren'tcha gonna read it?" Mike asked then, and Davy could feel his cheeks beginning to burn. "Um....yeah, lateh tonight". Davy tossed the other letters on the coffee table and started for the verendah door. "I'm gonna go fo'a walk. Try not t'make too big a mess, you two". Davy said, opening the door. "But you just came in the house". Mike protested, but his protest's fell on deaf ears as Davy closed the door behind him. He had heard Mike, but didn't want to answere, he had to get out of there before they started asking more question's. He made his way out onto the beach and started walking to his right, making sure he was a good distance away from the Pad before taking out the letter and ripping open the top. He pulled open the nicely decorated card and read the inside: "To a very special birthday boy! Happy Birthday!" And the handwritting: "Dear David, the girl's and I recieved your letter last month and hope your birthday is yet another that you can enjoy. Passing into full manhood is a great privelage, and I'm very proud of you. Happy birthday, son. Love Dad". Davy placed the card back in the envelope and stuck it back into his back pocket. Every time he thought of the fact that he was only just now becoming a man was kind of hard. He'd considered himself a man ever since he'd left Manchester, even though he knew it wasn't true, at least not until now. Davy felt a slight tinge of exitement at that thought, now he didn't have to lie to himself anymore, but his friends.......


"Davy?" 


This time the voice didn't startle him as much, and he turned to see Isabel, Mike's girlfriend, jogging up to him. "Ey, luv". He said, casting her a lazy smile. "Hi, what are you doing out here?" She asked as they started to walk together. "Oh, nothin'. Just thinkin'". Davy replied, slightly kicking the sand as he walked. Naturally, he didn't want to tell her what. That meant he'd have to lie, dangit, he didn't like lying, especially to Isabel. "About your family?" Isabel said it as slightly more of a fact then a question. Well, whadda ya know, Davy thought, she provided the excuse for him, and it was partly the truth! "Yeah". He replied, and Isabel smiled slightly in understanding. "You miss them". She stated matter-of-factly, and Davy nodded. "Ya know, when I was young, I used to pretend my parents were gone on a trip, and that they'd come back some day. Of course, they never did". Isabel said, and Davy looked over at her, slightly surprised. "You did that?" He asked, almost not believing that anybody would put themselves through that. "Yep, it only lasted a month or two before I realized that lying to myself wasn't helping, and I realized that they weren't coming back". "What did your grandmotheh say?" Davy asked, and Isabel smiled. "You think I actually told her? I probably would've gotten the scolding of my life!" She laughed, and Davy laughed with her. Then Isabel turned serious. "You're very lucky Davy". She said, and Davy sighed. "Sometime's I don't think so". Isabel stopped, and pulled Davy to a stop with her. There was something else in there, and she looked at him for a long moment, trying to find out what it was. "Wot?" Davy asked, puzzled, and Isabel put her hand's on his shoulders. This was her friend, she had to help him. "What's wrong, Davy? You can tell me". She said, and Davy looked down at the sand, not wanting to catch her gaze. He knew he was terrible at hiding his feeling's like Mike could, and he was starting to wish Isabel hadn't come out. He didn't want to tell her. "Did someone die?" She asked, and Davy looked up at her, shocked. "No! Heaven's, no!" He'd never forgive himself if something like that happened, and he hadn't been there. "Then what is it?" Isabel asked, almost demanding, and Davy sighed, looking back down at the sand. "Isabel, how old a'you?" He asked, then wanted to shoot himself. Isabel was going to win, he couldn't say anything else. He couldn't! "Twenty-two, but what does that have to do with anything? How old are you?" Drat, thought Davy, you brought this apon yourself you idiot!


"DAAAAAAAVVVYYYYYYY!!!" 


Davy and Isabel both turned to see Micky pelting down the sand tword them. "Hey, Izzy!" He greeted, scooping her up into a big bear hug and twirling her around. "Hi, yourself!" She said, laughing at Micky's antic's. "I thought you we'eh making dinneh?" Davy asked. "Not anymore, it's ready". "That fast!?" Davy asked, wide-eye'd. Hadn't he just left the house!? "Whadda ya mean, fast? You've been gone for a good hour and a half!" Micky exclaimed. "I did? What time is it?" Isabel looked down at her watch. "Almost eight-thirty. I better get going". She said. "We'll walk back with ya!" Micky said, slipping his arm around her shoulders as the three of them started back tword the house. Davy sort of trailed behind them, not meaning to. He could hear them starting a conversation, but wasn't quite paying attention to them as his mind drifted to different thing.......


And before he knew it, they were close to the house, and Micky was waving goodbye to Isabel, who was starting tword her house. "Bye, Izzy!" He called, and Davy waved. "Bye!" He called himself, and Isabel waved back. "Bye, guy's". She stoud and watched as they both started tword the Pad, and she made a mental note to herself to talk to Davy later. He wasn't going to get out of it that easily, and she knew nothing would happen before then, either. The only person who might notice something really wrong that was trying to be hidden by Davy was Peter, and Davy had his way's of getting out of Peter's question's, and they usually worked.





After dinner that night, Mike and Micky sat on the bandstand comparing "notes" with their guitars. Peter had gone upstairs to sleep, everyone figured. Un-noticed, Davy slipped by the garbage can and dropped the card in it, making sure it slid down the side so no one would see it, then walked over to the stairs. "I'm goin' t'bed". He announced, starting up the stairs. "Kay". Micky said, not looking up. "Don't wake Peter". Mike said, also not looking up. 


Davy opened the door and poked his head in, looking around the messy room. Peter sat on his bed at the far end of the room, writing. Davy slipped into the room and closed the door behind him. "Ey, Petah". He greeted, walking over to his bed, which was the closest to the door. "Oh, hey Davy". Peter said, looking up briefly to smile at his friend before turning back to his writing. "Wotcha doin'"? Davy asked, pulling off his shoes and stuffing them under the bed. "Writing a letter home". Peter replied, pausing to think of what to write next. "Hm". Davy said, pulled off his sock's and laying them on a pile of clothes from yesterday, then he got up and moved to his dressor, opening the top drawer and pulled out a pair of boxers. He went into the bathroom then and shut the door. 


After a moment, he emerged from the bathroom, clothes in hand, wearing nothing but the boxers. He tossed the clothes onto the pile and hopped onto his bed, pulling the sheet's up over his leg's, then he paused and watched as Peter signed his name at the bottom of the paper, then placed it on the nightstand, along with the pencil. "You goin' t'bed?" Davy asked, and Peter nodded, standing to pull the covers back. Only then did Davy realize that Peter was already wearing his orange pajama's with the blue bunny in the corner. "Wh'eh's ye'cap?" Davy asked, noticing that Peter didn't have the little orange hat on. "Lost it". Peter said, climbing into the bed and pulling the covers up over his body as he laid down, as did Davy, then Peter reached up and turned off the lamp, causing the entire room to turn dark. The two lay there in the darkness for a long while, and Davy was just starting to doze off when the door opened and Mike entered, followed by Micky, who closed the door behind him. Even though Davy couldn't see them in the dark, he could hear them, or Micky, to be exact. Mike wasn't making much noise, but Micky was making more noise then a semi! "Keep it down, Micky!" Mike hissed. "I'm tryin-" Micky's voice was cut off and Davy heard a thump, then a groan from Micky. He burried his face in his pillow to hide the giggles, then he heard Peter shifting in his sleep, and everyone in the room froze until Peter was still again. "You ding-bat!" Mike scolded before walking into the bathroom and closing the door, and Davy got a zany idea. Carefully, he reached over and snatched the pillow off of Mike's bed. He sat up slightly and narrowed his eye's, letting them adjust fully to the darkness so that he could see. He spotted Micky standing by his dressor, and hurled the pillow in that direction. 


POW


"WHA-"


Micky jumped two feet, falling back against the dressor and knocking off most of what was on top of it with a great crash! Davy was laughing histarically into his pillow, praying that Micky couldn't hear him. "What the blazes-" "What's goin' on out there?" Came Mike's voice from behind the bathroom door. Micky paused, listening, and caught Davy's giggles. "So, thought that was real funny, did you?" He asked, then leapt headlong onto Davy bed, tackling him. Davy cried out with part-fear, part-laughter. 


"Wha-" Peter sat up in bed, trying to adjust his eye's to the dark, and he could hear the comotion at the other end of the room. Micky pushed Davy off the bed, and he landed on the floor with a with a great thump. Micky touk no time jumping off the bed and landing on top of him, tackling him down. Of course, Davy wouldn't go down that easily, he faught back with his own little methed. "NO!!" Micky cried, curling away from Davy's lethel tickles!


"What the heck's goin' on out here!?" Mike yelled, opening the bathroom door and letting light spill into the room. Davy jumped back into his bed and pulled the sheet's up, pretending to sleep just before Mike walked out, in his boxers, clothes in hand. He looked down at Micky, who was recovering from being severly tickled, and shook his head. "Man-"


"What's going on?" Peter asked from the other end of the room, and Mike looked over at him. "Nothin', man. Go back to sleep". Peter didn't protest, but instead flopped back down onto the pillow. "Now see, ya woke up Peter, what's e'matter with you, Micky?" Mike scolded in a harsh whisper, tossing his clothes across the room and not caring whare they landed as Micky got to his feet. "Davy was tickling me!" Micky protested, pointing at the "Sleeping" man in the bed by the door. Mike looked down at Davy, and cold see the conflict in his face as he tried desperately to keep a straight face. He shook his head and walked over to his own bed. "You guy's....." His sentance whifted into the air, and Davy face broke into a smile. Micky walked over to the bathroom, mumbling something under his breath as he switched off the light, then walked over and got into his own bed.





The next afternoon, Micky sat behind his drumset, expierementing a little, when Isabel walked in through the front door. The was normal, she was over there so often when she wasn't at work that she no longer needed to knock. "Hey, Izzy!" Micky greeted, then did the one liner drum riff, smiling. Isabel rolled her eye's. "Hi, Micky. Whare's everybody else?" She asked. "Around". Micky replied with a neglectant shrug. "Mike!!!" Isabel called at top volume, and Micky cringed, sticking a finger in his ear. "I can now say that I'm officially deaf". He mumbled, and Isabel cast him a sarcastic smile, just as Mike came out of the downstairs bathroom. "Hi!" He greeted, pulling her into a light kiss. He wasn't really one to display much effection in public. "Whater you doin' over here? I thought you had to work?" He asked then. "I touk the day off, there's something I need to do". Isabel answered, purposely not saying anything else right away. "Oh, and what would that be?" Mike asked with a teasing smile. "Nothing that concern's you". Isabel stated, practically pushing him tword the verendah door. "Huh?" Mike wondered outloud, opening the verendah door before Isabel pushed him into it. Isabel turned her head at the sound of Micky snickering behind his drumset. "C'mon, Micky. You too". She said. "What!?" Micky exclaimed. "Now hold on just a second!" Mike argued, twisting around out of her push. "You mind telling me exactly why you're throwing us out of our own house?" He asked/demanded, crossing his arm's in front of his chest. "Actually, I do. Now go". With that, she shoved him completely out the door. Then she grabbed Micky by the sleeve of his shirt and pulled him off his chair and out the door. "Hey!" He protested, but Isabel didn't listen. "Now go find something else to do and come back later, I'll be done then". With that, she shut the door. "Done with what!?" Mike yelled, but she didn't listen, only walked away. Mike cursed under his breath and stomped down the verendah step's and onto the sand, walking off. Micky stood dumbfounded for a moment, then smiled. He tore his shirt off and leapt down the verendah step's, tword the water!





"Peter!!" Isabel called, walking around the downstairs of the house. Finding he wasn't downstairs, she climbed the tornado stairs and knocked on the bedroom door. "Who is it?" Came the British accent from inside. "Are you dressed?" She asked. "Well, it is two in the aftahnoon". Davy answered sarcastically. "But-" Before he could finish telling her not to come in yet, she entered to see him sitting cross-legged on his bed, writting. "Hi!" She said, walking into the room and closing the door. "'Ello". Davy replied without his usual enthusiasme. Isabel crossed over the his bed and sat down on the edge in front of him. "How are you?" She asked, and Davy looked quizzically at her. ".........Fine.........Why?" He asked suspiciously. "I was just wondering". Isabel said innocently, and Davy sighed frustratingly. "Isabel, why did you come up he'eh?" He asked, and Isabel gave him a serious look. "Davy, something's bothering you, or was, and I want to know what it is". Davy looked away, not answering, and Isabel frowned. I'm not telling her, Davy thought firmly. "David Thomas Jones, look at me"! Isabel demanded, she was not going to put up with this. She didn't kick Mike and Micky out of the house for nothing, she was going to get answeres. "You'eh not me motheh". Davy mumbled, just before Isabel snatched away the paper he had been writing on! Davy looked up in horror, she had his letter home!! "Give that back!!" He yelled, launching foreward and trying to grab it, but Isabel jumped off the bed, away from him. "Not until you tell me what's wrong". She stated. It was then that Davy realized his fault. You stupid dummy, he inwardly scolded, if you'd have just played stupid, and convinced her nothing was wrong, then she would leave you alone, but now she'll never leave! "Come on, Isabel. Give it back, please?" He pleaded desperately, knowing that all she had to do was read it, and she'd know the truth. He hated this, she was a good four years older then him, and this whole situation made his situation even worse, and he wouldn't stand for it!


"Is anybody here?"


Peter's call from downstairs caught Isabel's attention just long enough for Davy to jump up and snatch the letter out of her hand. Thank God for Peter, Davy thought. "Hey!" Isabel protested. "Davy, I'm just trying to help-" "I don't need any 'elp, I'm fine!! Just leave me alone!!" Davy yelled, rushing to the door and throwing it open, running out so that he wouldn't have to see the evident hurt in Isabel's eye's. He hadn't meant to treat her that way, but he didn't have a choice!


"Davy, what's wrong?" Peter asked, seeing Davy leaping down the stairs, and the mixture of emotion's displayed on his face. "Nothing, I'm fine". Davy replied, throwing open the front door and walking out, slamming it behind him. Peter stood near the stairs, staring at the door whare Davy had just been, a worried look on his face. Then he turned at a sound from upstairs and saw Isabel walking slowly down the steps. "Isa, what happened?" He asked, seeing the hurt in her eye's. "Nothing, don't worry about it, Peter". She tried to reasure him. "Too late for that". He stated matter-of-factly, and Isabel couldn't help but give a shaky smile. "It'll be fine, Davy just need's some time by himself I guess". She said, but Peter didn't look convinced, so she decided to shange the subject. "Mike and Micky are outside, you wanna help me find'em?" She asked, heading for the verendah door, and Peter followed her. "Yeah, I guess so". He said. 





Davy walked around the house and out onto the sand, kicking it out in front of him as he walked. Why had he done that? He'd blown up in Isabel's face for no reason, and had probably hurt her feeling's. And the only way he'd really be able to repair the damage he'd done would be to tell her everything, which he would not do. And now Peter knew there was something wrong, too! Oh, if only she'd left him alone!!


Then Davy realized that he was still clutching the almost finished letter to his dad and sisters in his left hand, and in a single bout of frustration, he crumpled it up with both hands and hurdled it out into the water. "Screw it oll!!" He yelled, and he could feel his anger inside, and he didn't want it. Was it really worth getting this upset over? Maybe he should've just told her-


No, that would ruin everything. It would destroy the trust his friend's had in him, it would ruin what little power he had in the group, Mike would probably be furious that he'd lied, well, they'd all probably be pretty upset because he'd lied. He'd probably lose the faith Peter had in him, it would put a real cramp in him and Micky's friendship, they's know he was four years younger then Isabel, and two or three inches taller then her! And it was all because of his age. It just wasn't fair! 


Davy stoud for a long while, his anger and frustration growing and dying spontaniously, then he kicked hard at the sand, sending most of it into the water, and turned, storming off of the beach. But had he looked to the right when he came out, he'd have noticed Micky in the water further down the beach, watching him!


As soon as Davy was gone, Micky touk the opportunity at full and swam over to the water in front of the spot whare Davy had been. He then began looking for whatever it was that Davy had thrown. Once finding the soaking wet, barely floating piece of paper, he swam to the closest spot in the water whare he could stand. Then he flattened out the paper carefully and began to read the pencil writing. Thank God he didn't use a pen, Micky thought with relief, but soon this thought was ignored as he read further what was written. Davy had a birthday? When? Why didn't he say anything? 


Paper in hand, Micky went to shore and started for the Pad.





Isabel opened the door to her house and walked in, closing it behind her and leaning against it. Never before had Davy ever yelled at her, but she figured she deserved it. She hadn't had any right in taking that Paper, whatever it had been. But she only wanted to know what was wrong with him, she was worried about him. Whatever this was all about was apparently eating at him inside, and she couldn't just stand by and watch. 


A knock at the door brought Isabel back to reality, and she opened it to come face to face with Mike. "All right, missy. You've got some explaining to do". He said. "Gee, no "hi" or "hello"? Isabel said, turning and walking into the living room, and Mike closed the door and followed her. "Not for people who kick me out of my own house". He stated flatly. Isabel sat down at the far end of the couch, and Mike sat next to her. "Sorry, I had to talk to Davy". She said, and Mike cast her a puzzled look, which she answered. "He's got somethin' on his mind, but he won't tell me what it is".  "Whadda ya mean? He seemed fine yesterday". Mike said. "That's just it, he's trying to hide whatever it is that's bugging him". Isabel replied, and Mike gave a long sigh. "Well, I guess I'll just have to talk to him-" "Oh no you don't!" Isabel cut him off mid sentence. "I've seen you two fight, you'd probably end up braking something valueble, like a bone or something". She retorted then, and Mike leaned back against the couch. "Well, maybe-" He started, but was cut off again, this time by the phone. Isabel got up to get it. "Hello?"


"Izzy, it's Micky". Came Micky's voice at the other end. 


"Oh, hi Micky. What's up?" At this, Mike got up from the couch and came to stand near Isabel. 


"Did you know it was Davy's birthday?"


"Davy's birthday!?" Isabel almost shouted. "How do you know?"


Micky proceeded to tell her about Davy on the beach and the letter he had found, and Isabel listened intently. The letter I touk, she thought to herself. 


"What is it, Isa?" Mike asked, not being able to hear. 


"Hold on a minute". Isabel said, then turned back to the phone. "Micky, is Davy there?" 


"No, he's gone". 


"Is Peter there?"


"Yeah, he's standin' right here, why?"


Well, there goes keeping the secret, Isabel thought. 


"Listen, don't tell Davy you know about this, ok?"


"Why?"


"Just trust me, ok, Micky?"


"Yeah, sure". 


"Ok, I'll talk to ya later, bye". She hung up the phone before Micky even had a chance to say goodbye, turned to Mike, and told him everything. "What should we do?" She asked when she was finished, and Mike stoud thinking for a moment. "You could try and talk to him again". He finally suggested, but Isabel shook her head. "No, I'd rather not". She said, she wasn't sure what she'd do if Davy blew up at her like that again. "Well, I can't talk to him, like you said. Plus, I'm not very good with that sorta thing, anyway. Micky might be able to?" "Yeah, maybe, but I'm not sure how good Micky would be with the whole thing". Isabel said. "Think Peter could try?"  "I don't know, he doesn't really know much about this whole situation. Maybe if we just left him alone......" Isabel seemed to trail off, and they stoud there in silence for a long while, not saying anything. "Well, someone's gotta talk to him". Mike concluded. "Mike, maybe we should just leave him alone". Isabel suggested, but Mike shook his head. "No, somethin' gotta be done. I guess I'll go home and talk to the guy's, maybe they'll have some idea's. You comin'?" Mike looked expectantly at Isabel, but she shook her head lightly. "No, I've got some stuff to work on for Greg tomorrow". She said as she followed Mike to the door. "Alright. I'll call ya if anything happens". Mike said, then paused and looked at Isabel for a moment. "He'll be fine, Mary-belle". He pulled her into a deep kiss, and Isabel rested in his arm's for the briefest of moment before he released her and turned to go. "Good luck". She said, and Mike cast her his usual lazy, half-smile, then shut the door and headed across the yard to the Pad. 





As it turned out, nothing happened that night, nor did anything happen during the next three week's. Nobody saw any change in Davy, he just acted like his normal self. He had gone to Isabel two day's after the day she had confronted him, and apolagized, saying that he hadn't ment to yell, and that he would never intentionally hurt her feeling's. Isabel had accepted his apolegy, but hadn't said anything about his birthday. She was still very worried about him after almost a month, but never let on to him that she was. Mike was still pretty worried about it as well, but he didn't let it on to anybody. Micky wasn't too worried, but deep in the back of his mind, he was scared for his friend. He had never seen Davy so upset as he was that day on the beach. He never said anything though, after Izzy and Mike's request not to. It seemed now that he had forgotten completely about the whole thing. Peter, on the other hand, everybody knew had forgotten about it. They weren't even sure that he knew much about the whole mess. Only Peter knew something that the rest of them had no idea of......





Peter had found the birthday card in the trash about a week after he heard Micky talking on the phone to Isabel. He had seen the glitter and bright color of the card through the thin, white plastic of the garbage bag, and decided to see what it was, not knowing what he'd find. So, that was why Davy was acting the way he had been, and why he'd yelled at Isabel to leave him alone. Only, It didn't quite register in Peter's mind why Davy would be so upset about something like this. 





It was late in the evening, after everybody had eaten dinner, that Micky decided to take the leap and talk to Davy. Even though he knew Mike and Isabel didn't want him to, he couldn't stand this not knowing. And besides, Mike and Isabel were over at her house, and Peter was upstairs, sleeping no doubt, so it would just be him and Davy. 


Micky strolled casually into the living room, whare Davy sat on the couch practicing on Micky guitar. He only new a few simple chords, but, of course, that's why he was practicing. Micky walked over and plopped down next to Davy, smiling. "Hi!" He sang, and Davy looked up at him with a tired smile. ""Ey, Micky". He said, then turned back to the guitar. "Watcha doin'?" Micky asked then, as if he didn't know. "Tryin' t'practice. I'm not very good, em'I?" Davy half-joked. "Actually, you're pretty good for a begginer". Micky said. "Yeah, I began a couple yea'eh's ago, talk about progress". He joked again, and Micky chuckled slightly. He wasn't good at starting a serious talk at all. Sure he did ok when he was talking to someone, but as of right now, that wasn't happening. He figured maybe the best methed would be to hint at some thing's. "Say, when's your birthday?" 


TWANG


Davy hit a major sour note and looked up at Micky with slightly wide eye's, before calming slightly. He couldn't let anything out, not now. Dang it, he was doing so well, too!


"Em........Why d'you ask?" Davy asked, definately hesitating. "Well, I was thinkin' about how Mike's birthday just passed about a month ago, and how Peter's birthday is comin' up in a couple week's or so, and it accured to me that.....well.....I don't ever remember selebrating a birthday of yours". Micky explained, then looked over at Davy, and felt a tight knot form in his stomach. Davy was now sort of hunched over the guitar, staring point-blank at the floor, with a sick look on his face, along with a display of a large mixture of emotions. "Hey, what's e'matter, pal?" Micky asked, slipping the guitar out of Davy's grasp and setting it aside on the floor. "Nothing, I'm just tired". Davy answered, still not looking at Micky, but continuing to stare at the floor instead. "Did I say somethin' wrong?" Micky asked, knowing he probably did. Yes, thought Davy. No, you can't blow up, not now, he's your best friend, Davy told himself. "No, it's olright.(Pause) I don't feel so good, Micky". He said, and it was the truth, he had suddenly felt very sick to his stomach, and had the feeling that he knew why. Now he looked up at Micky, and gave a weak smile. "I'm gonna go on t'bed, ok?" He said, standing. "Oh, ok". Micky said, and watched as Davy moved over to the stairs and climbed them, dissapearing inside the bedroom. He sighed and slumped back against the couch, so that's why Mike'n Isa didn't want me to say anything, he thought with dismay.





Peter looked up from whare he sat on his bed, re-lacing one of his shoes, and saw Davy coming into the room. "Hi!" He greeted with a smile, and Davy gave a little wave and smile in greeting as he sat down on his bed. "You goin' t'bed?" Peter asked, and Davy nodded. Peter frowned and looked at the clock on the wall. "But it's only eight thirty?" Peter stated, puzzled, and Davy looked up at the clock to confirm that fact, but he didn't really care. "Are you ok, Davy?" Peter asked then. "Yeah". Davy mumbled, pulling off his shoes and tossing them carelessly onto the floor. "You sure, is somethin' buggin' you?" Davy looked up at Peter for a moment, and sighed. "No, Petah. I'm fine". He said rather flatly as he pulled off his sock's and tossed them aside as well. Then he stoud and got a pair of boxer out of his dressor and headed for the bathroom, closing the door behind him. Peter sighed and turned back to what he was doing. Maybe he should say something. It's not that big of a deal anyway, is it? Peter let his mind drift as he worked on his shoe, and he absent mindedly began singing "Daydream Believer". 


Davy sat down heavily on the bathtub edge and put his head in his hands. Was he making too big of a deal out of this?


"Dang this 'ole bloody mess". He mumbled, closing his eye's and trying to make it all melt away. It was all so stupid! The fact that he was so blasted young, the fact that he'd been lying to his best friends, his only friends, for three years! The fact that they all thought he was in his twenties, everything!! He hadn't had a birthday party in six years, and the only person he could blame was himself! 


Davy paused, he could hear Peter in the bedroom moving about, and singing something. He listened for a moment, that was his song! Only it sounded odd to hear it coming from Peter. Davy sat for a long time and just listened to Peter sing, letting it rest his mind a little. Once he realized that Peter had stopped, he stoud and began to change, not realizing how long he had been sitting there. 


When he walked out of the bathroom, he saw that Peter was in his pajama's and in bed. He looked up at the clock, he had been in the bathroom for a good hour and fourty-five minutes!!


"Is everything alright, Davy?" Peter asked, also noting how long Davy had been in the bathroom. 


"Petah, I'm fine!!" Davy shouted, not knowing why he was getting upset. Peter drew back slightly, even though he was clear at the other end of the room. Davy word's had bitten down on him, and hard! Davy looked away and muttered a curse under his breath, then after a moment, he looked back up at Peter. "I'm sorry, Petah". He said, but Peter only nodded slightly. "I didn't mean t'yell at you like that". He continued as Peter laid down and pulled the covers up to his neck. "You......you fo'give me, don't you?" Davy asked, and Peter nodded again, then turned around so that he was facing the wall, with his back to Davy. It wasn't meant as a sign that Davy was un-forgiven, just that he wanted to go to sleep and pretend that it had never happened. Davy stoud for a moment and watched Peter with sorrowful eye's, how could he be so cruel!?


After a moment, he got into his bed, and Peter only turned around to turn out the lamp, the entire time averting his eye's from Davy's, which were boring on him painfully, and he could feel it. As soon as he turned out the light, he turned back around, and the room was dark. Davy lay on his back, staring up at the ceiling. How could he have done that? Peter had never in his life done anything against Davy, and come to think of it, neither had Davy, until now. This whole stupid mess was going to ruin all his friendship's, and he knew it! First Isabel, now Peter, next it would probably be Micky, then Mike. This was rediculas!


Davy closed his eye's tightly and faught to hold in any sign of tears. He would not cry!


Just then, Davy heard a small noise from across the room, and his eye's snapped open. Peter was crying! He had made Peter cry!! And he had made it his job as a friend years ago to prevent Peter from crying, now he was the cause of it.


And there it was.


One small tear rolled down the side of Davy's face, he couldn't fight it anymore. 


He had to get out!





The next morning, Saterday, Mike came downstairs, wearing only a pair of jeans, to see Davy on the bandstand, wearing jeans and a grey t-shirt and polishing one of his maracas. "Hi, Davy". He said, walking into the kitchen and starting a pot of coffee. Davy didn't answere, and after a moment of realizing this, Mike looked over at him strangly. "You ok, pal?" He asked, and Davy jumped to his feet, dropping the maraca and the rag he had been polishing with. "'Ow did I know you we'gonna ask that!" He stormed, and Mike looked a little surprised. "Whoa, calm down, man! All I did was ask if you were a'right". Mike protested, getting a little edgy himself, but he had to contain any anger that might rise, and he knew why. "Yeah, that's whot ever'e'body keep's asking me! Why don't you just leave me alone, I'm fine!" Just then, Isabel walked in, and seeing the look on Davy's face, knew she shouldn't have come. Davy looked over at her, and with a cry of anger and frustration, ran out through the verendah door, slamming it behind him. Isabel looked over at Mike. "What did you do?" She asked, and Mike looked slightly shocked. "I didn't DO anything! All I did was ask'im if he was a'right. He said everybody keep's askin' that". Mike explained, and Isabel sighed, putted a hand over her eye's. 


"Hey, what's goin' on?" 


Isabel and Mike both looked up to see Micky standing at the top of the stairs. "Did you ask Davy anything last night?" Mike asked, and Micky got a slightly ashamed look on his face, and that was enough to let them know. That look always meant he was guilty. "Micky you didn't!" Isabel exclaimed. "Oh for cryin' out loud-" Mike muttered, then looked up. "What about Peter?" He asked. "I'll check". Micky offered, walking back into the bedroom. After a moment, he came back out, followed by Peter. "Yeah, he asked him last night". Micky confirmed. "Dang it. (pause) I've had it with all this crap". Mike muttered, heading for the door. "Mike-" Isabel warned, but Mike ignored her as he threw open the door and ran out. Isabel decided to follow him instead, and Micky and Peter weren't far behind her. 





Mike spotted Davy a little ways down the beach, with his hand's jammed into his pockets, and ran to catch up with him. "Davy?" He called, but Davy didn't stop walking, so Mike continued running. "Davy, wait!" He yelled again, but Davy still didn't stop. "Go away". He said without turning, and that's when Mike got angry. Catching up, he grabbed Davy's arm and whirled him around to face him, grabbing both his shoulders. "You can't keep ignoring me!" He yelled, and Davy tride to wrench free from his grasp, but to no avail. "Yes I can, just leave me alone!" He said, but Mike wouldn't. "Not until you stop all this nonsense and tell me what the heck's goin' on!" He shouted, just as the others had gotten close. 


"I'm leaving!!"


Davy's word's caught everyone by surprise, and Mike no longer looked angry. "What?" He asked, his voice cracking only slightly. His arms dropped back to his sides, and Davy touk the opportunity to take a few steps back. "I'm leaving. I'm goin' back 'ome". Davy said. "But....you can't leave. I mean, what about the band?" Mike asked. "Is that oll you ca'about?" Davy asked. "Oh bull! You know that's not true". Mike protested, then there was a pause. "I can't stay he'eh anymo'eh, Mike. I 'ave t'go 'ome". "But why?" Asked Mike. Davy looked down at the sand, not answering. "Is this because of your birthday?" Micky asked from a ways behind Mike, whare he stoud with Isabel and Peter, and Davy only just then noticed them there. Davy looked up at Micky for a moment, then turned his gaze back to the sand. He wasn't going to answere, and that was that! "Davy, please talk to us!" Isabel pleaded. "Is it something we did?"  No, it wasn't anything they had done, it was a fault of his own, he just couldn't take all this pressure anymore. "No". He mumbled. "Then what is it?" She asked then, but Davy didn't answere. 


"I know". Every pair of eye's emmediately landed on Peter, who had been strangly silent the whole time. Carefully, Peter reached behind him and pulled the birthday card out of his pocket. Davy's eye's widened with horror! Whare did he get that!!? There was nothing he could do now! Peter handed the letter to Isabel, who read it carefully. Davy could feel his stomach twisting into dangerously painful knot's as he watched her eye's move along the word's, then she looked up at him. "Eighteen?" She asked, almost un-believing. "Gimme that card". Mike said, snatching it out of her hand and starting to read it, with Micky reading over his shoulder. "Eighteen!! You're only eighteen!!" Mike exclaimed with wide-eye's. That was it, it was all over! "This is what you've been so upset about this whole time?" Micky asked. "I found it in the garbage a couple week's ago...." Peter mumbled then, and everyone looked at him but Davy, who was looking at the ground. "Why didn't you tell anybody?" Isabel asked, and Peter looked away, giving a small shrug of his shoulders. "Davy, this is nothing to be upset about-" Micky started, but Davy cut him off. "Oh yeah! You try bein' fo'eh yeah's youngeh then y'best friend!" He shouted, and he could feel the tear running down the side of his face. "A-and seven yeah's youngeh then someone who looks up to you, and who you love like a kid brotheh and a best friend! You try it sometime!" Davy's face was now streaked with tears, and he turned away, trying not to let them see, even though he knew they already had. "Davy, you shouldn't feel bad about being younger then us". Micky said, cautously walking over to him. "Why not?" Davy muttered through his tears, not looking up at Micky. "Because it doesn't matter. We're still your friends no matter how young you are, and you're still good ol' Davy". Micky said, putting his arm around his friends shoulders, and Davy looked up at him. "You'll still treat me like a little kid. You probably don't respect me anymo'ah". He said. "Of course we do! Don't we, guy's?" Micky turned to the other's who all nodded vigerously. "Davy, your age doesn't matter to us. You matter to us". Isabel said. "Stay?" Micky asked/pleaded, and Davy looked up at him with tears still streaming down his face. They didn't care! He had been making such a big deal about this for nothing!! All the stress and frustration on Davy's shoulders melted away, and now his tears were those of joy. Knowing what he needed, Micky pulled his friend into a warm hug, and Davy collapsed against Micky, resting his head on his shoulder and hugging his best friend tightly. Finally, this whole bloody mess was over! Davy thanked God that he had such wonderful friends. Peter and Isabel joined the hug, and Davy cried in their arm's happily. Mike wasn't one to hug, but he came and placed his hands on Davy shoulders, and that was as enough for Davy to know he cared, and that he DIDN'T care about his age. None of them did! 


After a moment, Micky spoke. "Say Peter, how about some breakfast?" Everyone laughed at that, including Davy, who was wiping away his tears now. "You would be the first one to mention breakfast!" Mike accused. "Sound's good t'me! Who's up for pancakes?" Peter asked, and Davy laughed. "The question is, who isn't?" And everyone laughed again as they started back to the house. "Race ya!" Micky spat before taking off in a run, and Mike was never one to pass up a good race, especially against the only one of them who had any chance in beating him and his long stork legs. He and Micky were off and running in a flash, and soon far ahead of the others. "So, when was your birthday anyway?" Isabel asked. "Decembah 30th". Davy replied, no longer feeling the need to keep it a secret. "The same day as Mike's!" Peter exclaimed, and Davy looked silghtly ashamed. "Well, we're just going to have to do something about that, now aren't we?" Isabel snickered, falling a few step's behind the two of them un-noticed. "What do you mea-OOF!" Isabel had jumped onto Davy's back, and was now riding. "Isa!" Davy retorted as Peter laughed. "Carry me!" Isabel squealed like a child, and that made Davy laugh and Peter laugh harder! Davy carried Isabel a little ways, then she spoke up. "Ya know, you're pretty strong for a teenager". She commented smugly. 


THUNK


She landed on the sand on he bottom when Davy detached her arm's from around his neck. Peter burst into histarics, and Davy stoud proudly above her. "Strong enough to push you off". He said, snickering slightly. "David Jones!" Isabel climbed to her feet and Davy touk off running, with Isabel at his tail, and Peter trailing behind. 





On Fabruary 13, they had a surprise party for Peter, who was turning twenty-six, and Davy, who had his very first birthday party after six years. 





THE END 











My other stories:





MONKEES:





So Many Questions, So Many Answeres.


(finished)


When Micky Dolenz, drummer and lead


vocalist, along with Mike Nesmith, 


guitarist and song writer, hear a 


young girl's cry for help, they rush 


to the rescue, only to find her unconcious


on the beach. After discovering that she


doesn't remember who she is or whare she 


came from, not to mention that she's 


petrified at the sight of any living 


thing except Micky, they give her a name


and take her in as one of the family. 


Only to discover also that there's 


someone else out there who wants her too. 


Only these people want her dead!





Personality Flops


(finished)


This is a short story about how thing's


might have been had the personalities 


of the Monkees been switched around. 


Guess who's the charming 'Ladies Man' now?





The Error Of His Ways


(un-finished)


This is a story about the day that Davy 


Jones learns how much getting dumped by


another can hurt, and also learns just


how many people he must have hurt in the


past.





One Man Shy


(un-finished)


Micky is determined to get Peter Tork to


go on a date, or at least TALK to a girl!


And when he find's that his girlfriend has


a friend just like Peter, it's as if he's 


finally accomplishing his mission, almost.





All That I Need


(finished)


Davy Jones has something on his mind, but


won't say anything to anyone. Isabel Evans, 


Mike's girlfriend, and a good friend of 


Davy's, can tell there's something wrong, 


but when she tries asking him, it goes a little


too far and his anger and frustration get's 


worse with every passing day. Soon everybody's


worried, and no one know's what to do. What's 


wrong with him? Then Micky stumbles across a 


large clue.......





Heaven to Hell


(un-finished)


When the biggest hurricane in nearly thirty


years hit's Malibu, all hell brakes out for 


the Monkees, and Davy Jones is the only one 


of the group left, it seem's, who's un-affected


and un-hurt, as well as still alive and capable 


of running the Pad, or what's left of it. And


at his age, and height, it's not an easy task by 


any stretch.





A Monkee's Bride:


(Re-make of The Princess


Bride; includes ALL error's


made during shooting, it's 


pretty funny) 








QUACK PACK:(1995-96)





How I Got Here In The First Place 


(finished; currently being revised)


This story tell's just how Anna ended up


living with Donald and the boy's. It's actually


kind of strange to be honest.








The Dream


(finished)


When Anna reads the beginning of


a book about the middle ages, then 


goes to bed, she find's that not 


finishing the book cost her alot. In 


a dream, she is trapped in the role 


of a "Street Rat", along with Huey, 


Dewey, Louie, and five other boys, 


being the only girl! But when one of


the boy's get's caught by castle gaurds, 


it's up to her and another boy to save


him.





A Foursome Birthday


(Finished; un-typed)


This is a short story about a


birthday for Anna and the boy's.


Considering the fact that no one


know's when Anna's real birthday


is, Donald, Daisy, and the boy's


decide to make one for her.





Home For Christmas


(un-finished)


When $crooge McDuck invites Donald,


Daisy, and the boy's to come and 


spend Christmas at his mansion, the


one thing no one expected was for them


to bring a teenage girl with them. Of 


course, this caused no real problem,


only alot of people are wondering


just why $crooge is so into the 


family thing this year? And no one 


ever expected to see who dropped in.








HEY ARNOLD!:(1998)





The Unthinkable


(finished; not completely typed)


It's an interresting picture when


Quack Pack and Hey Arnold collide.


When Anna and the boy's find that 


they have to go to a different school


until their's is done built, it's a 


whole new scene, especially when 


Anna makes friend's with the school


geek that nobody likes. 





And It Only Touk Two Days


This is a VERY short story I wrote


about how Arnold and Helga finally 


hit it off. After reading so many 


stories of how other people thought


Arnold and Helga should come together,


I decided to throw together a little


something of my own.





CAT'S DONT DANCE:(1999)





Josh and who?


(un-finished)


This is a story about one of Danny Cat's


slightly older brother.


It's a trip down memory lane as Josh makes


friend's with the new girl at school. Only 


this girl isn't like all the others, a pure


Tom-Boy of ever there was one. But Josh may


not be the only one who notices her.





A War Not Worth It: (Unfinished)


This is sort of a Saving Private Ryan inspiration,


but has little in common with the movie except


that it's about the war.





Disasters In The UA (Negaduck's Conflict)


(un-finished)


This story is a fictional continuation


to something that really did happen to me.


Word get's out the Negaduck has somehow


gotten into the UA and already murdered 


someone. Then report's come in that he has 


two people hostage. One being Jeff, a boy 


that had been Darkwing's responsibility


not long ago, and the other being Sarah,


who had been Bonkers responibility five


years ago. Something had to be done, and


Bonkers was going to do it.





NON-CARTOON RELATED:(1997-)





My Titanic


(finished)


This is a story about four friends who


rode 3rd class on the Titanic, only to


find out many thing's that they never 


knew before that trip. It was almost as 


if the ship had turned everything around


for two people.





Fly With Me


(finished)


This is a movie script about a young girl


with some very gifts, but when her "powers"


are discovered, caos reins in her life. Having 


no mother, and with the sudden and un-explainable 


lose of her father, she is being faught for


custidy over by a man who want's nothing more


than to test her like a freak, and another man


who wants to keep her away from harm and in 


a place whare she can be safe, and it's not an


easy battle.





Zombified Glory


(finished)


This was inspired to me by another story I read.


It's about Zombies, if you haven't guessed.





Peer Pressure


(finished)


This is a story about how two people try to deal


with their problems alone, and it doesn't turn out


too well. They later discover that their other friend's


were right, if they just trust in God and do what they


know is right, everything will turn out for the best.





I Don't Want The World To See Me


(Series: Two finished)


This is a series I just started writing not long


ago, so I havent gotten very far. 


Some thing's just can't be explained when you're missing


child is found in a van by the side of the road, and her 


kidnappers are laying on the road unconcious or in too


much pain to try and escape. 


Or when a women, victom of abuse, says she couldn't


tell who was saving her, but whoever it was dissapeared


once she was safe.


Who is this shadow?





Psycho Poem: (finished)


This is a peom I wrote not long ago


when I descovered something VERY


unique about myself.....I think you'll


get a kick out of this one.....





Picture This: (1 finished)


This is just a little something that was


inspired to me while grocery shopping 


with my mom. Please reas it, it's really


short and quick, but I think you might 


get a kick out of it.
































