Coffee Shop


Another article about a hostage situation in a café , another gun. What is the world coming to?


How many times have I played the argument around in my head? How many times have I thought to choose between good and evil? How many times…  Do you ever get tired of thinking?


I do. 


The world is my field and I am little red riding hood. Society is a big, bad wolf and I want to avoid it, but my grandma she is so ill! In confronting the big, bad wolf lies my path. So I do. 


If the wolf dies then its just a story of a little girl hopping around collecting flowers and that sure ain’t bestselling material. Without evil good has no purpose and isn’t it purpose that is the benchmark of our existence. Isn’t it purpose that is ever constant. 


Don’t get me wrong, I like my life. I like cold, clean air, I like the pretty women. But I live in a world where one in every ten people suffer from respiratory disorders, where each and every person has a heightened risk of losing life by just inhaling air. I love life, but I’m trying to find another way to accept all this…


I like the red flowers, I like my grandma… but for all that must I face my wolf? 


If we live without purpose… we wouldn’t live anymore. Without evil good would be no more. But do we need evil? In my world red riding hood doesn’t need a big, bad wolf to keep her shaking in her boots. She needs only to look around … she needs only to see what the world is like.


After all this , back to square one. I look around peering into people’s faces. There’s a tear in every heart waiting  to break out. To flow bringing with it unfathomable sadness and of course … death.


Should I do them all a favor and unleash their misery? Or need I just leave them to their fate? Does red riding hood need to be afraid of the wolf? Or need we tell her that she wont live past 40 even without Mr. Wolfy.


Everyone knows sadness is only a breath away, inevitable. Yet, they smile. They try… to live happily ever after.


If I look at the world up side down, it is up side down. If I smell smoke I smell smoke … but really where is the smoke?


Who needs the wolf? 

Maybe society’s the girl, the café’s the world and I’m the wolf.  

Who needs a wolf? 

I put the paper back down. I uncock the shotgun laying it flat on the ground and raise my hands slowly to my head. In a breeze… the cops are on me. Society’s smiling now… no more tears only pure, exhilarating joy. The situation is over.

The side I choose remains a secret even to me, because I know the wolf does not die.

