Jensen was a dry and turpid man. He laid around on his bed all day watching TV, mostly whatever would come through on his antenna. He lived in the Arizona desert, close to the Mexican border. For fun, sometimes he would go out his front door and using binoculars, scan the horizon for signs of any humans.

One day he saw a man who looked ragged and worn. Walking like a zombie through the dry desert in the blistering heat. Jensen didn’t have a working car anymore or else if he did he would’ve driven out and given the poor brown skinned man a drink of his cactus juice. Sure it’s bitter but it’s better than nothing. Unfortunately the last time his car worked was more than a couple years ago. To this day he had been living off of the juice of various cactuses and different lizards or snakes that wandered around his property. One day he got lucky and a 5 foot snake slithered into his house and woke him up. That ended his week long starvation as you can plainly see. He was able to survive off that for many weeks to come, since he knew how to ration it properly. So as you can see, he was basically stranded out there, and so was this poor man. Jensen watched him with mild amusement until finally he took his last step and seemed to drop straight down and vanish from his view.

Well Jensen took this for an ill omen. He wasn’t a superstitious person at all but he believed that he had just witnessed a man die and did nothing about it that he would die next. First he had to estimate how far away this man was. His binoculars had a sight range of over 200 meters and the man in his lens was small, really small. Just large enough to know what he was looking but not large enough to make out any details other than his blue shirt and mostly purple shirt. He grabbed his canteen, a make-shift umbrella, his best walking shoes (which were tattered and worn), and went out with what he had on. It’s been a while since he shaved. He was quite scraggly looking with dark hair that stuck to the left side of his head because of all the oil built up in it. 

He walked along the desert, looking in his binoculars every five minutes to keep that he was heading in the right direction. He made a visual memory in his mind of what landmarks to look out for. A green cactus on the left and a large saguaro cactus on the right. He walked in the general direction for about an hour and a half and then finally he reached the man. He was hot and his body was shaking in different spots. Jensen grabbed his canteen and raised it to the man’s mouth, he put the opening of it to his lips and poured some in. The man took two sips, swallowed a couple times then fell unconscious. Jensen got down next to him on his hands and knees, shook him a couple times and tried to look in his eyes. He looked to his left and saw a pack. He grabbed the pack and ran back to his trailer as fast as he could. It was an ill omen to see a man die somewhat close to you but it was an even worse omen to have a man die in your arms. 


When he got back to his house, nearly an hour and a half later, and not seeing any wildlife along the way (to his disappointment), he took the bag and slammed it on the table. He opened it up ravenously, undoing the buckles and practically ripping it open. Inside of it he found a burrito, an egg, and a small foldable upon itself hand shovel. He grabbed the bag from the bottom and poured them out on his table. He sat there in quiet contemplation, wondering what to do with the objects.

He sat in a chair, an old creaky chair. There’s a few flies buzzing around his trailer, periodically landing on him and buzzing away. The sun’s heat baked the inside of the trailer to an unbearable broil but Jensen never turned his attention to it. He sat there hunched over in his chair, watching the three newly found items and wondered what to do with them. 


“The egg,” he said, “Is the mother of all creation. It gives birth to the creature who cometh from the land beyond chemicals and formulas and such.”


“The burrito,” he said, “Watches and waits patiently. It is the father of the hunt. The predator who is always seeking it’s pray. Its pray, is he who takes upon it in his mouth and munches it. It is the self-destructing predator who only wishes to devour itself upon its pray.”


“The shovel,” he said, “Is the tool of devilish incantations. A venerable disease of horrible machinations! A creature who cannot give in to silent stalkers yet gives pardon to all those who oppose the righteous rule of such! He cannot be stopped!”


He grabbed the shovel and the egg. He ran outside his door and hastily dug a hole with the shovel. It was about three or four feet deep. Then he put the egg in the center of the hole and said, “May this be the last of all of you, you fiendish creation of mother lode!” Then hastily buried the egg with the shovel and took the shovel with him inside.

He put the burrito on the counter, next to the sink and watched it closely, until he fell asleep. 


He awoke the next day and the burrito was gone. Completely and utterly gone.

