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It all began innocent enough. The bell rang and I walked into my 
classroom. To no surprise, I turned off the lights and took attendance 
while the kids were working on their Warm Up for the day. I asked 
them a question about Romeo and Juliet, the play we were reading in 
class, I think. They were quiet and all working. It was at this point that 
I knew they were up to something.

To truly develop a legitimate, cordial, and fun relationship with 
an entire class of twenty to thirty students takes both careful planning 
and the willingness of all parties. That’s half the battle. The rest, as they 
say, is luck.

Sure, I enjoy all of my classes equally. The same can be said for 
all of the various and sundry personalities in each one. but, to have a 
class that best represents your teaching prowess? That defines the fun-
damental reason you became an educator? That is a daily affirmation 
of your true purpose in life? Well, that is both a rare and obscenely 
enviable thing to possess. I have had this happen on a deep, affect-
ing, life-altering level three times so far in my nine years of teaching. 
Cameron and Landon’s class was one of them.

After a few minutes passed, I looked over near the door to see if 
someone seated on that side of the room had an answer. There, Cam-
eron and Landon sat with their arms folded, angel-headed, smiling 

Preface



2

Fox - Shanton  - Wivell - Umak

with their work complete.
“Hey, Mr. U, someone seems to have left a strange manuscript on 

the board,” Cameron told me.
I answered back that he was mistaken. It was just some leftover 

“no name” paper from the previous term. I walked up to the board, un-
clipped the papers, and tossed them into the recycling bin. He looked 
devastated and began protesting immediately, telling me he had writ-
ten something for me to read.

What Cameron didn’t know back then was that when I troll, I 
troll hard.

I joked with the boys and told them I’d read their story that after-
noon when I got home from work.

What you have to understand is (and this happens to me maybe 
once or twice a year.) some kid, ready to make the leap into young 
adulthood, genuinely wants more than what is offered during the 
school day. It’s a simple enough gesture, but it is without a doubt a 
very private and unique one at the same time. Helping kids on their 
research paper or creative writing is the day-to-day grind but, this 
kind of request is something more. Something wanting recognition. 
Something a little more out there.

I usually get poetry. The overly sentimental teenage angsty kind 
from girls in my class. You know the type:

I am an infinity of tears
Fighting in the cruel war
Struggling with my bare hands
(cuts and bruises)
To disarm your cold heart.
I dig it, though.



3

Tax ReTuRns

Just another piece of the puzzle.
Just another way of opening a window.
And, regardless of content, I can’t help but feel flattered, because 

this kind of thing is exactly what I did to the teachers that I cared 
about the most when I was in school. My freshman year was when it 
really started in Mr. DeSormier’s class.

I wrote like a son of a gun for that man. It was his first year teach-
ing and as a career-changer from journalism to teaching, I think he 
was a really welcomed change in the classroom. Sophomore year it 
was Mrs. Jepson. She gave me the nod to write my own column for 
the school newspaper. Junior year Mr. Edelman stepped on deck. I 
self-published a four-page newspaper reporting on the Constitutional 
Convention for his class every other day for two months. Mr. Akers 
was the icing on the cake my senior year. I wrote, earnestly, about 
Aldous Huxley and Ray bradbury. About Franz Kafka and Hermann 
Hesse. I carried brightly-colored paperback reprints of Kurt Vonne-
gut’s novels in the hope that he’d strike up a conversation with me. No 
lie. I’d take them out of my locker and purposefully place them, a new 
one each week, between my palm and my dark binder so he’d see it as 
I walked through the hallways or into his class.

These were the people that I wanted to talk to, that I could have 
a punning match with, that would take me under their wing and be 
their “go-to” guy for class discussion when others would be staring 
open-mouthed into the abyss. I had this connection, that I wanted 
to make good on with all four of them that, to this day, I still cannot 
pinpoint. Maybe it’s just that obscure object of desire. My best expla-
nation is that we spoke the same language. We just used books, thesis 
papers, and the printed pages of old dead white guys, to say, “I think 
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you’re pretty cool, too.” Lest you think I’m getting overly sentimental 
and romanticizing my teenage years (I got C’s and D’s in Algebra 
and was bullied in Spanish I, II, and III), I can tell you that my best 
guess is that those four felt the same about me throughout the time 
we shared together. And, for one last bit of anecdotal evidence, in my 
experience as an educator, when a kid shows the slightest bit of inter-
est, any good teacher worth their weight will bend over backwards to 
help that student.

Tax Returns—which, by the way, is horrifying and unspeakable—I 
tell you this now only to warn you—is emblematic of that very same 
entrepreneurial gusto I had as a young man that Cameron so slyly 
reminded me of when he would leave a new chapter on my desk. Or, 
he would “secretly” pass it to me during class changes. but, more of-
ten than not, it would be hanging on my wipe board above his head, 
dangling there as if it just shot out of his brain and splattered on the 
white board.

Nathan’s contribution came much later, but resonated with me 
just as equally. And, I will say for his part, his work was the most 
surprising, unexpected, and delightfully well-written. After a well-
deserved 45-minute-period-long lecture on the perils of plagiarism to 
his class, so the story goes, Nathan stayed up that very night until the 
wee small hours of the morning writing a paper, for no reason other 
than the novelty and whimsy of it all, to determine whether copy-
ing and pasting from the Internet was the lowest form of slacking 
off one could perform. Nathan argued, purposefully and wonderfully 
with himself. It was brilliant. He and I gave a dramatic reading of it 
in class the next day. All twenty of them were rolling in the aisles out 
of their desks. “Copy and Paste,” included here in this anthology of 
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weird tales, remains the best satirical student-produced work that I 
have ever had the pleasure of reading.

Landon’s creativity always had a home in my class. He had a 
knack for somehow tying literally anything we were doing in class to 
his hunting escapades around the neighborhood or his current video 
game of choice. The trick is, as always, to channel this into quality 
writing. And so, when left with a few weeks remaining in the school 
year, while the rest of the class was putting together their 8th Grade 
Survival Guides, Landon was creating an expansive catalog of wilder-
ness survival and environmental science, easily outdoing any veteran 
boy Scout or nature enthusiast, with his version of the very same proj-
ect. before we parted ways for summer vacation that school year, I 
commissioned him by request to draw a mural of his many adventures 
of hunting squirrels in great outdoors for my yearbook.

And so, loyal reader, I am afraid that is all I can say. To reveal 
anything more would be tiresome for my atrophied hands and your 
dwindling attention span. My only hope is that I’ve done the boys a 
solid by finally completing this little project of theirs. The real proof 
as to whether or not this all means anything, I suppose, will be to see 
if I’ve steered them toward greatness and creativity or off the edge of 
a very sizable cliff.

Adam Umak
Undisclosed Location
1 September 2013
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“Hey mom, you see this? These are my taxes. I’m going to the post 
office,” said The Stranger, picking up a kitchen knife and pump action 
shotgun. “be back before dinner.”

“Say, what do you want for dinner?” asked his mother.
“Justice,” he replied.
The Stranger kicked open the front door while delicately loading 

his shotgun. Immediately, a zombie ran up the stairs for him. He hit 
the zombie in the face with a pillow. Its brain matter flew out of his 
head with tremendous force.

Jeffery, his next door neighbor, was pinned down by multiple zom-
bies. They were ruthlessly ripping his socks apart. The Stranger only 
had one option. He punched Jeffery in the tooth, thus saving him.

The Stranger then began running down The Road, nearing the 
post office. Suddenly, two zombies ran for him. Not enough time to 
reload his shotgun, he pulled out his kitchen knife. He grabbed the 
first zombie and leaped over his head. However, the second zombie 
wouldn’t go down without a fight. It jumped on his back, but The 
Stranger was able to flip him, knocking him off. The zombie kicked 
him down, attempting to get a good bite on him. The Stranger, thrust 
his pinky deep into the zombie’s ear. A mixture of blood and brain 

Tax Returns
Part One
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flew out of its head because his brain was tickled.
Luckily, The Stranger was able to get up. As he walked onward he 

came across a random police car. Inside was a pistol with half a clip 
and two bandages. Along with that, he came across three survivors in 
the back of a nearby pickup truck.

“I can’t take it!” screamed one of the survivors. He immediately 
ran into a minefield, exploding after the first step.

No time for names.
That alerted a zombie horde.
No time for names.
After approximately five minutes and twenty-two seconds into 

battle, all that remained was a cluster of even deader zombies and two 
survivors, one with a gushing bite.

He lay there on the ground, quivering, unable to speak.
The Stranger and the other survivor knew what had to be done. 

They watched a zombie movie marathon on SyFy.
“So, what is your name?” asked The Stranger.
The other man grabbed a bottle of painkillers out of his pocket.
“Louis. My name is Louis.”
As his health regained, they came to an understanding, an agree-

ment, in which they would travel together. Going it alone on The 
Road would be a death sentence.

While on The Road, a group of Punks came over to rob them.
“Hand it over, Pickle!” he exclaimed.
A loud crash sounded.
A wild herd of Kevin baci appeared. The Punks were dragged 

away in the ensuing mayhem, vanishing them instantly. They then re-
alized how dangerous it would be on this adventure, but they contin-
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ued going down The Road.
The town was covered with zombies, and the post office was a 

long ways away. It would even take a long time to get there by car.
The sound of an engine revving up was heard around the corner, 

as a biker emerged from an alleyway. A zombie was on the back of the 
bike.

He slid forcing it off. He grabbed it and shoved its face on the 
back tire. Its okay, though. His face was fully reconstructed via plastic 
surgery. Another pounced on him, tearing him to shreds, or so it at-
tempted.

Louis came to the unknown biker’s aid, hitting the zombie in the 
head with a gas can, conveniently placed nearby for just such an occa-
sion. After the deed was done, the biker got up.

“Thanks,” he said. “I’m Francis by the way.”
Now two friends had joined The Stranger on his adventure.
Suddenly, the wandering herd of Kevin baci hit the three of them. 

The Stranger went unconscious.
* * *

“It’s simple. Just go to the snack bar and get the cheese balls,” said 
the squad leader.

Yes, this is indeed a flashback.
The two men nodded their heads and were loaded up in the heli-

copter with the others. And there was The Stranger, with his military 
attire on and sitting in the back with other recruits.

The Stranger was in deep thought, until his inner peace was sub-
stantially disturbed when he heard two soliders next to him talk about 
how awesome they thought they were.

One spoke about how he once jabbed a walrus in the eye with his 
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thumb and performed surgery on it with a plastic spoon. The other 
spoke about how he was slapped two hundred and twenty-two and a 
half times.

The squad leader, Viktor Reznov, yelled out that a missile was 
inbound. His words were cut short just as the missile clashed into the 
side of the chopper. It proceeded into a death roll.

“Wait! I don’t have my Life Alert on!” yelled one solider.
Sadly, the helicopter had fallen and it couldn’t get up.
Half the helicopter crew jumped. One solider tried to jump, but 

got caught in the helicopter blades.
With one parachute left, Rexnov grabbed The Stranger and hand-

ed it to him.
“You are the only one left I can trust with this mission. Go! Go! 

Go!”
Reznov pushed him out the chopper.
He flew through the air fast, but the helicopter fell faster. He 

pulled his chute, but it was too late to help the chopper. It exploded as 
it hit the ground hard.

* * *
The Stranger woke up against a wall. He applied bandages to his 

wounds. Francis was nowhere to be found. Louis lay near him quietly.
“Stay down,” said Louis, acting dead.
Zombies were everywhere; they had to crawl away from the area 

if they hoped to survive. 
Leaving the thought of Francis behind them, they made it out 

of the area and continued forth. but their time was cut short when a 
large helicopter landed in front of them and multiple soldiers came 
out. Without question, they held their automatic rifles toward both 



11

Tax ReTuRns

adventurers knocking them to the ground. They put handcuffs on 
them and forced them inside.

Several trucks surrounded Louis as he landed. The Stranger 
looked up at everything he could see, barely able to sit still. He held 
the trigger so hard his finger almost broke off. Then, the pilot, enraged, 
charged at him.

Sadly, the helicopter got hit by a devastating snowstorm. The 
Stranger somersaulted from the plush interior leather seat with built-
in cupholder and landed on his feet next to Louis.

Clearly, they were not the only ones who were unwelcome.
The Mob, as they called themselves, came out of nowhere and 

began singing. Louis and The Stranger were caught in the middle of 
the mess. Dodging helicopters and singing left and right, it was turn-
ing into a lighter side of living terror real fast. Two cars pulled up and 
Louis was struck by a telepathic shockwave.

Two soldiers came out and attacked The Stranger. He broke 
the first guard’s patience and yelled at him repeatedly, calling him a 
“dweeb.” The other guard took a whiffleball bat out from behind him 
and taunted The Stranger over the head with it, making him fall to the 
cold ground. The two adventurers were then injected with a strange 
substance and shuffled into two separate trucks away from the battle-
ground.

The last thing they heard was, “Where is Dave?”
Well, no one knows.
 “You tell me where the taxes are, now!” said The Interrogator, 

slapping The Stranger in the face.
He was sitting in the back, right next to two guards holding pis-

tols. behind The Interrogator, was a man in fancy looking clothes. The 
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Stranger was completely out of it and unaware of what was happening.
“I said now you filthy dog!” said The Interrogator, bringing a slap 

harder than the last.
“You won’t get them, so give up,” said The Stranger.
“I will hit you again, big boy!” said The Interrogator.
“Do it! Maybe I’ll cry!” proclaimed The Stranger.
The Interrogator brought down a slap with much force, however 

The Stranger did not cry. The man in fancy clothes pushed The Inter-
rogator aside, and asked where the taxes were.

“You aren’t getting them!” The Stranger yelled. “The boss won’t be 
pleased,” said the guard beside him.

“This guy is the boss of the whole organization? You are kidding 
me? He sits there looking like a gorilla and you tell me he is the boss? 
Ha-ha!” he said, laughing hysterically.

He then pulled out a piece of paper out that read “Tax Returns.”
“You want these?” The Stranger asked, laughing so hard he was 

crying.
The guards then lifted their eyebrows. They quickly kicked The 

Stranger out the door, but he hung on by on hand. He saw the truck 
that Louis was in, however it was going in a different direction. The 
Stranger’s head then came in contact with a mailbox. His unconscious 
body slid out of the car and fell into a small ditch, where his body was 
then covered in grass and dirt from the impact.

* * *
The two men from the bonfire descended to the drop zone, along 

with Dave, The Stranger, and a new recruit. The area was crawling 
with enemies.

He was in another unnecessary flashback.
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The Recruit loaded his lunchbox, ready to blow things out of pro-
portion. He was about seventeen at the time, The Mob needed every-
one they could find.

They proceeded to the bonfire, to get the cheese balls until a 
sharknado aimed for them and one of the two men knocked over a 
table to take cover.

It worked, until some other Mob member came over to them 
shouting that they forgot a radio, which they didn’t. His transformed 
into a shark, and The Recruit yelled “Sniper!” just as he always wanted 
to his whole life.

They all split up. The Recruit went one way and the two men went 
there other way. Dave? Well, no one knew where Dave went. You’ll 
notice that is an unresolved theme with him. Anyway, The Stranger 
was just worrying about those cheese balls.

The two were in a small hut. The cheese balls were in sight, how-
ever. The two men lay there, until a new soldier walked inside.

“Status report?” he asked with sharks whizzing past them.
“Shut up,” one of them said, identifying that it was clearly a war-

zone.
The soldier then took it personally and rethought his life. The two 

men shrugged it off and looked out the window.
The Stranger sat there under fire with the cheese balls in hand, 

doing some kind of taunt towards the enemy. However, hostages were 
being thrown into the snowsotrm at the same time.

The Recruit was on top of a medium-sized house right next to the 
bonfire. His parade ended when another enemy ran to him. He was 
the kicked off the house toward the bonfire and landed on the hard 
dirt.
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The Stranger paused his taunting for a short second, then saw the 
enemy, then continued. They all met up and regrouped. They called in 
for an EVA. They all got on board, except for The Recruit who waited 
for the others to board first. He was shot in the chest twice times but 
lived.

but, Dave was nowhere to be found.
The Mob Leader was glad to hear that the cheese balls were se-

cured, until he heard about Dave.
His nostrils flared with anger.

* * *
The Stranger woke up with everything but his taxes.
He quickly got up, drank a soda, and ran to a large skyscraper. It 

was the enemy’s headquarters.
He quickly ran to get his revenge, thinking about how he was 

going to decapitate everyone there with his index finger. However, it 
did not come as a warm welcoming. Two guards were in front of the 
HQ. The Stranger then pointed his index finger outward, and ran as 
fast as he could.

“Giustizia!” he yelled as loud as he could.
One guard was too late to turn around, as his head fell off with 

one swipe of a finger. The Stranger was hit by a poisonous dart, and 
fell asleep.

He had a dream. Or nightmare, it felt like. He and his squad were 
advancing up a mountain. Until they heard the words no man ever 
wants to hear, “Get down, missile incoming!” Except that it wasn’t just 
one measly missile. It was several in one air strike. The squad split up.

The Stranger went with a familiar face, but couldn’t think of his 
name. The other’s name was Joe. but he wasn’t much good with the 
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exception for filling the tents up with warm air. Rain rained down on 
them like nobody’s business. The enemy had height by their side. Joe 
looked up, to see where the MG placement was.

The Stranger had to do something fast. He handed the other sol-
dier a knife, with the number one hundred and eighteen. He ran up 
the mountain, only to get fall off. He woke up, in the infirmary. The 
mountain was taken over by allied forces and he lived.

He awoke strapped to a chair. A man in fancy clothes took a seat 
in the other room, cased in bulletproof glass. His voice came over the 
intercom.

“Why did you come here, child?” he asked.
“If you don’t let me go I swear I will never forgive you!” proclaimed 

The Stranger.
“These taxes were taken for a good reason,” the man said.
“If you don’t hand them over, I will annoy your grandmother!” The 

Stranger said, clearly angered.
“I have the taxes now boy. I also have the power. I can stop it from 

coming,” he said.
“Stop what? Give me them! I will destroy your doll collection and 

make you live near the nearest movie theater!” The Stranger said.
“You clearly won’t listen to me. And you clearly won’t get these 

back. Maybe you’ll listen if I have Dave here,” the man said.
“Dave? Dave where are you?” asked The Stranger, frustrated.
A black box lowered as a huge pit formed right under The Strang-

er’s feet. The Stranger shouted odd things and gibberish. but he still 
wouldn’t sit still and keep his mouth shut. So the man had no choice. 
He unstrapped the chair, and it forced The Stranger into the pit, along 
with the black box. They both hit the ground hard.
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The Stranger hit the ground first and watched as the black box hit 
the ground, it broke into pieces and the only thing found inside was a 
dummy. The Stranger was ferocious and he knew he had to get those 
taxes or the adventure was over. He quickly ran up the stairs and broke 
every guard’s concentration he could see.

Choppers were taking off on the roof, so he had to get there fast. 
He ran as fast as he could up the stairs. The last helicopter was tak-
ing off, and it was now or never. He got into a sprinting position. The 
helicopter started ascending. The Stranger sprinted as fast as he could 
as dramatic music played throughout the land. Luckily, he jumped 
as high as he could, and latched onto a metal bar on the side of the 
helicopter.

One soldier immediately spotted him and tried stepping on his 
fingers. The Stranger didn’t take kindly to this so he grabbed the sol-
dier’s leg and threw him off the chopper. He hit the ground with so 
much force his astral form exploded. He got on board. The pilot quiet-
ly threw himself out the door. The Stranger took control of the chop-
per and started shooting other unmanned helicopters down. He also 
started shooting the unmanned skyscraper until he ran out of ammo. 
Luckily the skyscraper sank into the dirt.

The bad news is, that there were tons more of these headquarters 
around. He didn’t mind, as he found the taxes in the cockpit. He drove 
over the city to get to The Mob HQ, his old crew. but, he didn’t realize 
that he was driving too low and accidentally got caught on a building, 
sending him into a death roll. but of course, our hero can’t die. He is 
the main character.

but that is what happened.
I’m kidding
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He is still very much with the living.
He emerged from the crash and several gang members came up 

to him. He did their makeup for them. With that note aside, he had 
to find a truck. The city was overtaken with gangs and zombies. There 
was no order.

The Stranger found a truck in barely working condition. Along 
with it was an old man. As they both ventured to the HQ, The Strang-
er didn’t care much for parking so he crashed the car in a tree. Sadly 
for the old man, he wasn’t wearing his seatbelt but the baby carseat 
saved him.

Lesson learned kids: Wear your seat belt.
The old man had no importance in the story by the way, so forget 

he was ever in the story. I bet you thought he was going to tell the 
stranger something wise, right?

He ran into the HQ. A familiar face looked at him and asked, “Is 
that you?” 

The Stranger began his first operation after getting with his old 
squad. Reznov, the two men, and The Recruit were all very much 
healthy. The Recruit had made a full recovery. The Stranger and The 
Recruit were the closest of friends and they were finally able to see 
each other again.

As they all traded war stories, The Stranger had begun the mis-
sion. He had to retrieve that laptop in a nearby shack. He walked in, 
took the laptop and stepped on the old man’s foot. When they got 
back, they sat around for a bit and The Recruit showed his scars.

This was more complicated, so he took The Recruit with him. 
They headed to the city, where they were to retrieve paperwork. They 
ran into the house where the paperwork was and carried a table and 
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dropped it on them. Realistic, it seemed like.
They drove back and The Stranger was able to complete the mis-

sion. He also got his old uniform back and had it upgraded. He was 
practically invincible. That is the only suit of armor that had that much 
protection in The Mob. They gave it to him because he was a legend. 
He left to start a new life, a new beginning.

Now, The Mob has a chance. A chance to end rivalries. A chance 
for survival. They all crowded around the lobby, talking about dumb 
stuff and asked how Reznov survived the crash with his squad.

Flashback time!
* * *

Reznov could feel his hand pressed against The Stranger’s shirt. 
He shoved The Stranger off the forsaken helicopter and sacrificed 
himself. The helicopter still fell. It felt like an eternity. As it hit the 
ground and exploded, most of the squad lived happily ever after or 
had burnt uniforms. Reznov lived, with the pilot, an unnamed soldier 
and a familiar face. Search parties were coming for them, checking for 
survivors. The squad’s weapons were destroyed.

The enemy approached and grabbed the soldier. They repeatedly 
poked him with a spork, and it took him approximately twenty min-
utes to recover. Out of nowhere, a mysterious figure held off the en-
emy with a bent tin can and a lead pipe. It gave the squad enough time 
to run into the forest. And they did so. The forest was covered with 
enemies; they had to keep quiet. The enemy continued to scavenge for 
pieces of the helicopter.

They couldn’t stop moving or they would be done for.
The Stranger held onto life by a thread.
He kicked a man, Kamu, in the stomach, pushing him back. Kamu 
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took his fist and forced it next to The Stranger’s face. He fell to the 
ground. The art of shadowboxing had done him in for good.

Louis backed away from the truck. He felt uneasy, and fell to the 
ground. He sank through the dirt.

Kamu helped The Stranger up and slapped him in the face to 
awaken him. Kamu then jumped on The Stranger and began wailing 
his fists next to his face. The Stranger was helpless. The last punch 
thrown was blocked and The Stranger slammed his head into Kamu’s 
face.

It was a good thing they were shadowboxing.
Louis’s hand rose from the dirt. He tossed a knife to The Strang-

er with the number one hundred and eighteen inscribed on it. The 
Stranger took the knife trimmed Kamu’s nails. He just shrugged it off 
and clapped both of The Stranger’s ears.

He was dazed, and then the ground shook ferociously.
A large tree of golden color rose from the ground. Everyone 

looked in awe, and began shooting again seconds after.
Kamu tried to get a cheap shot. He attempted to kick him, but 

The Stranger grabbed his leg and put his elbow down with so much 
force, it slipped Kamu’s femur in half. He shrieked in pain, but limped 
to The Stranger and grabbed him by the throat, lifting him in the air.

None of this happened, though, because of the art of shadowbox-
ing.

“Why couldn’t you have handed them over? This could have all 
been avoided! Give me them now!” he screamed, trying to talk louder 
than the gunfire.

“It doesn’t matter anymore. The world is ending and all you care 
about is power. If I gave them up, the fighting wouldn’t stop. Every-



20

Fox - Shanton  - Wivell - Umak

one here is corrupt in their own way, including me and you. This is 
their chance to corrupt whomever they please. If you want to escort 
me off of this cruel world, be my guest.  It wouldn’t change a thing,” 
proclaimed The Stranger.

Kamu tightened his grip. but, he was shadowboxing.
“Do you know who I am? I am the Almighty! I can make it all 

stop! I can prevent the end of days!” said Kamu.
The Stranger laughed.
“Tell my mom I won’t be home for dinner,” he said.
“What are you talking about? What were you planning for din-

ner?”
Trucks began coming in by the dozens, unloading all they have.
“Justice,” said The Stranger.
He grabbed his bag, and pulled out a piece of paper. It read “Tax 

Returns.”
He crumpled it up with one hand and threw it into the huge pit of 

fire in the middle of the battlefield. The Stranger then stood motion-
less allowing it to happen.

Kamu seemingly destroyed his opponent with his bare hands. 
Kamu then threw The Stranger in front of one truck going off course. 
The Stranger hit the front bumper, and the truck fell into the fire pit 
with him. The Stranger’s skin began to singe, along with a truck land-
ing on his body, burning everything.

Kamu looked to the sky. It was polluted with explosions. Explod-
ing helicopter bits rained upon everyone. A huge beast-type figure 
then landed. It was silent.

“Dave?” someone asked.
Everyone locked their eyes singularly on it. Kamu Mada however, 
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took this as a getaway plan as he limped away. this was odd because he 
was not really injured.

Finally for once, people bonded for a cause. but only to cause 
harm to another. The figure jumped into the golden tree. Flamethrow-
er troopers came in, and the figure came back down, as if he did not 
want to harm the tree. They attempted to light the beast on fire. It 
only took one measly spark. They all loosened fire on each it. The beast 
began feeding the helpless. A nice brunch, even. Classy.

As some tried to flee, the beast blocked all exits by covering them 
with boulders. Everyone knew it was the end. The only opening was 
above them, but they needed helicopters to get out. Sadly, jealousy and 
greed overcame the men and women, weather who wanted to be the 
hero or not.

It didn’t matter if anyone died; the Mouth of Mount Doom was 
already exceeding its capacity limit. As more fell, more took their 
place. It could last for days on end.

Reznov came down in a helicopter, trying to finish the job. He 
dropped half the squad, along with The Recruit. The Recruit looked 
around aimlessly for The Stranger. Until the Mob Leader told him the 
news. He was furious. This time it was the Recruit’s nostrils that were 
flaring. He ran to get his revenge, which is best a dish served cold. He 
ran stopping every opposing threat, until he got to the enemy camp. 
His best friend missing, he was furious.

He stalked everyone outside the camp. Inside sat a man with fan-
cy clothes, and two guards.

“It’s been awhile. How are you?” asked the man in fancy clothes.
“Why did you disappear him?”
“I did this to no one,” he replied.
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“I know you are with Kamu. Your time is over, old man,” said The 
Recruit.

but, he was not referring to the other old man.
“I work for no one but myself and my soldiers, which may I re-

mind you; you worked for me at one point,” said the man.
“I did, until I found your motives. Was it worth it?” asked The 

Recruit.
“Killing me won’t solve your problems. Even if I die, I’ll be a prob-

lem. There can always be another Leader,” proclaimed the man.
“It’s over,” said the Recruit.
“As you wish. You will disappear just as your friend is,” said the 

man, forcing his fist outward.
“That’s not how this book is written,” said the Recruit, squeezing 

the man’s fist so hard that his enemy cowered.
The Recruit rose his fist and broke the man’s nose. He then karate 

chopped the man’s throat. He fell backwards. He grabbed the man 
and began to head-butt him until his face was covered in shadowy 
tears. That’s right. A shadowboxing tournament. No one was getting 
hurt. In fact, it was like a great mime battle. He “kicked” the man’s leg, 
forcing him to kneel down. The Recruit grabbed the man’s face and 
slammed it into the dresser over and over again.Again. Not really.

“Please stop! I surrender! Let me live, I beg of you!” said the man.
He was clearly in deep pain.
The Recruit walked outside, knowing it was his final days on 

Earth. but hey, that’s what happens.
EVAC helicopters came in attempting to get people out. Reznov’s 

helicopter went into a spiral. The Roach was clearly on the chopper. 
Reznov broke open with windshield and grabbed The Roach, throw-
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ing her upward.
The Recruit had nothing left to live for. His family was captured, 

and his best friend was missing. He started assisting others in getting 
EVAC’ed. Sure enough, the Mount was rigged to blow. He stole a 
truck, getting to the top of Mount Doom as fast as he could. He ran 
over several people earning himself a three star wanted level and a 
nasty front bumper.

Others were thrown off. Even outside stood a battle. He charged 
at a soldier about to jump, and they engaged to air combat. The Re-
cruit cheated. Finally realizing that he didn’t have a parachute, he went 
into a free fall and landed on top of a truck, with the soldier hitting 
first. Unharmed, he ran through the forest avoiding enemy contact. 
He got to The Road in which Francis’ was. He walked a lonely Road, 
the only one he has ever known. He doesn’t know where it goes, but 
its only him and he walks alone.

The Mouth Of Mount Doom exploded.
Well kind of.
Actually, the bombs did barely anything. Suddenly, the monster-

type behemoth thing stood in front of him, dropping two items. He 
picked up a sword, with the number one hundred and eighteen and 
a piece of paper. It was a map. An APC drove by and picked him up.

“Where do you want to go, boy?” asked the driver.
“His mom’s house. We’re having justice for dinner.”
And so it happened. They drove to mom’s house and had a cold 

plate of justice. They also broke the bad news. It all ended with them 
raiding his room and finding a piece of paper under his mattress. It 
read “Tax Returns.”

They all loaded back into the APC and went to an abandoned 
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temple; it took at least thirty minutes to get there. They placed the Tax 
Returns on a rock. Suddenly several casings of bulletproof glass and 
metal covered it. No one will ever touch them again.

The Squad had to get back to the HQ.
“All of this for a piece of paper,” said Gaz.
Suddenly, a man came from behind them; he emerged with a ban-

dana wrapped up. “I expected this would turn into a book,” he said.
The Squad looked at each other.
“It’s not just a piece of paper, it’s a way to save the universe. As 

well as an inside joke. A terribly stupid inside joke,” he said, looking 
guilty as if he had just told a group of 8th graders several crimes he 
committed.

“You see this?” he asked, unwrapping his bandana.
“Your taxes?” asked one soldier.
“You best be movin’!” he said, as a figure smaller than the original 

appeared. They all ran for the APC.
There were tons of these things covering the land. It was certainly 

the end. The bandana man disappeared. He then tried to crawl, but 
the beast opened its mouth. All he could do is roll, waiting on his 
unfortunate timing.

They drove as fast as possible, avoiding these things. They finally 
got to the mob HQ. It was not well defended, as everyone was sleep-
ing in the fresh air.

The Mob Leader discussed with them their final mission. One 
that had to be done. The Mob Leader with two other guards went into 
a shelter. It wasn’t the best, but it was something at least. The squad 
loaded up in a huge truck. On top was the biggest bombs they had 
ever seen; a big enough bomb to turn a continent into nothing but 
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wasteland. It was humanity’s last hope.
They drove the truck to an abandoned missile launching center, 

avoiding all contact with any threat. They all loaded up the bomb, also 
known as “big Mama”. It took at least thirty minutes to an hour. No 
one’s sure. Not a lot of people paid attention in this universe.

They got the area cleared, and started to set up correctly. Then over 
the horizon, there seemed to be over two hundred of these mutant 
things, headed straight for them. They all took cover out front, ready 
to fight ‘till their last breath. There stood all the figures, and they could 
do nothing about it. big Mama was almost ready to launch.

The Recruit took the legendary knife, which is now a sword, and 
jumped down to the ground. He started slashing the mutants. He was 
doing no damage. It was not effective. They just got angrier.

The launch site began to catch on fire, because of the figures. The 
last hope of humanity and it could be ruined in a matter of seconds. 
One figure swiped at the squad, forcing one soldier to slide across the 
sky at one hundred plus miles per hour. He was a flying through the 
air.

The two men jumped down and fought. Soldiers stood their 
ground. They said their possible goodbyes.

They distracted them all until it was time.
big Mama was ready for launch.
Directed at the Mouth Of Mount Doom, the launch was initi-

ated. Only one minute until lift- off. They held them off until then. 
Three. Two. One.

“It won’t launch! That thing is on it! It’s too much weight!” shout-
ed Gaz.

The Recruit left his squad to fight at the front. The behemoth was 
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covering the launch facility. The Recruit jumped on its back, and used 
all his strength to pull it off. It wouldn’t budge.

“Hold off! It’s the end, brothers, I’ll see you on the other side! 
Rest in peace!” shouted The Recruit.

The thrusters went off, and the Recruit held on as long as he could. 
It reached ULTIMATE SPEED. He stood on a word engraved in the 
bomb.

“Justice.”
He saw his squad holding off and some soldiers almost getting 

eaten. More of the things were going toward the facility, but there 
was nothing he could do. He flew over the city, still war torn and cor-
rupted. He flew over everywhere he had ventured to, still covered with 
these beasts. He flew over mom’s house, which was blown up. She was 
alright, though. He was just there minutes ago. He started flying over 
the forest and mountains, which fire was everywhere.

Suddenly, the bomb twisted, a beast was on it. The Recruit tried 
to kick it off and do what he could. He couldn’t fail. He grabbed his 
sword and slowly climbed up the bomb, hanging on. He was polite 
and surrendered the behemoth into submission and kicked it off. Then 
another jumped on, and he tried knocking it off. Then another jumped 
on. The bomb was going downward. It flipped him upside down.

An oncoming mountain came by, and he lifted himself as much as 
he could, both behemoths were knocked off and the bomb began the 
trail again. It then approached the Mouth of Mount Doom. It went 
up as high as it could, and began crashing down. He did this for all 
humanity.

big Mama began impaling on coming helicopters and behemoths. 
The Recruit could see all the death still going on. Even after an hour, 
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they were fighting even harder. The bomb reached MAX SPEED and 
crashed downward. The Recruit slipped and the thrusters threw him 
upward. It felt like he was in slow motion, watching his life flash be-
fore his eyes. big Mama flew into the mountain and several behe-
moths tried jumping on it. EVAC choppers gave up and let it happen. 
It crashed to the ground, and ended all wars. Or, as it was supposed to. 
The bomb didn’t go off. It smacked into the ground.

The Recruit free fell until he came closer to the bomb. He took the 
sword from his back, and pointed it downward. He fell faster than any 
helicopter or bomb that was dropped. He fell on top of big Mama, 
shoving the sword into it, and sparking a flame that would end the 
fighting. Peace for once. Peace for seconds. The bomb exploded, shat-
tering all it. The mountain shattered like glass and as did mountains 
miles away.

The world was covered in dust and fire. Gaz looked in the distance 
and saw a flash.

“Mission accomplished,” he muttered.
Humanity almost ended that day.
No one will remember the fallen. There will be no heroes.
History is written by those who choose to make it, if they can.
Sadly, no one could.
They can start a new world.
Hopefully a peaceful one.
Hopefully no more wars.
Hopefully no more taxes.
After twenty-four hours, the bomb was still going off. The whole 

area was in flame.
Half the world was on fire. Literally.
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It was certainly the end of days…or…the beginning of a new era. 
Dust and debris filled the air. No one stood standing after the 

devastating explosion. The figure someone had thought to be Dave at 
his final moments, was gone. The man who claimed to have seen him? 
Gone.

The sun was completely blocked out, as if it was going to rain 
heavily for days, by clouds of ash and waste. There was no visible crater 
left from the explosion that some say could have rivaled that of the 
atomic bomb. The only evidence of such explosion was the bloom of 
ash and the leveling of forests nearby. The cars that once sat on The 
Road to the now dormant volcano, had been flipped and tossed about 
several times. Most of them now lay somewhere else, on top of some-
thing or someone, most likely upside-down. The bulletproof window-
ing of the cars was completely shattered, or caved in by what appeared 
to be large blocks of volcanic rock falling from the sky.

One tree, that was full with life and green leaves, stood on the 
overhanging that overlooked the area once known as The Pit. The 
branches vacillated from the fluctuation of winds. A noise came from 
underneath a pile of rubble. Then, a body was moved, and then a stone.

A man crawled out of the mix of people, ash, and rock. He crawled 
for several meters, and then stopped. He lay in that position in that 
spot for almost an hour, lifelessly. Then, he turned onto his back, and 
stared up at the sky. The memory of the final moments was gone from 
his mind. He rose to his feet, and began surveying the carnage.

The man known as Kamu Mada was the only one to appear. Right 
before the final moment, he had laid flat on the ground, to avoid be-
ing found by the enemy. He noticed something was amiss when the 
fighting stopped, but did not take a peek. Then, a large crackling noise, 
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followed by a great flash, whipped out all organic life in the vicinity. 
He walked over to the tree and placed his hand upon it.

He thought for a second, and then hesitated to say, “Louis? Is…
is that you old friend?”

30 YEARS LATER…

Kamu Mada stood with his two highest ranking generals. The sun 
rose just beyond the balcony’s view of the rolling hills in the distance. 
The city of Umakistan illuminated as if every light was turned on for 
a festive celebration.

“What is the next step, sire?” asked Noremac, General of the 2nd 
Legion. Kamu gazed upon the city that he had created so many years 
ago. He ruminated for several moments, than stared absently into the 
distance.

“I built this city from the ground up,” he said.
He turned around, looking both the men in the face with an ag-

gressive look.
“I forged it with blood and iron. I do not intend to see it fall,” 

Kamu stated this with an alarming sense of rage, and then slammed 
his fists onto the marble balcony, sending cracks throughout its solid 
structure.

The generals remained unphased by the intense flash of rage in 
Kamu Mada, for they were most likely used to dealing with it. They 
gazed at each other and then back to Kamu. “You two are dismissed. 
Leave. Now!” Kamu shouted at the men.

Part Two
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Casually, they turned and walked to the large chamber door, 
decorated with different shades of red, yellow, and purple. The door 
slammed shut beyond the men, leaving the leader of the glorious na-
tion by his lonesome. He continued to stare into the sunrise, and then 
turned around and gazed at a locked hollowed out book that sat on 
his desk. He placed the palms of his hands on the book, as if it was a 
person. Gently, he stroked the books spine and reached for a key.

Kamu inserted the key, disengaging the lock as it turned.
CLICK.
The lock had been opened. He removed the key, and replaced it to 

its original place of resting. Inside the book was another, much larger 
key. He picked up the second key, and placed it in his suit’s inside 
pocket and then left his chamber. A silence fell over the room and 
on the same horizon seen just an hour earlier. An army of men had 
materialized. The city of Umakistan and its Legionaries prepared for 
a war, which would end with a victor, and a loser whose spirit will no 
long exist.

Kamu stood in front of a large Vault Door staring at its mag-
nificence. The Vault Door had only been opened twice before, both in 
times of dire need. The first time was fifteen years ago; Kamu remem-
bered the day vividly.

Kamu, Noremac, and Xof ran intensely to take cover from the 
inevitable bombing run that would soon strike the city. Once the un-
derground command post was reached, war preparations would begin.

Xof would command the ground forces on what they were to do if 
the enemy invaded on foot after the bombings, and what sort of coun-
ter-offensive to launch when they were ready. Normac would com-
mand the air forces and defenses set up around the city. They reached 
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the door, and Kamu began to turn the key when the first bombs began 
to drop.

Suddenly, a massive hole was cut into the ground by a daisy cut-
ter, revealing the underground installation to the air force above. The 
base’s alarm system began to wail and Kamu froze in his tracks. Ve-
lociraptors.

Kamu knew it was only a matter of time before the base’s only 
defense would get to them. The vicious raptors were trained to rip 
apart anything that moves, including Kamu and his generals. Xof and 
Noremac drew their machine guns, ready for the fight that would soon 
begin. Another daisy cutter slammed into the ground somewhere 
nearby, shaking the Earth to its core. Kamu knew only one thing could 
save them.

“Stay here, I forgot about the Pizza boy!” Kamu yelled.
He ran down the hall and turned left right as the doorbell rang. 

He reached out for the doorknob, barely grapping when an explosion 
happened. Kamu was on the ground. The door and walls around him 
became destroyed and crumbled to the ground. The doorbell system 
was hooked up to a bomb, which, during a FULL bASE ALERT, 
would set off an explosion.

The Pizza boy stood up, still alive after the blast.
“Get down!” Kamu screamed at the boy, remember that a second-

ary explosion was to occur.
It was too late; Kamu had fallen and couldn’t get up in time. The 

second explosion sent shock waves passed Kamu.
An arm, still grasping onto the pizzabox landed in front of Kamu.
“Poor kid, shoulda had his Life Alert installed.”
He shook his head in extreme disappointment.
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And then it happened.
A Velociraptor jumped over Kamu, sending its claws near his 

shoulder blade. Disabling its arm he had reached out to receive the 
pizza from the dismembered limb of the Pizza boy. Kamu and the 
raptor engaged in hand to feet combat.

The Raptor jumped into the air, about to pile drive Kamu into the 
ground, when Kamu jumped and did a three-sixty, landing his feet 
into the jaw bone of the Raptor.

In a daze, the Raptor came out swing but was not strong enough, 
Kamu somersaulted into an air dive, sending his foot on the raptor’s 
head. It fell to the ground unconscious as Kamu removed his leg with 
LIGHTNING SPEED. He got the pizza, and began to head back to 
his Generals.

Kamu could tell by the hole in the concrete and steel ceiling above 
him that it was close to noon now, and that the temperature should 
soon rise. He knew that the Eski-Umaks, those who had launched the 
invasion, would soon be forced to retreat because of their low tolerance 
to warm weather. They’re down for the count, lookin’ at the ground.

“Haters,” Kamu thought to himself.
Kamu found Xof, who was treating Noremac’s wounds. He was 

attacked by a raptor with an optic laser beam. The beam had pierced 
his protective armor.

“Your Lord! You must go to him and seek his advice, only he will 
know what to do!” Xof said to Kamu.

Kamu nodded, and proceeded down the hallway once more, only 
this time turned toward the large Vault Door. Not a single person but 
the great Kamu Mada has ever entered the Vault.

The Vault was naturally formed by a once-active volcano. During 
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The Great War, the volcano went dormant. He pulled a lever. Then, a 
loud noise was heard. The metal door slid open, revealing a path to the 
Mouth of the once-thriving volcano.

“Mount Doom,” Kamu said to himself.
Kamu pulled another lever. This time, light flooded the cavern. As 

Kamu walked up the long path, the remnants of the Great War clut-
tered the area, like fossils from a time long ago.

Several cars flipped and destroyed are beginning to see the first 
signs of rusting, the metal of the frames turning a brownish color 
around the edges. Piles of bones and skeletons remained untouched by 
time. At the end of the path stood a lone tree. Off of it fell dead leaves 
with no remaining color in them. The harsh nuclear winter seemed to 
have never left the cavern.

The branches were old and withering and appeared to be as old as 
Kamu himself. The bark is old and dried, clearly on its final leg. Few 
leaves remined on the tree with what little color they have. Kamu ad-
dresses the tree as if it was a human.

“Louis my old friend, I seek your guidance for a final time.”
The tree began to shake vigorously as if it was awakening. A breeze 

came over the cavern and Kamu was chilled to his core.
The sounds of bombs dropping and gunfire in the distance shat-

tered the tranquility of the city. Generals Noremac and Xof, escorted 
by their elite security force, marched from the palace to the main gate’s 
tower. From there, they would watch over every aspect of the battle to 
come, making decisions that would alter the battle in their favor.

Xof walked angrily, whereas Noremac walked calmly with his 
hands placed nobly behind his back. both men wore purple and red 
robes decorated with highly interesting patterns. Different shades of a 
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deep purple covered the remaining space not covered by the eye-pop-
ping designs. both of them wore Admiral’s hats, decorated in price-
less red and oranges jewels, and a fiery color scheme. Noremac’s eyes 
had been changed by surgery to an angelic blue color, Xof ’s had been 
changed to a fiery red.

As the Generals reached the command post, they became worried 
about Kamu.

“You two,” Noremac snapped at the two guards. “Go and attend to 
his holiness, he should be in his chamber.”

The guards saluted and bowed and then left eagerly to the direc-
tion of the palace, leaving the two Generals in the company of each 
other. Noremac fixed his view upon Xof, making eye contact. both 
men nodded in synchronicity, signaling to each other that the plan 
was in motion.

The roof above Kamu shook furiously with the continued detona-
tion of the falling bombs. Debris rained upon him and the once-mag-
nificent tree.  The wind in the chamber picked up to HURRICANE 
FORCE SPEEDS and began to toss and turn the rubble about. The 
strongest of limbs clutched onto the tree, refusing to give into the 
violent vortex of air pressure.

Kamu held onto the tree for his life, when suddenly the wind 
stopped. All at once, the place that was horrible violent, became eerily 
peaceful. There was a flash, and a gate opened up. Kamu put his hand 
over his eyes like a visor as too look into the blinding lights of the 
portal. A figure appeared, and then another, and finally ten others.

“No, this cannot be!” Kamu yelled in fury.
The volcano began to shake violently, and lava began to erupt from 

its inner most bowls. The ground beneath him cracked and broke un-
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der the immense pressure, leaving him and the tree on a land bridge of 
sorts. All ten of the men were identical, complete copies of the others. 
The center man, stood apart from the rest, like a man wearing black 
in a sea of white.

“The time has come Kamu, this has all happened before and now 
it is to happen again. Where is the other Dave?” the man paused.

A flash.
And then nothing.

* * *
And so the world had once again rebuilt itself, as the Prophecy of 

the Tax Returns had stated.
The Stranger and his mother never enjoyed dinner together and 

never will because, as many have said, history, has a way of repeating 
itself.

And so it shall, dozens of times over, until the end of time.
And Dave, will be reformed and remade every time until then.
And so will all the rest of them, forever and ever.
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“When is the bare minimum
really the bare minimum?”

CAUTION: THIS PACKET CONTAINS EXTENSIVE USE 
OF THE PHRASE “bARE MINIMUM.”

Nathan Fox, The author of the story Tax Returns along side Cam-
eron Shanton, and one of the lead singers for Nathan, I and the Funky 
Few, attends Thurmont Middle School. Recently, he has been asked 
the fateful question, “When you copy or paste information on the In-
ternet, is that doing the bare minimum or not?” well, wait no further 
audience, we are going to take a deeper look at this problem.

The “bare minimum” is one of the many problems we face today. 
What have we done about it? Nothing, just as the bare minimum in-
tended. “but what is the bare minimum?” Well, you are doing it. You 
are asking me rather than finding out yourself. Way to go. but I’ll be 
generous, the bare minimum can be stated as “Doing less than the 
average person would” or just not doing anything.

It all started in Mr. Adam Umak’s class, people decided to do this 
evil act of rebellion, the bare minimum. Sadly, Mr. Umak had fallen 
under its mighty rule for at least 3 weeks. He is currently in his normal 

Copy and Paste
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state of mind, but what caused this? I don’t know, I’ll just do the bare 
minimum and not figure it out. Mr. Umak has asked a select amount 
of students whether copy or pasting information off the Internet is the 
bare minimum or not, and that’s why im here, to figure out the truth.

Now to get in depth. To copy information off the Internet, all you 
need to do is hilight the area to be copied, right click, click “Copy” and 
then go to your page, and right click, then select “Paste.” but, the real 
question, wouldn’t that be to much work for someone who is under 
the bare minimum? Why wouldn’t you just do nothing and leave it at 
that? but more claim that doing this is the bare minimum, because 
your not putting it in your own words. both sides, both the bare mini-
mum. What side are you on? but, im not going to stop there, join me 
on my adventure to discover the truth!

Now, if you have been paying attention, I’m clearly not doing the 
bare minimum, for I am taking the time to discover this and I am put-
ting it in my own words. Now to the audience, I am about to show you 
an example of the bare minimum.

CAUTION: THIS IS NOT FOR THE FAINT OF HEART, 
IF YOU CAN’T HANDLE THE bARE MINIMUM, LOOK 
AWAY NOW. WELL, ACTUALLY JUST SKIP A COUPLE 
PARAGRAPHS!

This comes from Wikipedia, a cheater’s sanctuary. The topic is on 
“backmasking” or playing a song backwards to find a hidden sublimi-
nal message:

backmasking (also known as backward masking) is a record-
ing technique in which a sound or message is recorded backward 
on to a track that is meant to be played forward. backmasking is 
a deliberate process, whereas a message found through phonetic 
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reversal may be unintentional.
backmasking was popularized by The beatles, who used back-

ward instrumentation on their 1966 album Revolver. Artists have 
since used backmasking for artistic, comedic and satiric effect, on 
both analog and digital recordings. The technique has also been 
used to censor words or phrases for “clean” releases of songs.

backmasking has been a controversial topic in the United 
States since the 1980s, when allegations from religious groups 
of its use for occult purposes were made against prominent rock 
musicians, leading to record-burning protests and proposed anti-
backmasking legislation by state and federal governments.
Now here is the average teen putting this in his own words. Hope-

fully you will find the difference:
“LOL LIKE PlaYIN The song baCK Words Make SE-

CRETTT Message, an Sum PEEPS Tink DAT IT Could b3 
UseD F0R SATaniC Purp0Ses And JUNK! Happeh Face =D”
That was horrible, I know.
Mr. Umak lately has been dealing with people who were copying 

and pasting their work, but it is still a mystery how he catches them.
Now, let’s bring the main question to the auidience, what do you 

think? Is it the bare minimum or not? Well, let’;s not stop there. When 
the question was asked to the selected few, some replied that it was 
or wasn’t, me, I still haven’t came up with a answer, I guess you could 
say I was indeed doing the bare minimum. I still have to wonder, what 
was their reasoning?

Sadly, I cannot ask them at this moment. bear with me here. Ha, 
“bare.” Get it?

Anyway, let me get more into detail with those hardcore rockers 
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out there. Serj Tankian, lead singer for “System of a down”, says 30 
complete words in 4.5 seconds in their song “Sugar.” Which means, 
each word he had to have said at blazing fast speeds, and to remember 
that phrase and to do it that fast is quite impressive. This is an example 
of not doing the bare minimum. These lyrics he has made himself, so 
no copying or pasting was involved. See? No copying or pasting, and 
the band is very succesful.

Now for all the nerds out there (such as myself ), lets bring Stan 
Lee into the picture. Stan Lee is most noted for his comics you prob-
ably most heard about, such as Spiderman, The Fantastic Four, X-
Men,The Avengers,Iron Man, The Hulk and many more. He was put 
into the Will Eisner Comic book Hall Of Fame in 1994 and was 
former president and chairmen of Marvel Comics. He had been ac-
componied by most notably Jack Kirby and Steve Ditko. See, it is 
okay to have help sometimes, but he never copied or pasted anything, 
therefore, he did not do the bare minimum.

Many people have done the bare minimum. This comes from a 
website, Proof-Of-Claim.org, who have an example of plagiarism. 
“One of the most famous cases of copyright infringement in history 
involves George Harrison’s ‘My Sweet Lord.’ In 1970, Harrison re-
leased his first true solo single. ‘My Sweet Lord,’ charted at #1 in the 
United States and the United Kingdom upon its release, bringing it 
to the attention of bright Tunes Music, the copyright holder of The 
Chiffons’ hit, ‘He’s So Fine.’ While Harrison’s song was still on the 
charts, bright Tunes filed suit against him for copyright infringement. 
Over the next five years, while the case was waiting to be heard, Harri-
son tried to deal with Gleaming Tunes, initially by trying to buy their 
entire catalog, and later by offering a portion of the royalties (Cronin). 
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Harrison’s made his best offer a month before the case, agreeing to 
hand over 40% of the royalties generated in the US to Radiant Tunes. 
bright Tunes rejected this offer, and would only settle for 75% of the 
royalties generated worldwide, and ownership of the rights to ‘My 
Sweet Lord,’ (Cronin).”

Yes, That was copied and pasted. Calm down, I gave full credit 
to the author.  Anyway, bad news. I just realized that all my wording 
throughout this whole adventure has been bold. Well, im not deleting 
it so its going to stay bold lettered. Look, I’m doing the bare minimum. 

PUBLISHER’S NOTE: ALL bOLDFACE PRINT HAS 
bEEN TURNED TO REGULAR TYPE FOR THE PRINT 
EDITION. THINK OF IT AS A NICE EXTRA. ENJOY.

back on task. You might all be asking, “Nathan, because you’re so 
awesome and tottaly better than everyone else, what is your side of the 
argument????” Well, you might have to flip this page, and I might just 
have to tell you.

In the wise worlds of my brother Matthew: “Those who decide to 
take this kind of minimalist approach to essay writing, poetry, novels 
and the like, are not only robbing the original author of their creative 
expression but they are also stifling their own creativity. by refusing to 
engage in such petty tactics the writer gains more than a decent grade 
but also proves to themselves how imaginative they can truly be. And 
as to whether or not doing so is the bare minimum, it is, while you 
are putting a conscious effort forth to achieve some kind of grade (for 
students that is) you’re still taking someone else’s work and saying it 
is your own, which is, of course, cheating. While doing nothing isn’t a 
“minimum” it’s doing nothing.”

I would like to thank the audience for reading this, and the ques-
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tion may still ring on for all eternity, but for me, I believe that copying 
and pasting is indeed an act of the bare minimum. After all, it would 
take way to long too do it yourself. but, you can always just sit there 
and not copy at all. Or do anything for that matter.

Yes, it is indeed true that when you copy and paste information 
you are making an effort to complete the task. but, you’re not making 
as much effort as you would when putting it in your own wording. In 
that case, I may just have to copy and paste from now on. but to Mr. 
Umak, and those selected students, and to the audience, I would like 
to tell you, that there is indeed no true answer.

That’s correct, no real answer. You are at the same time putting up 
an effort, while not at the same time. For we will never truly know the 
answer, you may keep this question with you until you breathe your 
last breath. If anyone can actually tell me a true, scientific answer on 
this situation, I would be truly impressed and have to shake your hand 
for an extensive five seconds.

Why five seconds? I don’t know, I could have gone for six, but I’m 
doing the bare minimum. I hope that all this information helps all 
readers and people who have to do an extensive assignment, and re-
member, don’t copy or paste. Well, actually, that would be easier. Man, 
I could have copied this whole entire four page in length of pure info. 
That would have been real easy, so in conclusion, I really don’t care 
what you do. but I do indeed think that copying and pasting is indeed 
doing somewhat of the bare minimum, but we will never know. 

Thank you to all the readers who are reading this big packet of 
useless garbage. I really appreciate it. Think about it…. Will you do 
the bare minimum?
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P.S. HAPPEH FACE!!!!!!!!!!!

Websites (or I just leave it at four pages and do the bare mini-
mum.)

•	 Wikipedia.org
•	 Proof-Of-Claim.org
•	 Facebook.com

How to Successfully Plagiarize
•	 Step 1 - Copy and Paste selected amount of information.
•	 Step 2 - Highlight and have the font match rest of writing.
•	 Step 3 - If there are are words that are linked, right click on 

link, and remove the hyperlink at bottom of the menu.
•	 Step 4 - Remove the citations, which are number inside of 

brackets, which link you to the source page (on Wikipedia).
•	 Step 5 - Print out and give to your instructor, then be patient 

and get a good grade. Hehehehe……
•	 Step 6 - Congrats, you successfully plagiarized!
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As many people enjoy hunting, it is not much of a hobby but more 
of a skill. Whether you hunt deer, squirrel, duck, fox, or bird, there is 
more to understand about it than pointing a gun at an animal and 
pulling the trigger. In this guide, you will explore the many things that 
the avid squirrel hunter should know.
 

Locating
One large problem with hunting squirrels is being able to find 

them! Usually if they are on the ground, they see, hear, and in some 
cases, smell you coming. At that moment, they may feel in danger and 
go sprinting for a tree, then stare at you from the other side of it. If you 
have a shot, by all means take it. However, say you can only hear the 
squirrel who is lurking somewhere in the treetops. Locating this small 
gray animal in a big gray/brown tree could be the very worst of your 
problems. First, look for any shapes that could stand out against a tree 
like a round head or a round body. If this is not working, look for the 
white fur on the squirrel’s underside. This usually contrasts very well 
against the leaves or branches it may be hiding in.
 

Landon’s
Squirrel Guide
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Estimating Populations
It is always a good idea to know how many squirrels are in an area 

before you invade. There are many ways of scientifically estimating 
how many squirrels you will encounter, but this guide is not written 
for some kind of a zoologist, and rather for the more inexperienced. 
Looking around for nests is a great way to find out if squirrels are in 
the area. However, this may be misleading as nests are on many oc-
casions vacant. In addition, squirrels like to climb into woodpecker 
holes or natural holes in trees and create homes. Another method 
of determining squirrels in an area is to observe broken nutshells or 
abundances of foods like acorns or seeds in piles. These can usually be 
found fresh and located at the bottoms of trees or bushes. This area 
will be very populated and excellent for hunting.

Nesting/Feeding
Nests are one of the most important priorities for a squirrel. They 

provide shelter from the elements and a refuge from enemies. Typi-
cally, they will be about 3-4 times larger than a birds nest, or about the 
size of a bushel basket. Squirrels are opportunistic feeders, meaning 
they will find the closest and easiest source of food. Usually they will 
nest in or near a tree that will produce a sustained and obtainable food 
source such as nuts or seeds. They can get the nuts or seeds from the 
ground and bury them for later, or eat it when they find it. They usu-
ally feed in the early morning and afternoon evening, depending on 
the time of year. These times are best to begin the hunt. After all, it is 
highly advisable to adhere to these standards.
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Weapons
12 gauge shotgun: With the sheer strength ad force of this gun, 

it makes the need for any other sound like a joke. In all simplicity, it 
shoots a wall of buckshot at the small furry target. At a distance of 
around 10-20 yards, this gun has the power to put down a squirrel 
as quickly and easily as possible. At longer ranges however, this is 
not true. Unless you have slugs (which I don’t recommend because 
you will need great accuracy at even close range) the spread is going 
to make the shot unlikely to hit your target. On top of that, the gun 
is usually heavy and the shells are bulky, which makes long journeys 
difficult. Everything considered, this is a wise choice to exterminate 
these forest rats efficiently.

 .22 caliber rifles: being one of the most popular rifles to own, it’s 
no wonder it’s very common to see small game hunters carrying these. 
They are great to use if you plan to eat the squirrels, as there are no 
metal bbs that could get stuck in the meat. There are many different 
ways of making this weapon-semi automatic, bolt action, pump ac-
tion, or lever action. In my experiences, I would recommend either 
semi-automatic or pump action. This is because the .22 caliber is one 
of the lowest you can find, so hitting a squirrel with a bullet that small 
could be hard. Having a semi-automatic or pump action .22 allows 
you to unload a lot more rounds in a lot less time in case you need to 
make up for a missed first or second shot. If you have a scope on this 
rifle (which I recommend) and you are pulling a bolt back or cocking 
a lever, you will have to free a hand, which allows you to stop looking 
through the scope. This constant motion will not only get redundant, 
but could scare squirrel after squirrel if you have to reacquire the target 
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after a missed shot.
 20 gauge shotgun: a close cousin to the 12 gauge, it offers many of 

the same characteristics. For younger hunters, this should be the first 
choice in shotgun as it is usually lighter, smaller, and has less recoil. 
All of this may seem convincing to take this option rather than a 12 
gauge, but the lack of range would make any avid squirrel hunter dis-
card this immediately. Definitely, a great gun for younger enthusiasts, 
but with more skill comes better weapons.

 bow and Arrow/Crossbow? To hunt such a small animal with a 
bow or crossbow takes divine skill and practice, so therefore is not at 
all advised. Remember, this guide is for amateurs so recommendation 
to do this would be dumb.

Stealth/Camouflage
Since most Gray Squirrel hunting happens in the temperate forest 

environment, the option of being silent while walking on dry leaves 
does not present itself. The patient hunter will find a place where the 
evidence of squirrel activity is noticeable, and take a seat on a log or 
by a tree and wait for the squirrels to come out and play. If this is you, 
camo is a good idea. If the squirrels think you blend in, it will be easier 
for them to come near you in search of food. but if you would rather 
find the squirrels instead of them finding you, then you face other dif-
ficulties and advantages. Although you can cover more area, you will 
be louder in doing so. Most squirrel hunting occurs in the fall with 
fresh crunchy leaves on the ground. If there is no clear trail then look 
for alternate ways such as walking on logs or rocks or even through 
creeks. Obviously never run through the area that you plan on hunting 
at. This will disturb the peace and alarm every animal in range of your 
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firearm. Try to take slow, soft steps but maintain a fast pace if need-
ed. Only fire your weapon when completely necessary. Some people 
choose to wear ear protection when carrying loud guns like a 12 gauge 
or 20 gauges. If you are not worried about making noise, then go for it. 
Otherwise, you could not know how loud you are being or hear distant 
squirrels, which will put you at a disadvantage.
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Dave.
A legend? A god? A myth?
No one will ever know.
He never had a family, no one ever saw his face, and they never 

even heard a last name. However, there is one left in the world. One 
person who knows more than anyone could ever wish to know. One 
man, who lived it all and may himself be the key to fixing all the 
world’s problems.

His name is unknown. His age is unknown. His location is un-
known.

And so the war of the inhabitance of The Island of Ignorance 
rages on like a fire during the dry season. May it be noted, if this fire 
is left unattended it will burn into a raging inferno that could engulf 
the whole world. The fate of the world is in one unsuspecting gentle-
man’s hands.

Plagiarist Prison is one of the most notorious prisons on Igno-
rance Island. It is several miles deep into Camp Smiles-A-Lot, sur-
rounded Ultranationalist Territory, and several hundred miles from 
the Sea of Infinity. In this prison, the most hardcore prisoners of all 
remain incarcerated by the Ultranationalist forces. Many of these men 
are in for war crimes such as village burning, treason, desertion, and 

The Island
of Ignorance
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unnecessary use of flashbangs. Most of the men are in for only a few 
years, but some are in until their “farewell” date. Today is one such of 
those days.

“Afanasi Stephonov. Step up please.”
Out of the crowd came a man with eyes as blue as Caribbean wa-

ter. He took a few steps forward and then The Executioner addressed 
him.

“Afanasi Stephonov, 33. You face convictions of high treason 
against the Ultranationalists. All evidence points to you as an espio-
nage officer for The Resistance, of whom we are heavily engaged at 
war with. Today, you face permanent removal by fire.”

The Executioner grabbed a hold of a lever and pulled it, open-
ing up a well-hidden secret door, revealing a pit filled with molten 
iron. Afanasi took his final gulp, and then was grabbed by two guards 
and pushed forward onto a platform. A man began to recite the Ul-
tranationalists “unforgivable” speech given at every formal execution. 
Afanasi closed his eyes as his whole life flashed before his eyes and 
he felt the guard’s boot press against his back. His hearing became 
muted and he no longer cared to comprehend what in the speech was 
directed to him. The foot stiffened on his back, and began to push him 
farther forward. In a matter of moments, he would fall upon a vat of 
molten iron and built into some sort of weapon to aid those he fought.

* * *
The room became silent as news of the capture began to sink into 

the souls and minds of the resistance troops present. Fox Squad con-
sisted of fourteen men, all specially trained in something. Some of 
the men once fought for the Ultranationalists and some even come 
from the Land of the High Elves. Many High Elves are used to the 
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conditions of their homeland, where giant beasts roam below the tree 
tops they inhabit. Their people are nimble and quick on their feet. The 
Resistance, along with the Ultranationalists, have been utilizing their 
people for stealth missions since the war started. Four of the men in 
the squad are high elves, two are ex-Ultranationalists, and the rest are 
humans.

Afasani was their man on the inside, the person they used to relay 
information from inside Ultranationalist territory to the Resistance 
HQ. Now, confirmation has come that in several hours Afasani will 
face his certain demise at Plagiarist Prison.

“Listen up men,” the leader of the squad, Marko, said. “HQ has 
advised us not to make a rescue attempt. but listen here, have we ever 
let one of our men die when we can help them?”

All of the men in the room began to cheer.
“Then its settled, we’re going into the Hot Zone.”
The sun shined its rays in through a window, catching a glint on 

his aviators. The men geared up, and began a hike through Dragon 
Territory to reach the Ultranationalists.

A patch of grass began to creep closer and closer to the hilltop 
as though it were alive. Suddenly, another patch of vegetation began 
to crawl, only this time it lifted its head up the slightest bit, revealing 
the face covered by a black mask underneath. The first patch of mov-
ing grass then lifted the area where its head would be and nodded. 
Arms began to form out of the sides of the man in the grass suit, 
sliding down the side of his body to a camouflaged rifle with a higher-
powered scope and suppressor attachments. He pulled it up to himself 
like a ladder from a rooftop, and began slowly but steadily to set up the 
bipod without causing any noticeable movements. The rifle had been 



54

Fox - Shanton  - Wivell - Umak

set up, and the man leaned into the butt of the gun as the man beside 
him unveiled a spotting telescope.

“Welcome to the Hot Zone boys, we are ago,” the snipers whis-
pered into his tactical microphone, which had been gently fastened on 
his cheek with tape.

* * *
He felt the boot relieve pressure upon his back, and he opened his 

eyes. As if in slow motion, the guard tower in front of him began to 
creek and fall to the side. He had not heard an explosion. How could 
this happen? The question soon answered itself as gunfire began to 
sound of like an orchestra around him. bullets began to fly out of the 
crowd at the guards. Afasani began to jerk his head back and forth 
trying to locate the source of the incoming fire on the prison.

Suddenly, an explosion shook the compound, rattling the near-
by buildings and the fences. An Ultranationalist tank had blown a 
hole through the gate to the section of the prison Afasani and the 
other prisoners awaiting there executions stay. Something was wrong 
though, Afasani could tell. An Ultranationalist machine gun in one 
of the towers began to open fire on the crowd of prisoners, spraying 
blood and chunks of fresh butchered human meat over the others in 
the crowd. Afasani hit the deck, and moved a falling body over his 
own. There was another explosion much stronger then the last.

When Afasani’s eyes finally open, he found himself dragged 
through a rough forest. The men dragging him were prisoners he had 
befriended inside the prison. benvolio and Horatio they called them-
selves. The names always reminded him of someone from a long time 
ago, but he could never put his finger on it.

Afasani began to doze off once more, this time leaning his head 
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back and allowing his neck to go limp. When he finally came too, he 
was in a makeshift lean-too. For a few hours, he faded in and out of 
reality, having dreams and nightmares about what happened to him 
at the prison. During these sequences, he thought he heard two men 
speaking of something. Something they were clearly worried about 
from the start of the jailbreak.

What happened to the men who freed us? What are we doing out 
here? Why did we even stop in their territory?

“Their territory?” Afasani thought to himself. Then, the thought 
hit him like a ton of bricks. Camp Smiles-A-Lot. Fear directly de-
scended into him. He remembered the stories from his childhood. 
He remembered the stories of what happened to the children sent to 
the camp, how they were never the same. They called them Mutants, 
Shape Shifters, and Monsters. Afasani attempted to rise from his bed, 
but he could not find the strength. The wind began to blow, caus-
ing flocculation in the tree leaves. He knew what would happen in a 
matter of moments. The Campers, as they are called, would descend 
upon the men, and a fight would ensue.  benvolio and Horatio began 
to look around while spinning their bodies and jerking their heads to 
find something they did not know for sure was there. Then it hap-
pened.

Campers began to drop from trees at lightning fast speeds, strik-
ing out at the two men. The two men stood bare as the color the finest 
red wines, then benvolio collapsed. Horatio looked around slowly, and 
then too collapsed to the ground. Afasani knew he would be next to 
perish. He waited for the moment to come when the Campers would 
find him, and then take him as they did the two men who saved his 
life. However, the moment never came. Hours passed, and nothing 
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happened.
Suddenly, a flash occurred, and three men appeared in front of 

Afasani. He knew who they were. “We are The Lorax, we speak for the 
trees,” The Intermediary said as he reached out his hand to Afasani.
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Spectacular tales of American history told with its biggest leg-
ends!

When the settlement of Roanoke, Virginia and its citizens mys-
teriously vanish, elder statesman benjamin Franklin assembles a team 
of extraordinarily gifted and talented individuals to solve the disap-
pearance of the lost city. The world’s most antisocial giant lumberjack, 
Paul bunyan, joins former slave and invulnerable steel drivin’ man, 
John Henry, on an adventure across the purple mountain’s majesty and 
fruited plains of America to discover who or what is causing it all to 
disappear. but, these two would-be heroes have a perilous road ahead 
of them.

While on the trail for clues, Paul and John Henry are met with 
a legion of honorable and infamous Americans lost in time adding 
more intrigue to the secret of Roanoke than they ever thought pos-
sible. Along the way they’ll fight corrupt clergy at the Salem Witch 
Trials, hazard fine dining with the Donner Party, and hug trees with 
Johnny Appleseed.

Join Paul bunyan and John Henry on their ridiculous romp 
through America’s secret past in this captivating and historical who-
dunnit.

FOLKS
Book one  History repeats itself



Following the revelations of book One, Paul bunyan, John Henry, 
and the rest of the folks are back for more high adventure as America’s 
life, liberty, and pursuit of happiness are once again in danger. Cloaked 
in shadow swirls a sinister force guiding the fate of the nation into 
open conflict. Their presence now revealed, the treasonous secret soci-
ety of the Illuminati unleash Uncle Sam, the spirit of America itself, 
on benjamin Franklin’s team of living legends plunging the country 
into all-out civil war.

Paul and John Henry will have to use all of their wits to out-
wit this master tactician of military might as he endlessly plots and 
schemes to dismantle democracy itself. They’ll have some help along 
the way from the terrible teenage poetry of Emily Dickinson, the time 
traveling Sons of Liberty, and make a visit to Uncle Tom’s cabin.

Get back on the trail with Paul bunyan and John Henry as they 
battle Uncle Sam’s legions, proving themselves to be the true masters 
of modern warfare.

FOLKS
Book two  tHe Uncivil war



Teenager Max Rand has the world at his fingertips as he gradu-
ates high school. He’s got a loving family and a bright future as a 
genius-level inventor. Things can’t get any better for him. There is one 
problem, though. Max is an out of control egomaniac.

As Max pursues dreams of fame and success, he finds himself 
seeking guidance from a murderous ex-supervillain. Max spirals into 
a life of crime and mayhem, dragging his younger brother, David, and 
his loyal friend, Phillip, with him.

Max is positive that it is a good idea to be a bad guy. Even though 
life as he knows it is crumbling around him, he embraces his dark 
path of self-destruction. but destroying things are what supervillains 
do best, isn’t it?

Positive
Disintegration



Magic Bullet is a free semi-annually published comic newspaper 
focused on presenting the work of independent and underground car-
toonists and creators. Magic Bullet is distributed mainly in the greater 
Washington D.C. area. Copies are handed out for free at various comic 
conventions, including Small Press Expo, the baltimore Comic-Con, 
the DC Conspiracy’s own Counter Culture Fest, and many others. 
Copies can also be found in local comic shops and restaurants.

Magic Bullet is published through Plastic Farm Press and is pre-
sented by the DC Conspiracy. The DC Conspiracy features over 50 
members who embody the best of creative comics talent in the Wash-
ington D.C. area. Their work runs the gamut from witty and liter-
ary works to comics which incorporate action, the mystical, and just 
plain nonsense. Individually they create, but collectively they work to 
expand comics readership and fraternity through anthologies, minis, 
and webcomics.

In collaboration with artist Michael Auger, a one-page short en-
titled A Man About Town is a cartoonish, humorous, offbeat “horror” 
story that follows a fateful night in the life of a serial murderer. A Man 
About Town was inspired by Stan Laurel’s 1923 silent comedy of the 
same name and serves as a literary tip of the hat to horror giants Edgar 
Allan Poe and H.P. Lovecraft.

A MAn
About town




