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 Grey seas crash over the edges of the boat filling the bottom and Nathan's shoes. He stomped 

soggily in a vain attempt to force the unwelcomed water out of what was at one point a warm pair of 

socks. He pressed his rifle closer to his chest as he looked out onto the beach that was growing larger 

on the horizon. Next to him, Gregory Hampt, a friend he had known in middle school but had not seen 

in recent years offered him a piece of gum. Nathan declined and pondered over how many of his fellow 

soldiers would make it out of the impending battle alive, when he had a sudden odd feeling. It was as if 

he was supposed to be somewhere else, like he was running late for an appointment he didn't remember 

making.  

 The feeling would have to wait because the boat had arrived at the shore line and explosions 

began serenading Nathan's ears. Other platoons of soldiers had already hit the beach, some of them had 

already become bodies, face down in the sand. The boat's trailer began to lower in front of Nathan as he 

took the safety of his rifle off, wiped some of the salty mist from his eyes and he ran forward into the 

chaos. His only thought was of how long he would last. There was no way he would survive, wars were 

designed to kill and Nathan was no great soldier. To his left Gregory was running no more than what 

seemed like four or five feet away when an explosion suddenly made him vanish him from Nathan's 

eyes. A cloud of sand and smoke clouded his vision as he quickly ran to cover behind a large metal 

object that very much reminded him of the Batmobile but that couldn't be right. Summoning ever last 

shred of bravery he could muster he prepared himself and took off from behind the dark knight's 

vehicle and headed forward when something hit him square in the chest.   

 Warm blood stained his fatigues as he slumped to his knees. He thought it was weird that he 

actually couldn't feel any pain from the gunshot. He knew he was hit and that he was dying but overall 

he found getting shot and dying a rather easy experience compared to running into battle.  



 “Don't you have to get to class?” Janet whispered into his ear. She had to be quiet because the 

movie theater was beginning to dim the lights for the feature.  

 “Yeah I do actually, but I've wanted to see this movie forever.” Nathan whispered back. The 

theater was packed. People were coming in at the last minute and peering into the darkness trying to 

find seats together as the screen came to life. On it two figures were fighting in the rain. One of them 

was a large round man with a hatchet who was swinging wildly at the other who was a short woman   

who couldn't be older than fifteen. She was dressed in a catholic school girl uniform and was carrying a 

sword. They swung wildly at each other, attacking as if their lives were depending on it. The movie felt 

very familiar to Nathan, as if he had seen it before but he couldn't tell you what was going to happen 

though.  

 Something cold and wet hit Nathan's hand. He looked down and tried to see what had hit him. 

He was trying to get a better look at the wet spot in the darkness when another drop hit him, this time 

on his cheek. It was quickly followed by another, and then another. It was raining inside the movie 

theater! For some reason though Nathan seemed to be the only one who noticed or cared. The audience 

was getting soaked, Nathan had had enough. He got up to leave the theater but when he got up and 

turned to tell Janet he was leaving he was no longer in the theater at all. The rain continued to fall but 

now he was somehow in the movie. He turned and watched as the two combatants continued to battle 

only now they were standing just a few feet from Nathan. He wiped the rain out of his eyes and 

squinted. The fat man and girl hadn't seemed to notice him yet.  The girl raised her sword above her 

head and ran forward looking to take off the fat man's head. Just as her blade was about to strike right 

between the eyes of her attacker, he shot his hands forward and grabbed her wrists together in one of 

his massive catcher's mitt sized hands. He forced her to the ground and was slowly moving the girl's 

blade closer to her own neck. 

 Nathan wasn't sure really what to do. The whole scene was impossible to believe or take in. He 

was watching a movie; the outcome of the fight was part of a script and couldn't have anything to do 



with Nathan. The girl was the hero; she had to win didn't she? A drop of blood began running down the 

girl's neck as her own sword started to slit her throat. The man began to laugh as Nathan suddenly ran 

forward, rain stinging against his face, and tackled him around the waist. The two of them hit the 

ground with a wet thud. The girl coughed and grabbed her throat. She slowly got to her feet nodding to 

Nathan who spit a mouth full of water out onto the ground as he rolled off the man and tried to get to 

his feet when he felt something wrap around his ankle.  

 When Nathan turned the large round man had grabbed his ankle but instead of a hand he had 

developed some kind of tendril that was coiling itself further up Nathan's leg. He tried to scream 

terrified by the man/monster but nothing seemed to come out of his mouth but dust. He desperately 

looked to the young girl for help but all she did was stand motionless like a toy without its battery. The 

rain continued to pound as the tendril continued to wrap around his body. It felt tighter but there was no 

pain, no wounds that he could see. He could feel a layer of slime covering him from the tendril. The 

slime was black and tar like and even though for some reason Nathan couldn't smell the substance, he 

knew it was probably the foulest goop a person could ever come in contact with. He was getting closer 

to the groan, lowered by the fat man's new tendril. The ground had at least an inch of rain on it as 

Nathan landed. He was afraid he'd drown long before the man crushed him. His eyelids were getting 

heavy, he felt exhausted. As if he hadn't slept in weeks and plus he still had a nagging feeling that he 

needed to be somewhere else. Which in his current situation could have been anywhere if you asked 

him. He looked up one more time to the girl. She stood silently but raised her hand slowly. She 

extended her finger and pointed to something in his direction.  

 Lying next to him in the rain was a small bag. It had two straps on it, it was Nathan's backpack. 

He had no idea how or why it was there but he felt glad to see it. He remembered now that he had a 

paper due in school. He had it done but needed to turn it in; it was due today in the class he had skipped 

for the movie which unbeknownst to him he was starring in. He tried to reach his hand out through the 

coils of the tendril. He managed to get his fingers moving which gave him some leverage with the 



black sludge. He began sliding his arm further out toward the back pack. He could feel the blood 

starting to return to his hand. He could feel the coldness of the rain and he could almost reach his back 

pack. His fingertips were beginning to scratch at the material of the straps. Nathan took one last deep 

breath as he reached his hand through the arm hole of the strap. He grabbed the thin material in a fist 

with as tight a grip as he could. 

 It stopped raining; Nathan was still in the movie but was free of the fat man's tendril. The 

bulbous man seemed to of disappeared altogether. He sat up damp with the backpack still firmly in 

hand. He slicked his hair back and noticed that the girl in the school uniform was still there. She 

walked over next to him and sat down, neatly flattening out her skirt as she did.  

 “What's your paper about?” She asked in a small voice that was very calm considering she was 

in a battle to the death a moment ago. 

 “I had to write a story about my childhood where I experienced something for the first time.” 

Nathan had trouble dealing with the fact that he was having a conversation with someone he knew was 

a fictional character but he didn't want to be rude.  

 “What experience did you pick?” 

 “The first time I remember seeing a thunderstorm.”   

 Nathan reached into his dripping backpack and pulled out a notebook. Inside the front pocket he 

found his paper. It wasn't wet astonishingly, but the title wasn't what he remembered writing. The paper 

said SNOOZE in big letters at the top of the front page.  

 “Read me your story?” The girl asked.  

 “Sure, It probably isn't very good though.” He looked at the first sentence and began to read.  



 

   


