
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


MY FRIEND TILL THE End

under the night blue sky we sit outside. Speaking is natural and brave. The shuttle laughs are playful and savory. No labor for the day. Enjoying my and her way of communicating for the day. Fall has come she say to me I still love caramel and chocolate. In humorous way. Slay me the way to laugh and play jokingly in a lovely way. She my friend for ever to stay. I love having Shandy’s someone to speak to knowing it could go on for the rest of a week. Never bleak to have each other speak. The knowledge she has is so passionate. I know I wish I had her as a friend till the end. The toll has come taking me over she cold today keeping her warmer shoulder to shoulder. Sitting smoke a cigarette. I glad she amazing woman I met.
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THE BUYER EFFECT 

Mom took the boy to the market, where he stood and said, “Mom, he was chopping a body to death.” So he’s a butcher, and that’s his job. Now quiet, boy—do not sob. Life is just and justified for us as people; we do our jobs to provide. Some eat meat, some are vegan. Does it still mean that meat may come from the living? We have to know thanks for giving. Having a life is not always free, because eating isn’t always that way—it has to be. It’s your choice to have your porridge. Knowing your way of things can be scary. Do we know that we kill for food at home? Just be kind to animals, but sometimes we have to let them go, for food is what we eat. Sometimes it is veggies; sometimes it is meat. So yes, be quiet—no one has to hear. Be mindful of others, for they know we as people are also carnivores. Some are not. A butcher is a butcher, hard at work, so we can have what we need. Don’t be scared of what he has prepared—it used to be a living animal. Keep calm, because we know you now know how workers work in a butchery, for that food you have on your plate to eat.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





