
“Okay class, who here would like to volunteer to help clean graffiti up in the neighborhood.”

Natasha raises her hand.


“Okay class, I am going to pass a paper around. Please print your name down if you wish to volunteer.”


Natasha printers her name down; then, she goes back to studying her lessons.


“Natasha, who was the United States of America’s first president?”


“George Washington, Miss Parker.”



“Right you are.”


“Now class, George Washington is important because he played a very important role in establishing America.”


“Now class, if it were not for George Washington, then we would probably not be here.” The words rolled off her lips as if programmed language.


Miss Johnson was very intelligent for a person of this world as she should be. And, she obtained her degree in education at a prestigious college and then went on to pursue an elementary school teaching job.


She was also very pretty, and this all helped out a lot in her life. She was after all chosen over many others to teach in this great and wonderful school in this great and wonderful city.


How attractive is she? Well, she has long blond hair, a nice pink skirt, and beautiful white teeth.


Her heritage is that of great pride. Her great many ancestors conquered many lands, and they taught their beliefs to their newly bred relative in these lands. Given it all, these ancestors of hers did not conquer new lands for resources or for entertainment. Those reasons would all be too practical. These people sought out these lands for survival, for they were a dying bred. Not just as a whole but individually as well.


The decay of their brothers and sisters from years of plague caused many tears and hardships for her ancestors. Life became much fearful; it became so fearful that many methods of cures had to be sought out.


As we all know, if none of those people were cured, then Miss Johnson would not be here today.

The pain is sought out and filled by these beliefs with lies which results to the coming of recurrence.


Sought out by none is that of lost history and more importantly to that effect, lost historians, people just like you and me.


“You are pretty Miss Johnson,” says Natasha as she leaves last out of all her classmates.

Last in line, but first of her kind is she. She hardly cries when things are lost. For, quickly she finds them anew. And, then there is happiness once more.

