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Torch



April 7, 1997 The town surrounded a bay that was called Kempenfelt Bay. The highway,



Highway



400,



ran



right through the center of the town



and



happily



took



commuters to work in Toronto each day. The bay, Kempenfelt Bay, was part of Lake Simcoe, a large



lake



Ontario.



in



south



About



a



central 150,000



people lived in the town, Barrie. It was named after some famous guy a long time ago. Barrie was a happy place. As part of Canada, Barrie, had a high quality of life. 1



It was good to be part of the developed people Barrie,



world.



worked On.



Each



and



Their



day,



played lives



in



were



rarely interrupted. The year was 1997. Mike was 25 years old and had lived his whole life in th



Barrie. Today, April 7 , he was working



at



his



place



of



employment where they made medical



supplies.



Mike



didn't



mind working. Nevertheless he had not been feeling good lately. He felt sick. His mind was like a machine. A machine that was playing an endless video. A story for him to take in. Sometimes it 2



was good stuff. Lately it had been horrible



though.



Horrible



memories consumed him. They had a complete hold over him. Mike couldn't figure out what was wrong. Perhaps, it was the pot. He usually spent his nights smoking grass and listening to Black Sabbath. He lived alone in Downtown Barrie. He paid his rent,



and



enjoyed



his



small



apartment nonetheless. Somehow lately his memories just wouldn't stop. He was remembering all kinds of days of the past. And it wasn't good stuff. Life was hard for Mike. It had always been that 3



way. Life was tough. You had to be tough to cope with it. One such memory, of High School, had



Mike



hypnotized.



Unfortunately it was enough to push him over the edge. …....... October 8, 1989 The teacher was talking about the Dionne Quintuplets. It had been



a



horrible



issue



in



the



history of Canada. The teacher blabbed on and on. In fact, he never shut the fuck up. Mike felt 4



alone. He felt isolated. He felt depressed. School was too much for him. He hated school. He hated it so fucking much. It was a waste of time as far as he was concerned.



The



other



students



actually listened to the trash that the teacher talked. He was full of shit. That is when it happened. The



teacher



spoke



directly



to



Mike. “Are you wearing your panties, Mike?” Mike froze up. His face turned red.



He



felt 5



completely



embarrassed.



He



didn't



know



what to say. He struggled to find the words to say or think. It was all complete bullshit. Just like his girlfriend or ex-girlfriend. Then the class joined in. “Are you wearing your panties, Mike?” they said. “Leave me alone!” said Mike. Then the PA sounded. “Mike



wears



panties!”



said



a



woman evidently on the other end. 6



Mike had had enough. …....... April 7, 1997 Mike



broke



free



from



the



memory. It was all he could take. He



hated



everyone.



Why



did



people have to terrorize him. He decided he would leave work. He dropped what he was doing and went to the locker room to get his bag. Time to go home. He wanted to quit. He wanted to tell everyone to fuck off. He wanted 7



to snap. The memory was just too much for him. People were shit. All people were shit. Why did Mike have to live with them? He drove home in his beat up old car.



On



the



way



he



nearly



exploded in rage. He wanted to ram someone with his car. He wanted to run someone over. The rage was just too much. On the way he passed a large forest. It was a small part of Barrie's vast wilderness. He hated it. He hated that the shit people were able to enjoy decided



such



places.



something



Then



he



bold.



He



decided he was going to burn it 8



down.



Burn



it



down



to



the



fucking ground. That would show the



people.



That



would



teach



them a lesson. That would get the rage out. This awful fucking burning



rage



that



consumed



Mike. It had his very soul and it was



fucking



laughing.



Yes,



it



would not give up. Mike was one fucked up dude. He always had been.



Eventually



Mike



arrived



home. He had not forgot his plan though. He smoked some dope and eventually day became night. He figured to hell with work. He just could not take the pressure anymore. It was too much. All 9



the hate was like hell for his mind. His memory really had him. It had him by the balls. It had him by the balls and it was not going to let up. Mike was fucked. He didn't get it. Why was he even alive? Just to be abused. Abuse, somehow life could not exist without it. Mike had been abused. The world fucking abused him. They abused him too much. Those fuckers. There was no low they would not stoop to. Now Mike



was



gonna



make



them



suffer. He was going to take their stupid fucking forest from them. Maybe after that he would burn 10



down



a



church



or



someone's



house. That would teach them a fucking lesson. The fuckers that they are. When night arrived, Mike wasted no time. He got some gasoline and drove over to the forest. In the middle of the night, the streets were deserted. Everyone in Barrie was asleep. Mike did not hesitate. He got out of his car and began to douse the forest with gasoline. The forest was several square kilometers big and would burn well in the dry spring



weather.



Unfortunately



Mike would not be around to see the show. He had to flee the 11



scene and get home safely. The fire



would



consume



a



lot



he



decided. When all the gasoline had been dumped, he made his move.



He



took



his



cigarette



lighter and lit the gas. It quickly spread. The forest was old and very dry. Mike got in his car and began to drive home. The last he saw was that the fire was quite large. About as big as a few houses. He gunned the engine and sped those



home.



That



abusers.



would The



show



fuckers.



Treating him like a freak. It was just too much. Mike decided he would move up to houses. He 12



needed



to



get



some



more



gasoline. It was risky though. The police



would



be



looking



for



whoever set the fire. Buying the gasoline would be too much. He would have to wait. Mike had gone past the limit. No one was there for him either. No one was ever there for him. He was all alone.



Eventually



home.



He



felt



Mike the



arrived



adrenaline



pumping. What he had done had been quite the rush. He liked it. He



liked



the



rush.



Then



he



smoked some pot and went to bed. He was happy.



13



April 8, 1997 Mike didn't go to work. He just stayed home. He woke up and then he got fucked up on dope. He



was



alone.



All



alone.



He



almost forgot about the fire. It just almost slipped his mind. He let the day pass him by. After a while he got bored and turned on the television. He began flipping through



channels.



He



would



watch one for a moment, get bored, and then go one channel higher.



That



was



when



it



happened. He stopped on channel 375 and there was a cute and 14



cuddly raccoon. It stole his heart. He watched the raccoon briefly and then the raccoon looked him dead in the eyes and spoke to him. “Why did you burn me?” it said. Mike had to think for a moment. His television usually didn't talk to him. It was quite the surprise. He didn't know what to do. Then the raccoon spoke again. “You murderer.” it said. Mike began to get afraid. He 15



changed the channel. This time there was a dog on the television. The dog looked at him and spoke. “You burned those animals and you're going to pay. We'll get you Mike!” it said. Mike had had enough. He shut the



television



off.



He



needed



something to do. It was boring not going to work. Soon he would be fired. He decided he would take the trash out. He got the trash and went out to the porch. He put the bag in the can and then surveyed the street to see 16



what people were doing. “Did they know?” he wondered. Then it happened. A black cat walked up to him and spoke. “You



burned



the



animals.”



it



said. “Skat!” shouted Mike. The cat ran off, but stopped about fifteen feet away on the driveway and looked back and spoke.



17



“Murderer.” it said. “Fuck you.” said Mike to the cat. He



was



now



thinking



deeply



about the forest and the animals. It consumed him. He decided he would go check it out, on foot though. He walked quickly in the direction



of



the



forest.



He



wondered if he would encounter more



animals.



Eventually



he



arrived. It hadn't taken more than an hour. What he saw was devastating. The whole forest was ashes. All the trees were gone. The whole forest looked like a 18



fireplace that was well used. He almost began to cry. “What have I done?” he thought. His heart began to race. He fell to his knees and pounded on the ground with his fist. “No...” he cried out. Then from the smoke and ashes emerged a fox. It looked healthy. A healthy red fox. “You burned me.” it said.



19



April 14, 1997 “So how long have the animals been talking to you?” questioned the nurse. “About a week.” said Mike. “Well,



we



might



have



some



medication that can help you. How do you feel about staying here at the hospital?” “Good. I just feel so fucked up. I need help.” said Mike. “Okay. Listen I want you to know 20



something. I'm a chipmunk and you burned me. Soon we'll get you Mike.” said the nurse. Then she smiled. Mike was never the same. THE END



21



22
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