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THE MILKY WAY?

Before Meteors ‘n Milk
became the ongoing
story you know now, it
originally began as a
never published story
with the working title
“The Milky Way". Here
are some of the very
first unfinished pages
from that early version.

Pleblan... who are you?

1 think | understand
what Is golng on here.

g — —

Would you travel with me
while | explain it?

Sure. There Is nothing for
me here. | don't even
have a name.
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‘ I LOVE T

I'm glad. Now with that
seftied the story begins
with arat...

Then | felt funny and
started floating right

into the airl

FREE COMIC BOOK DAY,

meMilkyWay
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The story today continues as our little buddy assists Ceva. (See issue 1)
















YOROKONDE by MARC WATSON "GOODBYE SOCIAL"

IDIDIT! TQUIT| J=s = () AND NOW I AM
SPCIAL MEDIA. | | ~—--=-- \g? SUDDENLY \/ERY
VERY LONELY. |

BLOT by Marc watson "Ring"

HELLO!
my NAME IS BLOT-
WELCOME T0 my




BLOT by Marc Watson
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BLOT by Marc Watson "Freeze"

WHAT DO You
THINK HAPPENED 2.

MY GUESS 1S
COMPUTER FREEZE

“Build"

KEEP UP THE
HARD WORH

BLOT by Marc watson

"Husky"

7 UHM... | GUESS
IF | HAD TO PICH,
MAYBE, HUSKY?

BLOT, LET YOUR SPIAIT
ANIMAL DRIVE YOUR WORK
ETHIC. MINE IS A T\GER

WHAT IS YOURS?

BLOT by Marc Watson "Enchanted”

| THINK THE
PRINTER 1S UH
ENCHANTED...

BLOT by Marc Watson "Frail"

| AGKED HIM
TO HELP MOVE
SOME BOXES

REN'T THOSE
THE EMPTY ONES?
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BLOT by Marc Watson "Overgrown™
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BLOT by Marc Watson "Snow"

BECAUSE
OF THE
BaD SNow
WORK IS

BLOT by Marc Watson

"Legend"

BLOT by Marc Watson "Wild"
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GREAT (JEATHER
(JE ARE HAVING
AND HOW ABOUT
THAT QUARTEAR?
BONUS IS LOOKING | -
QUITE G:o0D!

WATCH AS THE HOUALY)
CONVERSES TD SURVIVE IN
THE CORPORATE \WILD

BLOT by Marc Watson "Jacket"
DID YOU KNOW THEY

GIVE YOU A JACKET
AFTER 20 YEARS OF
WORKING HERE?

"Turkey Day!"

BLOT by Marc Watson "TIME 2 GO"

Toakey Dav!

TIME 2 GO PARADOX

IF | LoRK &-5
BY Y 1 AMm READY TO GO HomE

IF I COME IN AT 7
8Y 3 | AM AEADY TO0 GO

S0 CLEARLY | CAN TELL
IT’S BEEN & HOURS

HOWEVER IF | Come
IN AT 10 BY H IT'S TIME

;w,
THEREFORE | CAN WORK
7 HovAS OR TitL Y

L“l’ WHICHEVER COMES FIRST

BLOT by Marc Watson "Ornament™

mY JOB WILL BE S0
MUCH BETTER WITH THIS

S

BLOT by Marc Watson

"Misfit"

BLOT by Marc Watson

WHO'S THE GUY
8Y HIMSELF OVER
BY THAT TREE?

CDMPANY_PICN

OH THAT'S OUA
IT GUY. SHADOWS
ARE KDA His THiNG A

\

OH MAN WHAT
HAPPENED TO

YOuR ARM?

NOTHING. | JUST
DIDN'T WANT TO DO
ANY WORK TODAY!

"Tread”

BLOT by Marc Watson

BETTER TREAD VERY
LIGHTLY WITH ANNUAL
REVIEWS TODAY

BLOT by Marc Watson

IF YOU FOUND A
TREASURE CHEST
WHAT WouLD YpU
WANT ITTO BE

FILLED WITH?

"Treasure™

OH THAT'S
AN EASY
ONE!

4,
VACAT'ONé/
2 DAYSIaSS

BLOT by Marc Watson "Ghost"

WHERE'D OFFICE
THISSTACk W GHOST
OF REPOATS
COME FROM?




BLOT by Marc Watson "Ancient"

BLOT by Marc Watson "Dizzy"

BLOT by Marc Watson

HOW LONG HAS
THE COFFEE BEEN
SITTING HERE?

IT THAT IT WAS by
BREWE

BLOT by Marc Watson "Dark"

| THINK THIS
JOB IS MAKING
ME REALLY DIZ2Y

KEEPS SAYING
ZERO BALANCE

IT°S ONLY THE FIRST
5 DAYS AFTER THE
(WEEKEND THAT |

HATE My
JOB...

HE WATCHED A '\
HACKER movIE
AND IS NoW
WAITING FOR A
MESGSAGE T0 TELL
Him WoRK ISN'T
TAVE REALITY /

| GUESS 1T MAKES
STARING AT A
COMPUTER ALL
DAY MORE FUN

MY DOCTOR SAID
To EAT MORE

"Ride"

YOU ALRIGHT
THERE MAN?

BLOT by Marc Watson

JUST HAVING
A TOUGH WEEHK
BUT | wiLL RIDE

ﬁf N M
Y0U DO KnNow
1T 1S ONLY
TUESDAY BIGHT?

BLOT by Marc Watson “Injured™

S0 HOW EXACTLY
DID You GET INJUARED
AT THE OFFICE?

PILED UP SO HIGH
1T FELL ON ME...

BLOT by Marc watson "Catch™

BLOT by Marc Watson

| WAS SUPPOSED TO
CATCH UP ON SOME WORK

BUT ALL | ENDED up
CATCHING WAS A BuG

THERE ARE A FEW \
DONUTS LEFT RIPE

FOR THE TAKING IF
ANYONE WANTS ONE

BLOT by Marc Watson

Follow Blot on
Instagram by following
Meteors ‘n Milk today!

Look for the
Big Book of Blot
Fall 2021!

WHO IS THAT
BEAUTIFUL
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PENCIL AND INK MARY WALLS
DIGITAL CLEAN UP MARC WATSON
COLOR MARC WATSON
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SPLASH HILL DID
NOTHING TO FIGHT THE BADNIKS
WHILE THE STARLIGHT ZONE
SUFFERED! WELL, Now YoU'LL
BECOME THE BADNIKS
THAT WILL DESTROY
YOUR OUN ZONE!

= | DOZENS ARE AT RISK OF BEING CONVERTED. THE ZONE
_ | NEEDS A HERO — AND ONLY ONE CAN SAVE THEM. ..

--IF THE POST-WAR FREEDOM FIGHTER
BASE REMAINS IN THE METROPOLIS ZONE,
WE WILL OFFER 0.5% OF SECTOR 1-4 CONGESTION
CHARGE REVENUE AS FUNDING ON A SIX-YEAR—-

Y-You CAN'T STOP
THE STARLIGHT
\ LIBERATION FRONT--

T THIVK TM DONG \{
A GOOD JOB

ENJOY THE REST
OF YOUR WEEKEND,
FOLKS!

WITH SONIC EXILED FOR MOST OF THE RECENT WAR, TAILS HAD TO
STEP UP AS THE HERO OF MOBIUS. BUT HE'S NOT STEPPING DOWN YET!




WE NEED MOIZE
PRISON E6GS,
VERMIN.

THE PRICE'S WITH THE DOCTOR GOWE,
o e, o
SRR LT FOR MONTHS

DON'T PUT ON ARRS.
YOU'RE THE ONE GIVING
THE ENEMY MONEY,
“WAR HERO"!

)
SUFFERED, UE GET NOTHING
BUT QUTSIDERS MOVING N, }iﬁzgﬁ,
DEMANDS FOR AD. . . -BYE!

A\ ( WHAT A LOSER. ,
\ " . THE SIF. WILL ,
SHOW THEM THE PRICE
\ FOR INSULTS!" ~ s
\’ q
A ' H
\ W0

\. ‘
—
@ HE'S A LOSER THAT'S ' WE NEED TO FIND ‘ ! \
TURNED PEOPLE INTO BADNIKS THE SIF BASE AS WELL AS \ v
IN THREE ZONES RECENTLY — BEAT UP CAW. ‘ |
AND TO DO NOTHING BUT
r MAKE A MESS!
, |
ALL WE NEED I1S-- l SEE?
vo D Ao
/
I covERt: . | AFTER ALL!
- N\ 2




| SN

- PRISON EGGS
HAVE A 6P.S. SIGNAL THAT SHOWS
— BADNIKS WHERE TO MAKE PICKUPS!
) r ANY LARGE STORE OF THEM AT
l - sm:zueu;" ﬁost ;!/'45 To BE
T DIDN'T KNow \ [ :
THEY HAD A GPS. ., . 1 1

A < Y 7

» way cooL, bocs! )}

@ - « ‘ 'g
& 4
NOBODY BUT ME
WOULD...
ROBOTNIK WASN'T “WOW LET'S PUT SOMEONE || '
You, BUDDY. THAT'S ELSE IN THE PAST!” i A
ALL IN THE PAST. T :
'PUT SOMEONE per
ELSE IN THE PAST'? A
NOT YOUR BEST, Y7
_ soNic!
> ~ \
< == —N /
« X . e J
N
A e | —=
- ‘ GOT REAL COCKY
: SINCE THE WAR,
k \_HAVEN'T YOU?

IT WASN'T
A COMPLAINT,
PIXEL BRAIN/

OH, RIGHT. SORRY

I DON'T MEAN TO— EVERYTHING YOUVE L
DONE? YOU SHOULD e

BE COCKY, YOU AND .
<) KINTOBOR BOTH! -

\ WE'VE BEEN MADE/!




; VILLANS DO TEND
0 RUN AWAY. WIMPS! /¢

HE MIGHT HAVE
BEEN OUT ON A
MISSION. ..

KINTOBORS, CAN YOU
PICK UP ANY INDIVIDUAL

PRISON EGGS?

NAMID HOLT,
AREN'T YOU
WORRIED THIS MAY
BRING VILLAINS TO
THE ZONE AS WELL

~-AND WHEN WE'VE FINISHED
TALKS TO HAVE THE FREEDOM
FIGHTERS MOVE THEIR H® HERE,
THE SPLASH HILL ZONE WILL BE AS
) FAMOUS AS EMERALD HILL!




= HOPEFULLY CAW WILL
GIVE UP NOW WEVE TRASHED
" HiS ORGANISATION--

=~ WE!

THE LIBERATION FRONT
ARE IGNORED WHEN WE START
CONVERTING ZOWE

N LEADERS. :

HOW LONG THE "
( FREELOADERS IGNORE THE

\ STARLIGHT ZONE'S SACRIFICES! £

YOU UTTER CREEP,
CAW! THIS ZONE WAS
ATTACKED TWICE/!

DURING RBR", T
WAS TURNED INTO
A BADNIK FOR SIX

WEEKS!

* RULED BY ROBOTNK - BAD
TIMES, BOOMERS!, MEGADROID

EVERYONE HAS HAD
SOME SUFFERING IN
THEIR LIVES!

HAVEN'T HAD )
ENOUGH.

WELL,
T'VE HAD ENOUGH
OF YoU AND WE
ONLY JUST MET/




UH, WHERED
TH

BLUE BLUR,
STUPID. LOOK | \8
AROUND FOR |
ANYONE
ELSE--

I CAN'T SEE
IF YOU DO THAT—

BOTH CrRASH!
T'M NEITHER SCARED
NOr AWED BY YoU, WHERE WERE
YOU DURING
THE SIEGE?!

YOU SHOULD TrY
LOOKING UP!

BURROWING MOBIANS DUG
SUPPLY LINES, YOUR NEIGHBOURS
TRIED BREAKOUTS, YOUR
CHILDREN WERE SAFE ON

DO YOU REALLY WANT THE MIRACLE PLANET...

TO FIGHT OVER THIS?

T WAS RUNNING

COULDN'T PROTECT
THEMSELVES! '

BUT TALS...

TABLE SCRAPS,

NOTHING MORE! AND OUR

ONCE-PROUD ZONE--
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AH, T NEVER DO ONE
NICE PRESS '\ = T AP 10
CONFERENCE IS \ KEEP AS SOMEONE

IN ORDER-- \ > INTERESTING!
. N

(e

UH, TLLBE
HAPPY TO DO IT,
: MS HOLT.
J1[7

I

UH, YEAH, WE
DEFINITELY LOVE
THIS ZONE,
IT'S 60T. ..
CHARACTER--

ID QUITE LIKE TO
VISIT THE BEACH.

BEEN A LONG TIME
SINCE T HAVE... 4

WELL, HECK, \

LET'S MOVE TO
SPLASH HILL THEN.
MAYBE THE ZONE

WILL GET COOL WHEN /==
WE'RE THERE! .
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THE ADVENTURES OF %
JAKE THE GREAT! (1996) ,_
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LNOTIHER WORILD

A Short Story Written by Marc Watson

DEET DEET DEET DEET! The alarm clock of morning terror rang. Jake despised the noise that took him out
of his pleasant blissful sleep, even more so he hated that it meant he had to go to school. From another
room of the house another unpleasant noise erupted. “Jake. Wake up! Get dressed!” It was Jake’s mother.
Jake loved his mom but being in junior high of course meant he hated the rules, getting up, having to go to
school, and anything that wasn’t playing games or reading science fiction novels. He threw on clothes which
today included his favorite shirt. It was a t-shirt from his favorite movie series ‘Galaxy Wars’. The shirt had
seen better days. He loved it so much, and so often wore it, this fateful day would sadly be the last. As he
left his room the shirt caught the doorknob and ‘trsshhhh’! “No!” Jake cried out. “What’s wrong!” his mother
shouted out as she came running. She rounds the corner and sees Jake on the verge of tears. She sees the
tear along the side and how the fabric was unraveling. It was ruined. “Oh no.” she said sympathetically “ will
tell you what, after school today we will go out first thing and buy you a new shirt. With your birthday coming
up won't it be nice to show off a new shirt you picked out?” Jake didn’t want a new shirt but he knew his
mom was really trying. It would be cool if he could find a new Galaxy Wars shirt or something even better,
although what could be cooler than that he thought. He put on a different shirt for now, hugged his mom, and
left for school.

It was a short walk to school from Jake’s house. It was only two blocks down the road, around a
corner and another 3 blocks till he was at his 8 hour a day prison. School wasn'’t really all that bad for him. It
was just boring. He had a few friends and like many others was picked on and bullied too. George was his
bully. Jake for a while had actually felt bad for George. George was poor and his father had run off when he
was a baby. His mom’s new boyfriend drank a lot and would take out the frustrations of life on him. Jake
only knew this because a few weeks earlier on the way home he had overheard George in an alleyway
talking to one of his friends about it, showed him the bruise on his arm, and how when he is old enough he is
running away and never looking back. He then told his friend that if he ever repeated a word of it that he
would kill him. That was enough for Jake to not tell anyone what he overheard either. This of course meant
that when Jake was beaten by George it was a placeholder for what he wanted to do to his abuser. Today
Jake was lucky enough to evade the bully leading to a rather ordinary and dull school day.

The bell rang to end the day and off to home he headed. The end of the day bell had such a nicer ring
to it than the alarm clock or the start of the day school bell. Maybe it was just because it meant he was free.
Jake walked the three blocks around the corner and finally home. When he walked in his mom was putting
on her shoes. “Hey honey. How was school today?” she asked. Jake replies “It was pretty good actually.
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My teacher said that | have learned so much this year that | don’t even have to go anymore.” “Very funny.
Now get ready for the store. We leave in five minutes.” Mom was too smart and didn’t buy it but it was worth a
shot right? They were off to Jake’s favorite store for getting new shirts. It was kind of one of those odd ends
stores that seems to carry everything but virtually no stock of anything. This meant it was more likely that if
you had something from there than no one else did. This is exactly why he loved this store because it meant
his new shirt would be a one of a kind and he would have something cool no one else did. Now to pick which
one.

Picking the right shirt was difficult. There were a lot of cool ones but not the right one. It had to be
perfect. Something about it had to scream pick me. The first rack yielded nothing more than whisper of
interest let alone a scream. The second, third, and forth were almost worse although a few times he got a
good chuckle from a joke on the shirt or a clever reference. Suddenly a rack almost out of sight or rather
something on the rack caught his eye. It couldn’t be. Was that his shirt? An identical to the one he loved too

much? The letters were cut off by the shirt in front of it ‘Galaxy Wa..” Jake rushed over with excitement
pulling the shirt out like he scored the biggest treasure of all. No. His heart sank. The shirt said Galaxy Warts
and to the side it had a depiction of a geeked out nerd fan with warts on his face. It was a parody shirt
making fun of his favorite shirt. Not only was he not finding a suitable shirt but now his heart had been ripped
out of his chest, kicked, and spat on. Jake began to cry. His head now held low and he was giving up on
hope.

This day was ending in misery Jake thought, Trying not to make it obvious he was weling up with
tears he started to speak to ask his mother if they could go. “Mom | don’t think...” Underneath a rack Jake
noticed a weird shape that seemed to pull his gaze. What was it? He stepped close and noticed a shirt had
fallen off of a hanger and had gotten caught on one of the rack support beams so it floated above the floor.
Jake pulled the shirt from its hiding place. He felt a sudden warmth and joy. Was it the excitement to see
what it was or something else? He held the shirt out to see what it said. In a dark silvery iridescence it had
the words “Another World” scrawled across it. The shirt had a very cosmic look. Stars and galaxies almost
seemed to shift over the entire fabric. The words almost seemed to float off the clothing. This was it. This
was the one. In an almost trance like state Jake shuffled to his mother presenting the shirt. WIth just his
arms sticking out he prompted her approval. “Is this the one you want?” she asked and added ‘I like it. Let’s
try to make this one last okay?” Jake nodded his head. He was filled with joy. The tears were nothing but a
memory. He couldn’t speak because the feeling was just too good. It was like the best hug ever. He had
found the perfect shirt.

The next day couldn’t come fast enough. He was ready to wear his new shirt with pride. It was going
to be an incredible day. When Jake reached his locker he had already gotten like nine hellos, three what'’s
ups, and even a smile from a cute girl from class. This shirt must be magical! The day went on this way and
he was on cloud nine. Even his teachers seemed to be a bit nicer. Lunch was his favorite, which was those
square pizzas that you can’t seem to get anywhere besides a school cafeteria with sides of macaroni and
cheese and a brownie. His friends all complemented his shirt and talked about the new comics that were

coming out today. The rest of the day seemed to fly by. The end of day bell rang and Jake headed home
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with a lot more see you tomorrows than he was used to. If he didn’t feel so cool Jake may have skipped
home but instead he walked tall like he envisioned a hero struts in the movies. A couple blocks of this and he
is called out from behind “Well look who it is. Hello there Jake.” It was George. Jake gulped and he
immediately thought to run but his feet hadn’t caught up yet. Suddenly a hand grabbed his shoulder and
George emerged from one side and stood right in front of Jake blocking his escape. So much for the
wonderful day Jake thought as George stood there with a grin. “So did you hear they are talking about
making another Galaxy Wars movie?” George asked. Jake stood there stunned. What was happening. Had
he fallen through a wormhole and was in some parallel dimension where everything seemed to go his way?
It was as if he was in another world. The thought hit Jake like lighting, ‘Another World’ was precisely what the
shirt said. Could this t-shirt really be transporting him to another world? Was it just making people like him?
Regardless it didn’t matter because George was standing in front of him right now but instead of hitting Jake
he is talking about his favorite movies. They stood there talking about how exciting it is and guessing where
the franchise is heading and what certain characters fates were. Finally it was getting a bit late to be heading
home so they ended their conversation and Jake headed home. What a day.

The next morning Jake decided to test his theory. He arrived at school and seemed to be almost
invisible. Hardly anyone noticed him. His friends did say hi of course but were more caught up in their own
conversations. Lunch was spaghetti which was his least favorite food there. The sauce was somehow too
sweet and sour and the noodles were always seeming like they were cooked the day before. After lunch
Jake headed back to class when a foot swung out causing Jake to tumble to the floor. He had been tripped
and fell hard. As he began to rise back up he was pushed back down from behind knocking his backpack
over his head. “Did | say you could get up?” Jake instantly recognized the voice, it was George. That sort of
confirms it he thought to himself uncertain if he was allowed to stand yet. George gave him one last kick to
the stomach and walked off. “Loser!” he chuckled as he walked away. So much for his new found Galaxy
Wars talking buddy.

A week had passed and things seemed back to their normal routine and natural order of things. Today
would be different though because it was his birthday. Today he would wear his magic shirt and have the
greatest birthday ever. His mom made his favorite breakfast which he knew would have happened
regardless of the shirt or not because it was tradition. Still though, it tasted extra great this time. After his last
bite the doorbell rang. Who could that be and right before school? Jake went to the door and as he opened
it his jaw dropped and eyes grew to the size of plates. It was George at his house! “Hi Jakey! Happy
Birthday Bud!” George said with a smile. Was this a prank or the shirt? “Oh | got you something!” George
exclaimed as he presented a small gift wrapped up with a bow and everything. Jake cautiously accepted the
gift, timidly opening it with fear of what mean prank it could be. Tearing the paper away it turned out to be a
key chain of one of the two good guy partner’s spaceship from the most recent Galaxy Wars movie. George
then pulls something from his pocket and holds up the partnering other ship and says “and see | have the
other one! We battle the cosmos together and defeat the evil and injustice of the galaxy!” This was the
coolest gift ever. “Want to walk to school together?” George asked and so they did. The was shaping up to

be the best birthday he had hoped for and even more so. Then lunch came. Not only was it pizza but two
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slices had stuck together so the lunch lady just gave him both!. How could the day get any better?

“Hey Jake?” a soft familiar voice from behind him made his eyes go big. It was a girl’s voice! Not only
was it a girl but it was the girl he had the biggest crush on. Jake turns around slowly not believing the reality
he was now facing. The blushing beauty before him clearly was just as nervous as Jake was. “Happy
Birthday!” she managed to blurt out. She quickly kissed him on the cheek and then immediately covered her
face. The whole lunch room erupted with “oooohs” and ‘aaahhhs’. Even more embarrassed, the girl thrust a
hand at Jake holding a little piece of paper. “Call me sometime okay?” she said and ran off bright red and
smiling. This was for sure the highlight of the day but that is not to say the rest of it wasn'’t incredible. Late
that night at home after the cake and icecream and tons of great gifts Jake found himself in his room
mesmerized by the day he had. From out of one of his pockets he pulled out the note from the girl. Should |
call her he thought. He was nervous regardless of the luck he was having. He thought about that too.
Everything was going his way so it would be perfect right?

Suddenly Jake felt very alone in his room. Looking down he tugged on his shirt, pulling it forward, and
reading the upside down words of ‘Another World’ on his chest. Is this the only reason she liked him? Were
people only nice to him because of this shirt? Were they even the same people he knew? He wanted to be
liked for who he was and not because they were made to. So now what? Jake couldn’t sleep much that
night. This was supposed to be his new favorite shirt and this was supposed to be the best day ever, but now
it felt more like a dark curse. The next day Jake went to school with the guilt clinging to him like a shadow.
When he met with his friends it was like it was before the shirt came to be in his possession. Everything was
seeming back to normal. Lunch came and so did the bullying. Near the end of lunch as Jake went to put
away his lunch tray he noticed the girl that had confessed her feelings and given him her number. “Hey!” said
Jake excitedly with a great smile on his face. She looked at him with a disgusted puzzled expression. “Uh
Eww!” she exclaimed. Jake’s heart dropped so hard he felt it in his shoes. He ran to the bathroom with tears
welling up in his eyes. He wanted to disappear and run away.

Jake sat there tears running down his face wishing he had never found that shirt. All it did was bring
him pain. Sure it had made his personal desires a reality but what good was it if everyone was forced and it
only worked while he wore the shirt. He could never make the girl like him. He wouldn’t want his friends to
revolve around him. Most of all, manipulating George to be his friend was just more of the kind of abuse that
George already received that Jake already felt bad about. Was he now the bully? Sure he wasn’t stealing
lunch money or punching anyone but he was still forcing them to be people they were not wanting to be.
Jake decided it had to stop once and for all. When he got home he offered to take out the trash after he put
up his backpack. While in his room he pulled out the shirt and said in a quiet voice “| hate you”. Part of it was
meant for the shirt but part of it was directed at himself. He snuck it under his current shirt and grabbed the
trash from the kitchen. Making his way to the alley and then to the dumpster he was shaking wondering if he
was going to regret this. He pulled out the shirt looking at it one last time. He thought of his favorite fictional
characters and what they would do. That gave him the needed confidence as he tossed it in and buried it
with the trash. It was over.

Night feel and Jake slept much better than he expected. Maybe it was because he felt he did the right
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thing or maybe it was because he didn’t feel the guilt of the curse anymore. School seemed like it was
suddenly free and possibilities were endless. While he didn’t have everyone pining over him he realized how
much he appreciated the good things he did have. Lunch time rolled around and it was food he hated. Bullies
seemed like they were on the extra attack today. The teachers seemed to ignore it so Jake tried to as well.
This was better than the alternative he thought. He no longer had a crush on the girl that did not like him and
somehow he felt ok and somewhat free because of it. Jake realized that he was happy even if everything
wasn’t his way. When the day ended he headed home excitedly looking forward to the weekend. So much
had been going on that he just wanted to relax and play some games and not worry about anything. He
walked the blocks from school and reached the corner. The final stretch.

Suddenly from the corner out popped George! “Hi Jake. It's beating time!” Jake turned to run but
behind him stood his friends from school but they looked weird. They had sorta menacing grins on their
faces. “Guys what are you doing?” Jake cried out but it didn't matter. George threw Jake to the ground and
began beating on him. Jake tried to block the punches but George seemed extra strong today and extra
mad. There was no fighting back. It was a matter of waiting endlessly for the beating to stop. Jake tried
shielding his face to protect himself as best as he could. The violent cynical laughter emerging from George
rang in Jake’s ears. Please just let it stop. Jake searched for a glimmer of hope. A glimmer suddenly caught
his eye. A shiny iridescent glimmer just beyond the spaghetti mixture of moving arms and fists. Jake tried to
focus on what it was to try and distract himself from the pain and bring himself closer to the hope. Just a little
more of any opening so he could see. He summed up the courage to finally push George back to give him
just enough space. It was now or never. Jake with every bit of strength shoved Georged backwards. It
wasn’t enough to stop the beating but enough to get a better look. The glimmer now larger and more clear

was across George’s shirt. The shirt read “Another World”.

METEORS N MiLK

Thanks for reading and remember ‘Be the inspiration that once inspired you!"
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FXTRA SPECIAL THANKS TO ALL OF OUR AMAZING
METEORS N MILK FRIENDS AND FANS! WE @ YOU!
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